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I love you through everything

    by Caelara

      Summary

      Ilya sat up a little straighter and scoffed, “Yes yes. Mr. FBI man thought I was big Russian assassin. I tried to tell him business man life was not that exciting. Not everyone that goes to military school is hit man like in movies.” He rolled his eyes as Scott continued.

or

There's a hit man on the loose. Shane is a government agent, Hayden and Scott work at the FBI. Will they be able to find who ever is responsible for multiple murders?

Title - I love you through everything. I'm not actually the biggest Drake fan, but this line in Jungle seemed appropriate for this.

One of my lovely readers was inspired to draw me a cover art for this fic. I'm so happy they loved it enough and wanted everyone to see it. You can see the original link here  Thank you again to wiccawicca!!!
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      Notes

        EDIT - This story is now complete. But additional one shots will continue in a series. But this is complete and can be read without having to read the one shots that will be posted later. Thank you so much!!!

This is my first fan fiction. Really my first time writing anything. I'm not great at grammar or sentence structure. Please be gentle with me, I'm super nervous to post anything. POV jumps around a lot.

I've seen a lot of horrible things about using Google translate for Russian, so I'm probably not doing it other then a few single words. So for now, character thoughts are in italics, Russian conversation are in bold.

This is an alternate universe, there are no professional hockey players here. I have tried to keep other details (such as dates of big events) similar to the time line of the books.

I'm using TV show version of Svetlana, She was so pretty, I don't want to change her. Also TV version of Cliff and Kyle regarding looks. Book height difference for Ilya and Shane.

I am not a spy, or a hit man, or a government agent. I don't shoot guns. All mistakes are all mine. I made it all up. I'm sorry to any real spies, hit men, or government agents. Just pretend. I'm also not a doctor, medical inaccuracies left and right. No beta

Also, Ilya is not.. well.. the most morally stand up guy in this story, he's done some shady shit. Hopefully he and Shane can work through that. I'm planning on this being relatively long, but this being my first time, will see if that is reality or not.




  






      

  












      Chapter 1: December 2017 - Shane
  


    Chapter Summary

    Shane meets Ilya. Twice?



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Shane grumbled to himself as he failed miserably at straightening his bowtie. He hated dressing up like this and pretending to be comfortable as he attempted to smile, socialize and be personable with people he didn’t care about. He just wanted to go home, sit on the couch and read a book while he drank a ginger ale. That’s where he should be right now, not getting dressed to go mingle with rich people that he didn’t know or want to know in the slightest. He grumbled more as he gave up and turned away, grabbing his tuxedo jacket and shrugging into it. Turning back to the mirror, he cocked his head slightly as he looked back at his reflection. He had to admit he looked good, his hair a little longer than he normally kept it and curling over his collar, a few artfully placed pieces falling over his forehead on each side. The perfectly tailored tux fit his muscular frame well, accentuating rather than hiding. He would have just worn an old one from the back of his closet, but Rose had insisted on this one. Some fashionable brand he couldn’t even remember, started with a B he thought. Whatever. He never argued with his ex about clothes. She’d proven time and time again to be more stylish than he ever would be. She was gorgeous too, an actress who moved in different circles than he could even think of. More fashionable ones clearly. He also had to admit the fabric felt like heaven against his skin compared to his own older tuxedo.
He walked to the couch where he had thrown his phone, which had been buzzing nonstop. He knew he was late, and while normally this would bother him immensely, he just didn’t particularly care this time. He would go to the gala, make an appearance and then make quick excuses, probably not even staying for the actual dinner. He wouldn’t be here at all if it wasn’t for Scott and Rose. Scott had asked first, saying it would make a good impression on the rest of the agents in his office since they were all being dragged to this ridiculous party also. Shane remembered his tone as he declined, saying it didn’t matter what the other people thought of him. He didn’t work with them, he was just a consultant, and wouldn’t be here long. He hoped anyway. Scott had insisted though and then had pulled Rose into it to pester Shane even more. It’s a charity, Shane. It’s for mental health, Shane. All of us are going, Shane. It’ll be fun, Shane. Maybe you’ll meet someone, Shane. Realizing his chest was getting tight, he forced himself to take a deep breath before it got worse. One, two, three, four, in, hold, one, two, three, four, out. He focused on his breathing until the tightness loosened up. Not today please.
Glancing at the phone, he saw several notifications from Scott and Rose asking if he was ready. With a deep sigh, he shoved the phone into his pocket and exited the hotel room. They’d decided to get rooms at the hotel to get ready rather than risk the December weather. He took the elevator down two floors, turning and walking a few doors to the right before knocking. The door opened immediately and Scott turned around to grab his phone off the bed before turning back to him and smiling.
“Time to go schmooze the wealthy people.”
Shane sighed again and headed back to the elevator as he spoke over his shoulder.
“I suck at schmoozing.  Where’s Kip? Maybe he and I could hang at the bar and make fun of you and Rose all night instead.”
Hearing a chuckle, he threw a nasty glare behind him.
“I’m still not sure why I’m here anyway? You know I hate this kind of stuff. Honestly, like 30 minutes and I’m out.”
“C’mon Shane, it’ll be good for you. Night out. Have a drink, let loose a little, relax. And to answer your question, Kip is already upstairs with Rose. They’ve both been telling me to drag your ass out of your room for the last 30 minutes. It’s a charity dinner. For mental health and suicide prevention. A good cause. The Deputy Director wants us to be seen, mingle, show everybody we’re not the bad guys. Our image has taken a hit lately and this might help. We had a big win last week.  Because of you. Let’s make the most of it. Besides, if I have to be here being miserable, then I want someone else with me to share the pain.”
He laughed and clapped Shane on the back as they got in the elevator and took it to the top floor where the gala was being held. As the elevator opened, Shane forced a small smile to his lips and walked out, muttering “You owe me so big.”
“I know, I know. I’ll buy you one of your gross green juices next week.”
He let his eyes roam over the huge, exquisitely decorated room. A tasteful display of flowers circled a large sign on a table as they came further into the room. The Irina Foundation. Shane’s nose scrunched slightly and his lips formed a tiny frown as he tried to figure out why the name sounded familiar. In much smaller letters underneath the foundation's name were the words 'Sponsored by IR Industries’. He stared again a small itch starting in his shoulderblades, but shrugged it off as he saw Kip and Rose approaching, champagne in each hand, holding them out to their respective dates.
Shane took the champagne and indulged in a small sip, his eyebrows slightly elevating as he realized this wasn’t the normal swill that was usually offered at the type of events he attended. He didn’t drink a lot normally, but the bubbly drink was light and refreshing in his mouth and he took another swallow. Rose’s arm linked through his and he leaned over to give her a kiss on the cheek as he whispered to her, “You look stunning as usual.” She really did, a silver shimmery dress clung to her curves, the scoop neckline very modest, covering her up to her collarbone.  Tiny straps held the dress up on her shoulders. She let go and spun around and he whistled lowly as he saw the back of the dress plunged dangerously deep, the material falling in soft folds as it left her back completely bare. “Who are we trying to impress tonight?” he questioned as she linked her arm in his again and winked at him.
“The usual. Incredibly attractive men who will want to sweep me off my feet. What about you? Shall we find you a date tonight? You look stressed, I’m sure we could find someone for you to flirt with.” 
Her eyes scanned the bar at the far side of the room and she nodded towards a very attractive young woman with incredibly curly dark hair and sparkling eyes. “Oooh, she looks lovely, what do you think?”
“Rose,” his voice contained a warning which trailed off as she laughed at him. “Ok, ok, I know. Wrong plumbing, right.” Her voice was lower now as she watched Scott and Kip glance their way. “I just wasn’t sure how… much anyone else knows.”
He shrugged and finished off his champagne, not realizing how much of it he had already drank. “They know. But I don’t advertise it, you know that. I just don’t deny it either if it comes up… which it usually doesn't. Who has time for that?”
“Fabulous! Hot guys then, hopefully we don’t have to fight over the same one.” She laughed as she pulled him towards the bar, waving once or twice across the room to people she knew.
He leaned against the polished wood and didn’t say no when she took two more champagnes and handed him one. He slowly scanned the room, restless and still a little uptight for not entirely clear reasons to him. 
Next to him, Rose made an appreciative noise and he looked up to follow her gaze. He saw the curly haired woman again, her arm going around the waist of a man who was holding his jacket over his arm. Shane could only see the back of the man, in a white dress shirt, but it was an impressive back. He was tall, his shoulders impossibly broad, tapering down to a small waist and what looked to be a delectable… He choked down a drink before he let that thought finish. Caramel blond curls covered the back of the man’s head and Shane found himself holding his breath wishing the man would turn. He did not oblige however and he and the woman walked off, disappearing through a door that appeared to go behind the small stage that was set up in front of the dinner tables.
Turning back to the bar, he downed the rest of his flute of champagne, and took a deep breath. Rose’s lips turned up in a small grin as she watched him. “Hot in here isn’t it,” she cracked, nodding at the bartender again, giving him a dazzling smile as he offered more champagne.
“I don’t know what you mean,” but he smiled, his cheeks flushing a soft pink as he accepted his third glass of champagne and told himself that this one needed to last, knowing he should switch to water or even ginger ale. He nodded to Rose as she mentioned going to mingle some, but declined to go with her, content to just lean against the bar and watch people. That’s what he was good at after all. Watching and analyzing. His social skills might have been a bit awkward, and he was usually completely oblivious to social cues in the moment, but he filed away information as he watched, to go over later in his head. He’d been this way forever, too late to change now.
His eyes swung out across the room, noticing the silent auction section, seemingly with a lot of hockey equipment and sweaters there. Interesting. Maybe he’d look at it before he left, though he knew the prices would be far out of his range. He made a comfortable living, but not like the rest of the people in this room. As the alcohol worked through his system, he let the hum of everyone talking around him lull him into a quiet comfort as he thought back to the last time he’d seen curly hair even remotely like that on a man. Well, a boy he supposed. He’d been… what, 10, maybe 11? 11 he decided as he thought back to the hockey camp that had probably been the most fun one of his childhood.
He’d played hockey as long as he could remember, starting off as soon as he could walk really. And he’d been good. Very good. He always played up an age group and could have gone up another, but they didn’t want him to get hurt because of the size difference. His mind drifted, remembering the first day of camp as he sat alone at lunch. He didn’t socialize much, even back then. The other kids either were mad that he was better than them or just thought he was weird. He didn’t mind. Too much. Usually.
He remembered he had been eating his sandwich when another boy sat down at the end of his table, his golden curls sweaty from their morning drills. Shane didn’t recognize him and he knew a lot of the kids, even if he wasn’t friendly with them. They’d all been attending the same camps in Montreal for a couple years by then. The boy looked up at him and nodded slightly before taking a bite of his own sandwich. Shane had just stared, for a beat too long. At those eyes that seemed to merge between blue and green depending which way the boy's head tilted. He remembered what had been a big step for him at the time, as he scooted over a seat closer and timidly said, “Hey, I’m Shane. You new here?” 
The boy had looked up at him, those serious eyes watching him, slowly chewing the bite he had just taken before finally nodding. “Da. I’m Ilya.” His words were spoken softly with a very thick accent and Shane’s mind worked to wrap around what the boy had said.
“Yes? You’re new?  Is that what da means?”
“Ah, yes. Sorry. Learning English. My name is Ilya.”
Shane’s smile grew a little bigger as he nodded and tried very hard to pronounce the boy's name the way he had. “Ilya. Great. I’m Shane. But I already said that didn’t I. Hey, let’s get in the same group for drills after lunch ok? I’m usually in the first group with the older kids.”
Ilya nodded and that was that. They were pretty much inseparable for the next two weeks. Shane discovered that Ilya was just as good at hockey as he was, without having to try nearly as hard. The coaches would set them up against the older kids in drills and whisper to each other as they scribbled notes, their eyes lighting up as they watched the two 11 year olds consistently beat the older boys.
Shane did most of the talking over the two weeks, trying to teach Ilya English words, the two of them laughing and pointing more then they managed to understand each other. He taught him the word for freckles first. Ilya seemed obsessed with the smattering of dots Shane had across his nose and cheeks. Shane told him to stop teasing him, he hated them. But Ilya would shake his head and tell him they were pretty, causing Shane to stutter with embarrassment. Ilya tried to teach Shane a few words, but his tongue just wouldn’t work quite right around the slippery sounds and he finally gave up. He learned that Ilya was from Russia, and had only come to camp because his father had some sort of business to take care of in Montreal. He didn’t seem to like to talk about his father much, although his face became animated and happy as he tried to tell Shane stories about his mother and brother who were back home in Russia. Mostly they talked about hockey, Ilya knowing more of those words than any others in English. Occasionally though when the conversation would turn to other things with Shane rambling on, he would laugh and gently shove Shane, calling him boring. He remembered thinking that he should probably be offended, but somehow, every time Ilya said the word, he’d look at Shane with a slow smile and Shane realized he didn’t care.
Ilya chirped relentlessly at the older boys in Russian, so who knew what he was saying, but he was always nice to Shane, even helping him once when one of the other boys was picking on him a lot one afternoon. Shane had gotten upset and could feel his chest seizing up, his throat getting tighter and tighter, his breath barely wheezing through his mouth. Ilya had pulled him off to the bathroom, kneeling next to Shane, his hand rubbing his back mumbling “dyshi” over and over, until at last he calmed down and they went back to practice like nothing had happened. Shane’s watchful eyes didn’t miss much though and on the next drill, when the boy who’d been picking on him was a little too careless next to the boards, Ilya slammed him into the glass harder than necessary, his mouth moving near the other boy's ear. The coaches blew whistles and came out to separate them before it could escalate, reminding them there was no checking at this age group. Ilya skated past Shane, tossing him a grin before coming onto the bench beside him and plopping down, his shoulder pushing into Shane’s.
The two weeks passed quickly, much too quickly for Shane’s liking. The last day of camp came, and before Shane knew it, his parents were there to pick him up. Ilya pointed to a very severe looking man who stood near the boards talking to one of the coaches. “My father.” His voice was small and not nearly as open as it usually was. The man looked over and an almost angry staccato of Russian words came out of his mouth. Ilya’s shoulders slumped slightly as he listened, nodding at the man. Glancing back at Shane, he suddenly smiled wide, his face lighting up like Shane hadn’t seen before. “Goodbye Shane. We see each other again, I think.” Ilya had thrown his arms around Shane and hugged him tightly for a long moment. Shane didn’t normally like hugs or even really touching other people much, but his arms went around Ilya also, a small warm feeling in his stomach as Ilya whispered something in his ear. Called him something. Shane could never remember the exact word no matter how hard he tried. Shane had thought about Ilya on and off for a few years after that. Wondered if he still played hockey. Was he still as good? If he’d ever actually see him again. 
A sharp clap on his shoulder jolted him out of his reverie. He looked up to see Scott and Kip standing there, Scott apparently having been speaking for a minute. “Earth to Shane? Let’s go sit down. Dinner time. And no, you can’t leave. That ship has sailed.” Kip gave Shane an amused look as Scott pulled them both along to the table they were assigned.
Rose came and sat down beside him, as the rest of the empty seats at their table slowly filled up with Scott’s co-workers. The table was near the back, the front of the room taken up by the target audience, the big spenders who would be cajoled and encouraged to write large checks at the end of the night.
Shane made small talk with Rose as wait staff began carrying out plates of food. Bottles of wine, more champagne. A plate was slid in front of Shane as he glanced down at it, realizing his champagne was empty again. Some sort of fancy risotto dish with what looked like scallops on top. Shane nodded as the waiter offered wine. He’d clearly given up on not drinking and figured he may as well enjoy himself at this point, though he knew he would regret it tomorrow.
He toyed with the food, not really eating a lot, mostly moving it around his plate as he listened and nodded at the conversation around the table. He ate pretty clean most of the time and even though the few bites of food that he did try were good, he wasn’t sure he wanted to tank his diet that badly.
The wait staff returned to clear the dishes before long, bringing another plate. This one had some sort of glazed fish on it, along with perfectly grilled asparagus. Shane took another few bites, along with several drinks of wine when he realized someone was moving up onto the stage.
The lovely woman that Rose had teased him about earlier, the same one who had disappeared with the mystery man, walked up to the microphone set up in the middle of the open space. She began talking, thanking everyone for coming. She introduced herself, Svetlana Vetrova was her name and she was apparently the CEO of The Irina Foundation and IR Industries. She had a slight accent, but her English was flawless. Rose leaned over, her cheeks flushed with an alcohol glow and whispered in his ear, “She’s pretty. And rich. Maybe you can have the guy and I’ll take her.”
Shane glanced at her, a laugh coming out unintentionally as he grinned at her. “She should be so lucky.”
He took a few more bites of food, the fish surprisingly good as he half listened to the woman talk about mental health and how The Irina Foundation was trying to help. He had just taken another drink of wine when Svetlana turned around behind her to beckon at someone coming through the door onto the stage.
“And here he is now, our wonderful benefactor of this evening, owner of The Irina Foundation and IR Industries, our own Ilya Rozanov.”
Most everyone stood and began clapping as the tall man from before came to the front of the stage, giving Svetlana a hug before turning to face the room fully. His golden curls were slightly slicked back in the front and sides, but one small ringlet had escaped onto his forehead. He had a chiseled jaw, straight nose and his lips…those cupid bow lips. He looked like a Greek God come to life. Shane could only stare in disbelief, his tongue coming out to lick his lips without him realizing it. The man was possibly the most gorgeous person Shane had ever seen. He seemed familiar also. Sudden clarity hit him and his lips parted in surprise. He had to be dreaming or hallucinating. He glanced at his empty wine glass and wondered if someone had slipped him something. There was no way, not after he literally sat at the bar thinking back to hockey camp and the boy who had given him butterflies in his stomach even back then. Before he knew. Before he was old enough to know what those butterflies might have meant. Before it became painfully obvious to himself that he didn’t like girls the way he thought he should have. 
The man, Ilya, threw out a dazzling smile that lit his face like the heavens were shining down on him. He started to speak and Shane nearly choked. His voice was deeper, his accent not nearly as thick and his English so much better. But there was no mistaking it. It was him.
Shane turned and caught the eye of a waiter who was hovering around the table and pointed to his wine glass.  It was quickly refilled and he gulped half of it down in one drink. People were beginning to sit as Ilya began talking. Shane gave up on the food and kept one hand around the stem of his wine glass. He knew Rose was looking at him a little oddly, but he ignored her, his eyes glued to the man onstage. He also knew he was being ridiculous. It’s not like they were really friends or had ever even spoken again after those two weeks. But something deep inside him started to warm up, his hand starting to shake slightly as he attempted to put the glass down. Rose looked at him in alarm and leaned over to whisper to him, “Shane? Breath Shane. What’s wrong? Do we need to go?”
He shook his head, closing his eyes for a moment as she gently rubbed the back of his neck. Anyone watching would think it a loving gesture, but she knew, had seen him like this the night she coaxed the words out of him and he finally realized that he was absolutely and irrevocably 100% gay. “Shane, breath.” One, two, three, four, in, hold, one, two, three, four, out. He counted over and over again until the tightness once again began to fade.  He opened his eyes and nodded at her gratefully.  She sat back, but left her hand on the back of his neck, absentmindedly rubbing small circles.
Kip and Scott had both glanced over, but neither said anything, their hands entwined with each other. They knew he had some social anxiety and probably chalked it up to that along with too much wine. Which honestly was all it was. Kip smiled gently at him before turning his attention back to Ilya, who had started talking about his mother who had died when he was 12. Shane listened with horror as he talked about how she died, how he found her and how his life had changed forever that day. He spoke about how important it was to take care of yourself and all the resources that The Irina Foundation could help with. Shane couldn’t even imagine what that must have been like. He tried to remember the younger version of Ilya talking about his mother and brother, understanding setting in when he realized that’s why he recognized the foundations name. Irina. Ilya’s mother. The mother he had spoken of so fondly in his broken English. Shane’s lashes fluttered slowly as his eyes welled up slightly. He thumbed at them quickly before anyone could notice.
Ilya had started on his fund raising portion of the speech, noting the items up for bid, as well as how individual donations could be made. He was winding down when Svetlana stood up again, moving to his side to whisper something to him. He nodded and glanced around the room, his eyes finally landing on Scott at their table.
“I would also like to recognize a special guest we have with us tonight. Mr. Scott Hunter, our own Special Agent in Charge of New York’s own FBI office. I believe we have reason to celebrate. They just… how do you say… ahh, cracked the case? Yes? Stopped a bad man who was terrorizing poor young women in the city. Thank you for keeping us all safe, so these people can donate lots of money to me.”
Ilya chuckled and nodded to Scott as people began to clap and smile, a few whispering to each other, Scott stood up and gave a small wave. “We’re glad to be here in support of such a good cause. Thank you for having us.”
Ilya’s smile was more subdued as he glanced at everyone at the table when Scott sat down. Shane’s eyes hadn’t left him and his breath stopped again as Ilya’s eyes skimmed over his and passed to Rose. Those beautiful eyes suddenly swept back and met Shane’s again. The blond man’s gaze stayed on him uncomfortably long, before moving on, giving no indication why he had hesitated or that he’d recognized Shane.
Shane gulped the rest of his wine before standing up abruptly. The alcohol went straight to his head and he gripped the back of his chair tightly. Rose glanced up at him, a question in her eyes and he smiled at her and whispered “restroom, be right back.”
He walked quickly to the back of the room and out the door, taking a few steps down the hall to the bathroom, going in and leaning against the wall while he took deep breaths, his voice loud in his own head. What is wrong with you dude. Chill out. What’s the big deal? You knew him when you were a kid, it doesn’t even matter. He doesn’t remember you at all and even if he did, who cares. It was a hockey camp for two weeks. Get a grip. Even if he did remember, he’s clearly not gay.
He slowly pushed away from the wall and walked to the sink. Splashing a little water on his face helped focus him a little. He was acting ridiculous. He would go back in, tell Rose he was tired and go back to his room. He had planned on going to the apartment he had rented here, but he’d had too much to drink and didn’t really want to call a car. Nodding to himself, he took a few more deep breaths and headed back.
He walked in and headed to their table, his footsteps slowing as he saw Rose standing there talking to Ilya and Svetlana. He nearly spun and left again, but Rose saw him and waved him over. Breathe breathe breathe breathe breathe. Don’t do anything stupid.
“Shane, come here.” Her hand reached for his and she pulled him close, his arm going around her waist automatically, his eyes locking onto Svetlana rather than Ilya. “Shane, this is Ilya and Svetlana, they were just telling me about their new initiatives here in New York.”
Shane managed a small smile and took his arm from around Rose and held his hand out to Svetlana, “Shane. Shane Hollander. So good to meet you. I’ve heard great things about The Irina Foundation’s work.” She shook his hand gently and he made himself look up at Ilya, the other man having several inches on him. He offered his hand again as he tried not to stare at the beautiful mole on the side of Ilya’s face. One eyebrow quirked up at him as Ilya watched him for a second and then shook his hand.  The grip was firm and warm and Shane felt that familiar flickering deep inside again. He let go and attempted to pull his hand back before he could betray himself. Ilya’s fingers didn’t let go quite so quickly though and his fingers trailed along the inside of Shane’s hand as he pulled back.
“Nice to meet you Shane Hollander.” When he said Hollander, he drew the word out and it nearly sounded like a purr rolling from those full lips.  Shane swallowed hard as Ilya continued, the alcohol in him letting him imagine dotting soft little kisses on the side of Ilya’s neck where another mole lay.  “You work with Scott Hunter, Mr. FBI man?”
His focus snapped back and he knew he was blushing. “What? Uh no. No. Not really. Just a consultant, do a little help here and there.”
“Ah. Consultant. What does that mean exactly? How does one consult the FBI?”
Shane wasn’t really sure how to answer that. “I just… offer suggestions. Insights. Be an extra set of eyes on some of their cases if they need.” There. That sounded ok.. And it wasn’t even a lie. Not really. The department he worked for had so many letters as their acronym that Shane wasn’t sure he even knew them all and he most assuredly couldn’t explain it to Ilya and Svetlana.
“Oh. So you are… ummm... Profiler. Like I see on TV show.  What is name… Ah, Mindhunter. You are like Mindhunter. You catch bad guys with your brain.”
Shane couldn’t help a small smile as he shook his head and shrugged. “Sorry, I’m not sure what that show is. I don’t watch much TV.  Well, other than hockey.” His own thoughts screamed at him. Oh brilliant. Way to go. Shut the fuck up.
He stood up straighter and nodded over his shoulder at the bar. “I’m going to grab a drink, Rose? Anything?”
She shook her head, still talking to Svetlana and Shane managed a small nod at Ilya. “It was good to meet you. Good luck with your donations tonight.”
Without waiting for an answer, he spun and headed straight for the bar. He knew the last thing he needed was another drink. He’d had too many already and not eaten nearly enough food. But he didn’t even hesitate as he ordered a beer.  Champagne, wine, now beer. Hangover in the morning for sure.
“Shut up” he muttered under his breath as he turned, gulping the beer. He pulled out his phone as he looked around the room, not seeing Scott or Kip. Shot off a quick text to Scott, telling him he’d see him on Monday morning.
Looking for Rose, he found her now talking to a tall, dark haired man that he’d seen lurking around the edges of the room all evening. Security maybe? Didn’t matter, he wasn’t going to interrupt as she put her hand lightly on the man's arm, laughing at something he said. He shot a text to her also, drained the rest of the beer and headed towards the exit to the hall. Time to sleep off whatever this horribly surreal night had become.
He pushed the button and was waiting for the elevator when he heard that low purr of his name right behind him. Trying not to visibly shiver, he glanced behind him at the man standing half a step too close, turning slowly to face him. 
“Mr. Hollander. You are leaving? So soon?”
“Oh, uh, yeah. I’m beat, think I’m gonna head to bed. Great party though, enjoyed it.”
Ilya’s eyes held his as he spoke, “You are leaving your girlfriend? I just saw her inside still.”
Shaking his head before he could stop himself, he felt his face warm, “She’s not, I mean. No. We’re just friends. Good friends.”
He watched as Ilya’s expression subtly shifted, his teeth pulling his lower lip in as his eyes darkened impossibly. Shane’s eyes dropped and focused on those lips, unable to look higher any longer. Ilya’s voice was raspy as he leaned closer, “You should come have a drink with me. We can get to know each other better.”
The elevator dinged softly as the doors slid open behind Shane’s back. He’d never been so happy to hear a noise in his life. He offered a small smile and stepped backwards into the elevator, pushing the button for his floor. “Maybe another time. It was good to meet you though. Ilya.”
Shane hoped the doors would close before he did something insane like lean up and try to kiss the man, which his alcohol muddled brain was trying to tell him would be a great idea. He then half hoped Ilya would follow him, but was not surprised when Ilya smirked instead, nodding. “Another time then.” As the doors slid shut, the last thing Shane heard was a soft mocking voice, “Goodnight solnyshko.”
Shane’s eyes flew up as the doors closed, his hand going out to stop them, but he was too slow. Solnyshko. He was immediately a small boy, being given a hug listening to a thick accent whisper in his ear, “Goodbye, solnyshko.” He nearly choked, an actual gasp escaping his lips. He’d been unable to remember what he’d heard back then, despite trying to sound out the word over and over again when he was younger. But hearing it now brought it back as if it had just happened.
The doors slid open and he walked to his room slowly, his buzz and his odd mood making everything a bit blurry. Opening the door, he shrugged off his jacket, taking the time to hang it up. He wanted to just fall into bed, but knew that he would be annoyed and restless all night if he didn’t take a shower first.
Slowly undressing, he carefully folded the rest of his clothes into a stack that he would take home for laundering. He turned on the shower, slightly hotter than he would normally and stared at himself in the mirror as he waited for it to heat up. His cheeks were pink, his freckles standing out even more than normal. His eyes looked huge and slightly damp. “Solnyshko.” he whispered, easily saying the word, his tongue wrapping around the word easily now, unlike when he was a boy. He knew what it meant. As a side perk of his job, he’d studied several languages since he was in college and while not fluent in Russian, he knew a decent enough amount to get by. Most times.
Shaking his head, he wasn’t sure if the word was a coincidence or if Ilya remembered him. Maybe he called everyone that, strange as it would be. Of course, it was odd to call Shane that, now and when he was 11. 
Stepping into the shower, he hissed as the water turned his skin red in record time. He washed quickly, his hair and then his body trying not to imagine someone else's hands running over him, washing him, teasing him. His nails drifted over a nipple and he groaned as he realized what he’d done, his cock twitching eagerly for attention. Leaning back against the wall, his hand lazily drifted down to wrap around himself, squeezing around the base and slowly starting to move. He pictured those cupid bow lips kissing him, not a slow sweet kiss, but a rushed feral one, tongues clashing against each other. His hand moved faster as he pictured himself on his knees in front of Ilya, his lips around the other man’s cock. His fingers wrapped tighter and stroked more firmly now, drops of pre-cum disappearing into the water that beat down around him. He was almost embarrassed at how quickly he was going to cum, his other hand drifting to various parts of his body, including a loose grip around his own throat. With a low moan, almost a sob, his abs tightened as he exhaled sharply, his orgasm crashing over him, his eyes half shut as he watched the thick ropes of white spurt onto his hand before disappearing under the water.
He stood there another minute, breathing hard before maniacal laughter burst from his mouth. “Fuck man, you gotta get laid more often. That’s just embarrassing.” Turning the water off, he climbed out and dried off thoroughly before he dressed in sweats and a tshirt. Falling into bed, he curled around an extra pillow and was out nearly instantly, his sleep restless though, dreaming of eyes changing colors as they watched him.    
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      Ilya loves freckles.

Also, my solution for now to the Russian, is anything in bold was spoken in Russian.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Ilya stood looking out the window of the living area in his suite. A glass of vodka in one hand, a cigarette in the other. The lights of New York City sparkled out the window and he supposed it was pretty. He sighed, wishing this night was over. He hated these events, wishing Sveta could just do them for him, but he knew he got more money if he came out and told his story each time. He took a big swallow of his drink, thankful at least that they kept his preferred vodka stocked when he was here.
Svetlana wandered past on her way to one of the bedrooms. “I think you are not allowed to smoke in here Ilya.” The door shut behind her as she went to get dressed, her laughter drifting out as she imagined his response. He snorted and didn’t answer, knowing she was just giving him shit like always. 
The door to the suite slammed and Ilya didn’t even turn as he waited. “So?”
“We’re good. Everything, and everyone, is where it should be.”
Ilya nodded, taking another drink when he did finally turn. He watched as the tall, muscular man  dropped a heavy black duffel at his feet before moving to get a drink. Dark stubble covered his face and his black hair was messy as if he’d been running his hands through it. He was dressed in all black, his trousers and shirt looking expensive but comfortable.
“Good. Have you heard anything about my brother?”
The man shook his head and took a sip of the vodka he’d poured before adding, “Nope, it’s all quiet.”
Svetlana chose that moment to reappear, the long black, figure hugging dress falling to the floor as she carried her heels in one hand. She walked to the man dressed in black, kissing his cheek as she reached around to pat his lower back. She took his glass and took a drink before handing it back to him. 
“Really Cliff? Do you need that tonight? It’s a gala for suicide prevention.”
Cliff looked to Ilya before he shrugged and took out the Sig from under his shirt and laid it on the table, knowing it would go right back where it was before they left the room.
Ilya shook his head with amusement as he took her hand and spun her, her curls bouncing as she smiled.
“Sveta, that’s his job. To protect us, yes? How will he do that if he has no weapon?”
She glared at him, finally softening and sticking her tongue out at him before nodding and slipping her shoes on. “I know, I know. I just don’t want to have to think about it. Besides, who’s going to come at you here? It’s a room full of old rich people. Who will be decidedly lighter in the pocket once the night is over.”
“We can hope Sveta, we can hope.”
They all went up one floor together, a jacket that Cliff had put on covering anything that might have been put back when Svetlana looked the other way. Ilya rolled his eyes at the other man when he replaced the gun, but said nothing. He knew better than to think Cliff would go unarmed and he was glad of it.
They entered the room and split off in separate directions. Svetlana to the bar, Cliff walking slowly around the perimeter of the room just watching, and Ilya to walk the line of donations being bid on. He lingered at the team signed Boston Raiders sweater and he smiled a little wistfully. If things had been different, who knows, maybe his signature would be on that sweater. Shrugging off the melancholy thought, he headed towards Sveta at the bar, knowing the items would be overpaid for by the people in the room who wanted to prove they were better than their friends by donating the highest amounts. It was always the same, not that he was complaining.
The room was warm and he took his jacket to lay over his arm as he joined Svetlana, accepting a vodka on ice without having to ask for it. Her arm went around his waist as they talked quietly about the auction. Finally she led him to the small back room where he could wait, away from prying eyes until he had to talk. She brought him another fresh vodka and left him there while she went over her notes for her speech. He didn’t know why she bothered, she was always annoyingly perfect.
He sat with his eyes closed and allowed himself to think of the signed jersey again briefly. He’d played hockey when he was younger. Until he was 12. Until the day he’d come home from practice and found his mama lying on the bed, her skin pale and grey. Her arm hanging off the side, her hand listless and not moving, an empty pill bottle on the floor under her fingers. He’d tried to wake her. He’d tried so hard, begging her to open her eyes and call him Ilyushenka. But it didn’t work and he knew he had been crying before he started screaming. His brother had been the first to come, immediately turning and running to get their father.
His father had come in and took one look before beginning to curse. Calling his mama stupid and weak. He’d looked at the boys and firmly told them, she was weak and it had been an accident. That’s all they were to say if anyone asked them. An accident. He’d yelled at them then, to go to their rooms while he cleaned up the accident. Alexei had gone immediately, ever the obedient one. Ilya had stopped at the door though and looked back, his face crumpled and tear-stained. He stared at her face, memorizing it for the last time before his father yelled at him to go. Something snapped and before he could stop himself he yelled back. “Shut up! She was NOT WEAK! You made her this way. You made her so sad.” The words were barely out of his mouth before his father was across the room in 2 steps, his hand pulling back before it snapped forward and collided with Ilya’s cheek in an open hand slap which nearly knocked his son over.
“You will go to your room now. Do not make me tell you again.”
Ilya’s hand flew to his cheek, his eyes blazing as he carelessly sneered out the words that doomed him. “I cannot wait to be gone from here. I will get drafted in a few years, I will go to America to the NHL where my friend is and there will be nothing you can do about it.” He slammed the door as he turned and ran.
Had he not made his father so angry that is probably exactly how his life would have gone. How it should have gone. But sometimes you cannot see the mistake when it happens, only live with the repercussions.
The next day his hockey gear had disappeared completely. Ilya tore the house apart looking, getting into a fight with his brother, thinking he had taken it as a prank. At dinner, his father looked up when he asked about it, and smiled coldly at him. “You will not need that anymore.” He refused to elaborate and went back to eating.
The day after his mother was buried, his father told him to pack a bag and be ready to go in the afternoon. He did it, not speaking to anyone or asking questions. He didn’t care anymore. If he didn’t have hockey or his mama, then what was the point? He was just glad to be going somewhere, anywhere, away from his father and brother, who had become increasingly distant the last week. He went downstairs where his father was waiting, a hand falling roughly on his shoulder, pushing him outside to the car that was waiting. No hug. No gentleness. No explanation. Just a cold reminder of who was in charge as his father told him, “Go. Learn to honor your country, not the spineless Americans.”
Ilya said nothing, climbing in the car and refusing to look back. He said nothing as the car drove, nor as it stopped in front of a large set of buildings he recognized. He said nothing as he walked into the red building with a small plaque near the door reading Moscow Suvorov Military School. He said nothing as the doors closed behind him with a bang, as a tiny flinch escaped out of him.
The past faded away and he came back to himself. “Blyat!” he muttered and downed the rest of his vodka, welcoming the warmth it gave him. 
Svetlana looked over at him, her eyebrows raising, “Ok?”
He nodded curtly at her. “You know how I get when I have to go talk about her. Makes me remember things better left in the past.”
She watched him carefully for a moment, before setting her notes on the table and walking to him slowly. She stood in front of him expectantly and he set the glass down, holding his arm up to come around her as she perched on one of his knees and gave him a kiss on the cheek, just at the corner of his mouth. She sat there for a moment, just letting him relax, knowing he just needed to get out of his own head.
“You will be wonderful. You always are. Now, I’m going out, you have a few minutes to get yourself together. Who knows, maybe after, you’ll find someone to take all that tension out of you. And if not, maybe I'll find someone for both of us.”
Her voice was teasing as she stood and straightened his tie for him before shaking her head and walking out the door onto the stage.
He sat there listening to her voice for a moment before standing to stretch and put his jacket on. She was right. He did this every time. He knew he would give his speech and be damn good at it, make the people sad and get their money flowing. He was charming when he needed to be, sarcastic and funny if that was called for instead.
He shook his arms out as he heard her introduce him, pasted a smile on his face and walked out the door.
Standing on stage smiling at people, he focused his vision on the first few tables in front of him, knowing that’s where his big money would come from. He started off telling them about the foundation and why he had started it. Telling them about his mother, finding her, and hoping that no other person had to go through that. Or at least if they did, they had resources to help them, resources that he had not been afforded. Eventually he moved on to the obvious reason for the gala, raising money so that they could continue to do the work and help more people that needed it. He ran over the auction items, stressing how to make individual donations as well.  
He was about to wrap it up when Svetlana walked up and spoke quietly in his ear, reminding him that he had agreed to call out the FBI unit that had been invited. He had met Scott Hunter a couple of years ago, not under the best circumstances. After their business was concluded, they’d become more cordial, if not actual friends. They’d played some pick up hockey and sometimes Ilya would stop by the bar that Scott’s boyfriend Kip worked at. He knew they’d caught some guy who’d killed several women in Queens recently, and apparently their office just wanted them out being seen. He invited Scott and his colleagues to come, an easy gesture that cost him nothing. He nodded at Svetlana and began to look around the room for Scott. He spotted him in the back and raised his arm towards the table.
“I would also like to recognize a special guest we have with us tonight. Mr. Scott Hunter, Special Agent in Charge of New York’s own FBI office. I believe we have reason to celebrate. They just… how do you say… ahh, cracked the case? Yes? Stopped a bad man who was terrorizing poor young women in our lovely city. Thank you for keeping us all safe, so these people can donate lots of money to me.”
He chuckled and nodded as Scott stood up and acknowledged him, thanking him for the invitation. He smiled, smaller this time, trying to keep his emotions in check. He was not the biggest fan of law enforcement, but now was not the time. Knowing it was important to seem interested though, he let his gaze slowly drift around the table so they felt appreciated. He saw them without really seeing them and at first he skimmed right over the man with dark hair. He saw the beautiful woman next to him though and was about to give her a real smile when suddenly his brain short circuited. His gaze went back to the man beside her. He schooled his face into a neutral expression, but he couldn’t help but stare longer than he should have. The man was very handsome, but also extremely familiar. Realizing he was staring, he continued around the table before turning back to Svetlana and thanking everyone in the room again.
From the corner of his eye, he saw the man get up, perhaps slightly unsteady as he walked towards the back and out of the room. Ilya wanted to follow him, to see if his mind was playing tricks on him, but Svetlana grabbed his arm and started leading him around to people for him to charm. They made it to the beautiful woman at the FBI table, Rose was her name he discovered, and were chatting with her about different projects they worked on. The whole time Ilya was trying to figure out how to get Rose to tell him who the man was without seeming obvious. They clearly were together, he could just ask where her boyfriend went right?
He was about to embarrass himself, but couldn’t stop it. Thankfully right as he opened his mouth, he saw the man walk back into the room. The man saw them talking to his girlfriend and Ilya had the sudden feeling that he was about to bolt like a rabbit. Rose had seen him however and called him over, “Shane, come here.”
Ilya’s heart slowed to a crawl upon hearing the name. Maybe he wasn’t crazy after all. 
Shane walked over, looking as if he’d rather be anywhere else, his arm going around her waist as she spoke. “Shane, this is Ilya and Svetlana, they were just telling me about their new initiatives here in New York.”
Ilya couldn’t look anywhere but at the smattering of beautiful freckles across Shane’s nose and cheeks, remembering a young voice telling Ilya how much he hated them.  He was so glad Shane was looking at Svetlana rather than him as she shook Shane’s hand.
“Shane. Shane Hollander. So good to meet you. I’ve heard great things about The Irina Foundation’s work.”
Ilya managed to once again force his face to what he hoped was a friendly expression, his heartbeat starting again, threatening to jump out of his chest when Shane finally looked up at him, though he wouldn’t meet Ilya’s eyes, seemingly staring at the side of his face instead as he stuck out his hand. Ilya found this highly amusing and one of his eyebrows went up before he finally reached out and firmly took Shane’s hand trying to ignore the tingling that sparked through his skin. Shane tried to pull back immediately and Ilya, not wanting to lose contact quite so quickly, let his fingers trail along the inside of Shane’s palm before finally sliding off his hand. Shane had offered no indication that he remembered Ilya, so a little unsure of what he should say simply offered,
“Nice to meet you Shane Hollander.” He let the ‘r’ roll off his tongue, his voice low and intentional. He knew that Sveta was looking at him, she’d told him when he sounded like that it was like sex in a bottle, but he found that he just didn’t care at the moment. “You work with Scott Hunter, Mr. FBI man?”
Shane had stammered out a response, but his cheeks had turned the most delicious shade of pink, making those charming dots on his face stand out even darker.
Just wanting to hear him talk more, Ilya asked some questions, then made a completely stupid remark about Mindhunter, which he had just watched the week before. Shane smiled and mentioned he didn’t really watch TV other than hockey. And wasn’t that interesting. Ilya remembered how good he had been. He should have been playing. Why was he working with the FBI instead?
Shane excused himself to go to the bar and Ilya watched him the whole way, nodding mindlessly as Rose and Svetlana continued to chat. Rose finally wandered off to chat with other people and Svetlana grabbed his arm, hissing at him.
“What the hell was that Ilya? I can’t tell if you were angry with that poor man or if you wanted to eat him alive.”
His eyes snapped to hers and he shrugged. “I know him. We had a hockey camp together. Just before mama…” his voice trailed off and he looked back to the bar, noticing that Shane was leaving.
“What?! Why didn’t you say something to him? He had to have recognized you?”
“I’m not sure. I just… maybe I wanted to see if he did first. It was a long time ago. We’ve both changed.”
Ilya shrugged and then looked incredulously at her as she shoved him.
“Go. Now. Say hello again, catch up. You’re being weird, Ilya. I swear. Men.”
She stalked off in the other direction and he hesitated only a second before walking quickly towards the door. He remembered that summer vividly. It had been the last good one he’d had in a long time and Shane was the reason why. She was right, he was being stupid, maybe he could fix it.
He walked out into the hall and saw Shane waiting by the elevators. Coming up behind him, he stood a little closer than he should have and tried very hard not to let his eyes wander down the body that the tux was doing little to conceal.
“Mr. Hollander. You are leaving? So soon?” His voice came out lower than he meant it to, but he just couldn’t seem to help it.
Shane turned to him slowly, seemingly a bit nervous as he mentioned heading to bed. Why was he leaving without Rose though, that seemed odd. Before Ilya could stop himself he asked, “You are leaving your girlfriend? I just saw her inside still.”
Shane turned that beautiful shade of pink again, and Ilya’s breath caught as he was informed that no, Rose was not his girlfriend, just a friend. Without meaning to, Ilya bit his lower lip so that he wouldn’t say anything he shouldn’t and was rewarded with Shane’s eyes dropping to watch his mouth, his breath hitching a little as he looked at Ilya.
Ilya looked over that remarkable face in front of him, the freckles popping out, the full lower lip almost trembling and he felt a loosening inside his chest that he hadn’t even realized was there. Leaning closer he nearly whispered, “You should come have a drink with me. We can get to know each other better.” He knew he was probably reading into Rose not being a girlfriend more than he should. Didn’t mean Shane was gay or bi or interested in any way, but he wanted to taste him. Wanted to push his body up against the wall and see if it reacted. He’d not felt this way about anyone in a long while.
The elevator slid open and Shane took a step backwards, as if he knew he was prey and didn’t want to turn his back. “Maybe another time. It was good to meet you though, Ilya.”
Ilya stared into his eyes, realizing that he hadn’t even done what he intended, which was to see if Shane remembered him. Trying to get a hold of himself, he forced his lips into a mocking smirk, repeating Shane’s words. “Another time then.” He wanted to follow, he wanted to follow so badly that his hands were in fists as he willed himself to not move. But as the doors closed, he tossed out a small reminder, nearly the same as the last words he’d spoken to Shane years ago. “Goodnight solnyshko.” Years ago Shane had been his sunshine during those two weeks, making everything seem bright and happy, so when he had told him goodbye, the word had slipped out without thought. He knew it hadn't matter. Shane didn't know what it was. But it would be a reminder, he hoped. 
Ilya walked slowly back to the ballroom, straight to the bar, slamming down a vodka as he stood there wondering what in the actual fuck was wrong with him. He hadn’t lusted after anyone in a long while. He knew what he looked like, he knew how to get what he wanted. It was rare for him to be alone if he didn’t want it. But to feel whatever this heart pounding, dry throat, hard to breathe feeling was… he didn’t like it. At all. Especially not over what was basically a complete stranger. So what that they’d known each other for 2 weeks as children. It was almost 15 years ago. It’s not like they’d been lusting after each other at 11.  They were too young to know anything other than playing hockey. Ilya had known that he felt closer to Shane those two weeks then he had anyone else for a long time. When he’d had to leave at the end of camp, he remembered hugging Shane and not wanting to let go. He remembered feeling safe during that hug. He’d been looking forward to playing hockey against him again someday, though that clearly hadn’t happened.
He hadn’t even realized he liked boys as much as girls until he was 15. Probably younger than most people if he thought about it. He’d been with girls starting the year before, when he was 14 and he and a couple friends had snuck out to a party, but there weren’t many opportunities to be around girls at the military academy. It was too risky to sneak out much, penalties were harsh for getting caught off the grounds. With his father's, well Russia's, stance on homosexuals, it amused him to no end that his father had sent him there, where he’d learned so many important skills. Shooting, hand to hand combat, knife skills, sucking cock. That’s what happened when you had a school full of boys who weren’t allowed much freedom. Things happened behind closed doors that were never, ever talked about.
He wandered the room making small talk and convincing people to make a few higher bids on the auction items before people finally began filtering out. He’d seen Rose flirting with Cliff at one point and rolled his eyes, knowing Cliff wouldn’t let that get any further. At least tonight. Not while he was working. Not while they weren’t sure where Alexei was.
Finally everyone was gone. The event planners were cleaning up, locking up the auction items until they could be packed and delivered to the highest bidders. Svetlana had disappeared as well. Cliff walked over and clapped him on the back. “Let’s go boss. Been a long day. Got a lot to do in the next couple of weeks.”
Ilya nodded at him and knew he was right. His real reason for being in New York had just started and he needed a clear head to deal with it.
They went to the suite, Cliff disappearing into his room, exhausted. Ilya tossed his jacket over a chair and unbuttoned his shirt. His hand went up automatically to feel for his mothers golden crucifix that he had never taken off since the day he found it in his room. Under his pillow where his mother had left it for him. Before her accident. He sank down onto the couch to kick his shoes off.
Hearing giggles, he looked up as the door to Svetlana’s room opened and she poured out of the open door, her mouth attached to a stunning redhead’s, their hands entwined with each other. Neither of them were dressed in anything other than a bra and panties. They both moved over to where Ilya was sitting and he said nothing as Svetlana sat down next to him, pushing the other girl onto his lap. His hands automatically went to the girl's hips as she wiggled deeper, her ass twitching over his cock. Svetlana kissed her again, keeping her eyes open and on Ilya’s. Pulling back, Svetlana turned the other woman’s face towards Ilya and kept her fingers on the woman’s chin, guiding her mouth to Ilya’s. He kissed her roughly, one hand sliding from her hip over her warm skin to the top of her panties. His fingers toyed with the lace as he watched Sveta lick a stripe up the woman’s neck. He closed his eyes and let himself enjoy the kiss, a low groan escaping his lips as she ground her ass into his cock again.
While his eyes were closed, he could almost imagine… suddenly he pulled back. All he could see when he closed his eyes were freckles. Dotted across pink flushed skin. He pushed the girl off as he stood, half picking her up so she didn’t fall to the floor. He set her back down on the couch, much to her mumbled dismay.
“Fuck. Not tonight Sveta. Go have fun.”
Her eyes narrowed at him as she stared thoughtfully before shrugging and pulling the redhead to her feet. “Your loss.”
He watched them disappear into the room, the door clicking behind them. Ilya stared at the closed door, wondering what the fuck was wrong with him. He finally walked to his own room, kicking the door shut behind him, shrugging his shirt off as he flopped onto the bed. He unfastened the tux pants and kicked them off along with his underwear, not caring that they fell into a wrinkled lump on the floor.  He palmed his cock, grunting softly as he felt how hard he was already. He tried to tell himself it was the luscious ass that had been grinding into him until a few minutes ago, but he knew better. He closed his eyes and thought about Sveta and her guest, their hands running over each other. His face contorted angrily as he realized the thoughts were doing nothing for him. Ilya gave up and pictured Shane on his knees in front of him, looking up at him through those dark lashes. He could feel himself running his fingers gently over those freckles as Shane took him into his mouth, suckling on him. Ilya ran his fingers over the top of his throbbing cock, pushing the foreskin back and running his thumb over his slit and the droplets forming there, letting them drip down to give him a little lubrication. His hand moved faster as he imagined Shane’s tongue stroking him all the way up the underside of his shaft. He groaned and spit on his hand, the lube way too far away for him to consider moving. His fingers went around himself again, his other hand pinching his nipple before sliding lower to cup his balls as he stroked himself faster, the sound of skin slapping turning him on even more. Thinking about Shane swallowing his orgasm down was all it took for him to arch his back up off the bed, his vision going white at the edges as he mumbled, “Fuuuuck Shane.” His cock exploded, his cum hot and thick as it went all over his hand and down over his stomach, mixing into the long line of hair that disappeared down into his groin.
His back dropped back to the bed and the room was silent save for his soft panting. He lay there for a long long time, trying not to think, before finally getting up and going to shower.
He woke in the morning, the sunlight streaming in from the window and making him wince slightly. He rolled over and grabbed a cigarette from the pack on the nightstand, lighting it and tossing the lighter back. He lay there smoking, his mind feeling lighter than it had in awhile. Not wanting to dwell on why that was, he eventually stood, stubbing the cigarette out and walking out into the living area of the suite in just his black boxer briefs.
The room was silent, no sound coming from either of the other rooms as he sat and picked up the room phone, ordering an obscene amount of breakfast food. By the time the food arrived, he heard noises coming from the other rooms and he slid on a pair of grey sweatpants to answer the door. Spreading the food out over the large table, he had just helped himself to some bacon as Svetlana and the redhead came out, both dressed in casual clothes. He pointed to the table and poured two glasses of orange juice from a carafe.
“Eat. Please.”
The two women sat down, the redhead running her eyes over his bare chest appreciatively as he smirked at her. Svetlana rolled her eyes as she picked up the orange juice and took a drink. 
“You’re looking quite refreshed for someone who didn’t get laid last night.”
He shrugged and popped the bite of bacon in his mouth, licking the grease off his fingers obscenely.
“I’m just good like that Sveta. Don’t be jealous.” He nodded at the other woman, then grabbed another piece of bacon. “Ilya.”
She nodded back at him and smiled. “Good morning Ilya. I’m Jen.” Cliff chose that moment to appear, snatching the piece of bacon right out of Ilya’s fingers.
“Thanks man, I was hungry.”
Ilya snorted and grabbed yet another piece, along with some eggs. They all spent the next 30 minutes eating and chatting about nothing. Jen finally excused herself, Svetlana walking her to the door and giving her a gentle kiss before letting her leave. She walked back to the table, plopping down and staring at Ilya.
He stared back, his eyebrows going up before finally giving in. “What?!”
She threw a biscuit at him, which he caught and took a bite of before putting it down.
“What!? I purposely brought you a present last night and you ignored it. Don’t what me Ilyusha. She was pretty.”
He laughed and reached over to pat her leg. “She was. It was nice thought Sveta, just wasn’t in mood.  Next time. Besides, I think you enjoyed your own present.”
She growled at him, pouting a scowly face at him before finally breaking into laughter.
“I did. How’d it go with Shane? Did he remember you? Did you guys catch up?”
Cliff turned with a small frown to watch the two of them. “Remember you?”
Ilya sighed and gave a brief description of the hockey camp from so many years ago, leaving out most details, just that he had met Shane before but didn’t think that Shane remembered. Turning then to answer Svetlana rather sheepishly, “I didn’t ask. Forgot.”
“Forgot. Ilya, I can’t even with you right now.”
He grinned, his face looking impossibly younger.
“Doesn’t matter. You have work to do. Cliff and I have work to do. No time for making new, old friends.”
She nodded as she stood, giving them both kisses on the cheeks. “Stay safe.” She grabbed a laptop off the cabinet by the door and disappeared back into her room.
Cliff glanced at Ilya with an eyebrow raised. “You going like that?”
“Fuck off.” Ilya laughed as he disappeared into his own room to change clothes, coming out a few moments later in dark trousers and shirt, comfortable black shoes. Nothing splashy. He walked to the safe in a cabinet by the tv and took a moment to open it. Pulling out a shoulder holster and gun, he checked the magazine before chambering a round and flipping the safety on. Putting it on, he picked up a jacket from the front door closet and shrugged it on over, making sure nothing was visible. “Let’s go. Sooner we get done, sooner we relax for a while.”
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  Monday morning rolled around and Shane woke up a few minutes before his alarm went off at 5am, just like every day. He got up, stretched, made a protein smoothie and got dressed to go running as he drank it. He’d spent the rest of the weekend quietly at his rented apartment, watching hockey and reading. He’d actually turned on Netflix for a bit and watched the first episodes of MindHunter. Not that he would ever admit that to anyone. After his embarrassing moment in the shower, he’d forced himself to stop thinking about Ilya and get back to his normal routine. Which meant a run before work.
Slipping his tennis shoes on, he took the elevator down and nodded at Hayden who was waiting for him in the lobby of the building. He’d known Hayden Pike since the summer before he started college. Not all that long after the nightmare of an accident that ended his hockey playing. He was the closest person that Shane would call a best friend now. Shane spent many nights at Pike's house, eating dinner, drinking wine and playing with Hayden and Jackie’s children, who loved him tremendously, calling him Uncle Shane. He owed his job to Hayden also. Indirectly at least. Shane was awkward in the moment, social cues relating to himself missed constantly, but the way his brain stored information, processed it and rearranged it was so different then other people and Hayden had noticed. He dragged Shane along to a recruitment event when they were only second years. By the time they were out of school, Hayden was off to Quantico, while Shane was offered something else. Even Hayden wasn’t entirely sure who Shane actually worked for and he knew better than to ask. The legalities of Shane’s position was murky since he moved seamlessly between countries for each job, which was unusual and not talked about at all. They’d kept up with each other though and when Shane settled in New York for a while, their morning runs had commenced again.
“What’s up buddy?” Hayden asked him as they walked outside and started a light jog down the sidewalk. “How was that charity thing? A drag right? Sorry I bailed, but Jackie was tired and Amber was fussy. I spent the whole night just walking in circles bouncing her trying to keep her quiet.”
Shane shook his head as they picked up speed a little. “Hope she’s not getting sick. It was alright. Pretty boring. Good champagne. Weird thing though. I know the guy that runs the charity. Or owns it I guess. I think he’s got his girlfriend running it.”
Hayden looked at him a little strangely. “You know Ilya Rozanov? That’s kind of odd isn’t it?  How?”
Focusing on his breathing as they ran, it took a few minutes before Shane answered. “Hockey camp. Long time ago. When we were kids. He was good. Really good. His dad was in Montreal for some kind of business so he brought him along to attend camp. Never saw him again after that. Went back to Russia, I assume. He didn’t recognize me though, so I didn’t mention it.” Goodnight solnyshko. Shane shoved the thought deep inside, not willing to go there again. “Anyway, no big deal, just thought it was weird coincidence.”
Hayden stared at him again as they jogged in place waiting for a stoplight to turn so they could keep going. “You know how Scott knows him right?”
Shane shook his head. “Nah, he didn’t mention it. Just assumed friends of some sort to snag an invite to a fancy dinner like that. Him and Kip skipped out right after dinner I think.”
Hayden scoffed as they took off across the street. “Yeah, I bet they did. Scott brought Rozanov in for questioning a couple years ago. Remember Nikolai Kozlov?”
Shane nodded slowly, “I think so. I wasn’t really here for that, was overseas, but remember hearing people talk when I got back. Wasn’t he the Russian guy from the Kurchatov Institute? Died under, well, mysterious circumstances?  Never solved right?”
“Yeah. Mysterious circumstances. If you call being shot between his eyes while he slept mysterious. Was trying to claim asylum, but a guy that worked in a nuclear institute?  I’m guessing the higher ups in Russia didn’t like that shit, since he died nearly as soon as he arrived. Hired the Polaroid Killer, who wasted no time clearly.”
“What’s that got to do with Rozanov?” Shane frowned as they turned around and headed back towards his building trying not to laugh at the stupid fucking name the FBI liked to use.
“Mmm, was coincidence mostly. He was staying at the same hotel as Kozlov. We ran everyone’s info, took forever. But he was Russian. He was in military school for a few years before he disappeared. Well. Not disappeared I guess, but before we found traces of him again when he started his company. Hadn’t started the charity yet. Seemed like a mighty big coincidence when you took it all together. Russian claiming asylum, shot dead. Another Russian we couldn’t find much info on at the same hotel?”
Shane didn’t say anything at first, he was too busy trying to process the military school information. He assumed that’s why Ilya had stopped playing hockey. From what he knew about the Russian military, there wasn’t much time for anything else. He looked up, his brow wrinkling, “But it was nothing then?”
“Yeah. They leaned on him pretty hard, but he had answers for everything they wanted to know. Alibis, friends vouching for him, good reasons for being where he was. He was an open book. Couldn’t dig up anything remotely shady. Scott was satisfied anyway. They kept a low level eye on him for a bit, there was some talk for a while about if his company was just a front. But he let us look through his books and the chatter died off when he started the charity and nobody could find anything. Funny you knew him at a hockey camp. Scott’s played a few pick up games with him when Bennett’s beer league needs another.”
They’d reached Shane’s building and Hayden mock saluted him as he slowed to a walk. “You coming in today or we got nothing for you?”
Shane nodded. “I’ll be in. Not working on anything but I’ll come poke around. Better than sitting here all day. See you in a bit.” He took the elevator up to his apartment and cracked open a bottle of water, draining half in one long drink. He felt his mind start to drift to Ilya again and stood up straight. “Nope. Not doing it.” Walking into his extra room, he unrolled his yoga mat and spent 30 minutes in various poses, trying to recenter his mind at the same time. Finally finished, he took a shower and dressed. He glanced at the safe where his gun was, but decided against it. He wasn’t an actual agent so wasn’t required to carry unless he was actually on assignment, which for now, he was not. He knew some guys swore they couldn’t function without the weight on their hip, but Shane wasn’t in the field in action that often, so he wasn’t too worried about it for now.
He caught a taxi outside his building and by 8:30am was walking into 23 Federal Plaza. Once he was checked in, he went up to the 23rd floor, nodding hello at a few people until he turned the corner and saw Hayden and Scott in a conference room, watching a large screen on the far wall.  He walked in and positioned himself half sitting on the corner of the long table. Scott turned and waved before pointing over to a desk in the corner.
“Gross green juice as promised. Don’t know how you drink that crap.”
Shane chuckled as he retrieved it and popped the lid, taking a long drink. “It’s good for you Scott. I wouldn’t expect you to understand, not with your smoothie boy at home.”
“Smoothie man, thank you very much smart ass.  And he works at the bar now, we don’t even have smoothies there.”
“Technicalities Scott. What are you guys looking at over there?”
Scott moved over slightly so Shane could see the large screen. It looked to have headshots and bios underneath each one.  Shane stood and walked a little closer, his eyebrows raising slightly. “What is this?”
Scott was flipping through some papers as he glanced between the screen to the list. “Few big shots coming through town in a couple of days. Couple of them on a few people’s shit list. We just want to be sure nothing happens while they’re in town.”
Shane nodded and made a point to file away the names in that corner of his brain that would turn it over and over later. “Need me to look at anything while I'm here today?”
Scott’s head shook negatively, “No. We’re good. Go work on your project if you want. I’ll yell if something comes up.”
Hayden waved as Shane left the room with the rest of his juice. He walked to the end of a long hall, using a key to open the conference room he was using as an office. Going inside, he flipped the lights on and shut and locked the door behind him. He looked around the walls where he had various papers, pictures, reports all hung up in completely organized chaos. To him at least. In the center was simply a large piece of paper with a question mark on it along with a single word. призрак. Muttering it out loud to himself. “Prizrak. Ghost. Are you real? Or am I just connecting dots that don’t belong.” He collapsed down into a chair, finishing his juice as he looked from one paper to the next. His eyes finally landed on a picture of Nikolai Kozlov. He’d known who Hayden was talking about the moment he said his name. But he couldn’t admit that. Not yet at least. This was his project, not the FBI’s. One he was allowed to work on from time to time because his higher ups had seen how many of his other ‘hunches’ had played out. They weren’t sure they were fully on board with this latest, but they didn’t deny that there was clearly something going on with who they all called prizrak. Ghost. Wraith, Phantom. Whatever they wanted to call him. Shane hated the nicknames given to serial killers. The Butcher of Plainfield. The Campus Killer. Dr. Death. The Bay Harbor Butcher. Stupid names for publicity. This wasn’t a serial killer he was after though. It was a contract killer, assassin, hit man. Whatever you wanted to call him, he wasn’t really sure. He still hated assigning names. The person responsible had a real name. That’s what he wanted. Not to whisper about some invisible ‘ghost’ that killed people with impunity and then disappeared without a trace. High profile murders. Ghosts weren’t real and nobody was perfect all the time. Somewhere was evidence. Eventually he would make a mistake. And Shane would be waiting. At least he hoped he would.
Spinning to the computer on the desk, he booted it up and logged on. He had to go through several screens of verifications before he connected with the server his data was on. He flipped through the pages slowly, reorganizing a few as he found things that matched or didn’t. He knew some of the people in his database were not killed by his ghost. There were just too many. But anything even remotely close to the profile he had worked up was added for him to come back and think about later. There were deaths that could be traced to political unrest, religious differences, financial backgrounds. Nothing that really tied them all together. A lot of the victims were Russian, which is where prizrak had come from. Russian bodies, so clearly a Russian killer, so why not a Russian name. Shane wasn’t so sure, but he wasn’t ruling it out either. It was seeming more and more likely based on most of their intel. Whoever it was, they were very good.
Most actual hit men were mafia based, Kuklinski and DeMeo probably the most prolific, in the United States at least. But Shane didn’t think these deaths had anything to do with the mafia. He’d focused for a while on the Bratva, but it wasn’t sitting well with him. Maybe the killer had started with them, but the most recent deaths seemed different, although Bratva weren’t generally known for leaving on their own. They’d also slowed down. Unless he was missing some. This year had definitely been less. He was still working on theories why. He pulled up the classified photos of Kozlov’s death. He stared for a long time at the polaroid laying on the man’s chest. It was a photo of him dead. Just a souvenir showing the bullet hole in his head. A decent number of the people in Shane’s database had a polaroid in their pictures also, but not all. Enough that the FBI’s own profilers had given him their stupid name. The Polaroid Killer. But they didn’t work overseas, and didn’t have the right clearance, so they were missing some information on even more victims. Shane had clearance to work both, although there was a lot of plausible deniability going around on the off chance he was caught somewhere he shouldn’t be. It didn’t matter, he was careful. Were the Polaroid Killer and prizrak the same person? Maybe. But why a picture sometimes and not others. Shane supposed it wasn’t out of the realm of possibility that the killer was just fucking with them. He was obviously smart, maybe he left pictures sometimes and not others just to throw them off. 
He worked for a long time, mostly combing through other databases for similar murders, missing people, anything that struck his fancy that he might want to look at later. Eventually he stood up, stretching and doing a few quick squats to get his blood flowing. Looking at the clock he was surprised to see it was mid afternoon. He’d worked through lunch. Again. He rummaged around in his bag and pulled out a protein bar, eating it slowly. Looking at his phone, he noticed he’d missed a text from Hayden asking if he wanted to grab something. He’d have to apologize for ignoring him. This had been the first free day he’d had in a while to run through his own work. The last couple of weeks he’d been helping Scott with their cases. He usually just would comb through their data, rearranging things, seeing patterns where they didn’t. His own actual job was just waiting. For their ghost’s next move.
He turned off the computer, looked at the walls and all their pictures again and took a deep breath. Grabbing his bag, he turned the lights off and left the room, making sure he locked the door behind him. He didn’t see Hayden or Scott as he walked through the floor, so headed downstairs and outside, wrapping his coat around him in the chill.
The week passed quickly. He ran every morning with Hayden and worked out alone in the afternoons. Most of his time at work he spent perusing Scott’s cold cases and one of Hayden’s current ones, offering theories that they were happy to run with and chase down. Friday morning, Scott asked him if he wanted to come to the Kingfisher and have a drink with Kip and himself that evening.  Shrugging, he agreed, even though he sorta wanted to just go home and watch the Detroit v Toronto game. He left a little early so he could get his workout in and still have time to shower before meeting them. He dressed nicely, figuring what the hell, he hadn’t been out in awhile and he knew in the back of his mind it was a gay bar. Maybe he’d flirt a little, have some fun. It had been a long time. He put on a newer pair of black jeans that fit him like a glove and a white silk button up that Rose had bought him. He stared at the mirror for a while, hearing Rose’s voice in his head about not being a prude, before unbuttoning the top couple of buttons, leaving a tan strip of skin showing, his silver chain around his neck. He even styled his hair a little. Which for him meant running a small dollop of product in it so he could pull down a few strands on each side over his forehead. Shrugging, he figured it was good enough. Realistically it would only be Scott and Kip. He knew he wouldn’t really approach anyone else.
He called a car and shoved his phone in his pocket while he waited for it downstairs. He had a car parked in the garage of his building, but he really hated driving in New York, so rarely used it, preferring to use cabs or car services. It didn’t take long to get to the bar, even with New York’s horrible traffic. The lights were pretty though as they drove. Christmas was just over a week away and he needed to remember to set a date to meet up with Rose so he could give her the gift he got her. Normally he would go home to Ottawa to be with his parents, but they’d decided to take a vacation this year. It had thrown Shane for a loop because he’d always gone home for Christmas and had no idea what he’d do this year, but he hadn’t wanted to put a damper on their trip, so he smiled and told them to have a great time. He’d figure something out, even if it was just watching old movies on TV.
He got out at the bar and went inside. It was a cozy neighborhood bar, definitely not a club, which he was thankful for. He saw Scott waving him over and he slid into the opposite side booth. Kip was leaning against Scott’s side, looking quite comfy. Shane swallowed a small bite of jealousy watching them together. He hoped to find someone to be that comfortable with, but wasn’t honestly sure it would ever happen. It’d taken him so long to admit to himself that he was gay in the first place and his reserved behavior made it hard for him to meet people now. He also traveled a lot on and off and wasn’t sure how to fit that into a relationship. He waved at Kyle who was working the bar and declined a fruity cocktail when the man came over, just ordering a beer instead. Kyle scoffed at him, but brought it over. He was actually pleased to see that they had hockey on the TV so he could keep an eye on the scores.
An hour or so later he had to admit to himself that he was glad he had come out. It was nice sitting around and chatting with people. Scott and Kip were easy to talk to and when he wasn’t busy Kyle would come over and flirt a little, even asking if he wanted to dance once. He laughed the bartender off and said maybe later. He’d need a lot more beers before that would happen though. Another hour and two vodka/ginger ales in him and he was feeling quite tipsy and smiling more than usual. Kyle had brought him the drinks saying with the excuse that he needed to change the keg on tap. Shane hadn't believed him, but he hadn’t argued, feeling nice in the warm bar. Detroit had beat Toronto which sucked, but it was a fun game, with a couple good fights. He excused himself to go to the bathroom, leaving Kip and Scott nuzzling each other on the small open space that some people used as a dance floor.
As he walked back from the bathroom, Kyle grabbed his hand and he spun Shane around before letting his hand fall to Shane’s waist while he grinned as they danced for a moment. Well Kyle danced and Shane sort of swayed slowly. He knew Kyle was just flirting and he was tipsy enough to enjoy it, knowing nothing would come of it. It was just a dance. Kyle finally let go, having to go help get some orders at the bar. Shane walked back to their booth and stopped dead a few feet away. Scott and Kip were still dancing slowly near the bar, but staring at him from his booth, pupils slightly dilated were the eyes that he’d dreamed about more than once in the last week. As he stood there debating with himself, he felt someone slip past brushing against him from behind. It was the tall dark haired man from the gala, the one that Rose had been flirting with at one point. He was holding two drinks and he set one down on the table before looking slowly between Shane and the man now occupying his booth.
 

 
Ilya was tired. It had been a long week. He’d told Cliff on the way back to their hotel tonight that he wanted to stop and have a drink. He was more of a club guy, but they’d been close to the Kingfisher, so he figured what the hell. Coming inside the bar, he’d immediately seen Scott and Kip doing what he supposed was dancing, though mostly they were just making out standing up. He nodded to them, but didn’t interrupt, watching as Scott pointed to a booth where there were a couple of drinks sitting. He sent Cliff to the bar to grab him whatever passed for vodka here and headed to the booth, sliding in, glancing at one of the glasses that had a trace of liquid in it. Looking up at the TV, he watched as the hockey scores slid past, seeing that New York had won at least. He was watching Cliff wait at the bar when he noticed the younger bartender grab someone’s hand that was walking past him and spin them around before letting his hand fall to the man’s waist. Kyle, that was his name. Kyle’s hand guided the man’s hips into swaying in time with his, a wide smile on his face. Ilya let his eyes go down a little, looking at the man from behind. His lips parted at the man’s muscled thighs in those tight jeans, going up over that firm ass. His gaze started to burn as he went up and up, Kyle spinning the man again. The man’s shirt was unbuttoned to mid chest, the tan skin looking beckoning to be licked. He licked his lips without realizing it and he finally made it to the man’s face, once he got past that patch of bare skin and neck with its dainty chain around it that had just a thin sheen of sweat on it. He actually hissed as he took in those lips, those dark eyes, and those damn freckles, recognition setting in.
Kyle let his hand drop from Shane’s waist and headed to the bar, while Shane turned to walk towards the booth where Ilya was sitting. Nearly groaning, Ilya realized that Shane was most likely here with Scott and Kip and he was in their booth. A slow burn started in Ilya’s stomach as it sank in that Shane was here, in a gay bar, dancing with another man. Now Ilya wasn’t stupid, he knew that not everyone in the bar was gay, or even bi. But the fact that he was dancing with Kyle had to be a sign, right?
Ilya’s lips curved up in a predatory smile as Shane saw him and stopped in his tracks, looking once again like he was thinking about fleeing. Cliff, with two drinks in hand, brushed behind Shane before sliding in front of him and setting Ilya’s drink down in front of him. Ilya gave him a look and an almost miniscule nod. He watched as Cliff glanced from Ilya to Shane, realizing what Ilya wanted. Cliff turned back to look at Shane fully.  “Hey, I’m uhh, Cliff. I’ll be over here if you need me, Ilya.” He nodded towards the other side of the bar and moved quickly away, wanting to be far away from the look on Ilya’s face.
Ilya’s eyes brightened as he watched Shane’s face, looking for what, he wasn’t sure. His tongue darting to the corner of his mouth, he pointed to the booth, motioning for Shane to sit.
“Did you have nice dance, Shane Hollander?”
“Oh. I wasn’t, we weren’t.”
Ilya laughed, his smile wide. “No? Looked like dance to me. I can show you better if you like?”
“What? No, I don’t dance. That wasn’t. We weren’t. Kyle was just playing.” Shane seemed to make a decision and stepped closer, sliding into the booth across from Ilya.
Deliberating with himself, Ilya picked up his vodka and slammed the whole thing. He watched Shane silently and chewed on his lower lip for half a second before softly saying, “Still boring I see.” He sat back in the booth, an unfamiliar nervousness rolling through him.
Shane didn’t make him wait long. His face lit up, his nose crinkling as his lips widened in a soft smile. He looked thrilled but his voice was quiet,
“You do remember me.”
Ilya’s breath caught at the beautiful look on Shane’s face. He said back, just as softly, his voice trembling with an unknown emotion, “Of course I remember. You think I could forget boring hockey boy with pretty freckles?”
Shane picked up the glass that was nearly empty and sat it back down when he realized. Ilya immediately waved to the bar, pointing at both their glasses when he caught Kyle’s eye.
Shane looked up away from the glass, seeming almost shy. “I couldn’t believe it when you walked in the room the other night. I thought I was going crazy. I had literally been sitting there earlier thinking about that hockey camp for some reason. And then there you were.” He wasn’t about to admit it was because he’d seen Ilya’s curls and been trying hard not to fantasize about his hands running through them.
Kyle set down two glasses in front of them, watching Ilya’s intense stare. “All good here Shane?”
“What? Oh yeah, great. Thanks Kyle.”
The bartender nodded slowly and wandered off towards the bar again, glancing back at them once.
Ilya didn’t love that. He didn’t like the small pang it started in his chest. “Protective. Dancing. Rose is not your girlfriend. Are you and he?” his voice trailed off.
“Oh. No. Of course not. He’s just a flirt. He’s protective of all his customers. Just friends. Well he’s friends with Scott and Kip, I’ve only been here a couple of times with them.”
Ilya nodded, taking a drink of his fresh vodka. “Good. Why didn’t you say something when we met the other night?”
Shane laughed, the sound musical to Ilya. “Why didn’t you? I thought you didn’t remember me. Thought it might be weird to bring up.”
Ilya reached up to touch Shane’s cheek where his freckles were perched begging for attention. He managed to catch his hand just in time and instead touched his own cheek, rubbing the spot where Shane’s freckles were. “I thought you looked familiar next to Scott. But when I got closer and saw these, I knew. You haven’t changed that much. But I was same. Wasn’t sure you remembered.” He leaned back in the booth, his finger circling the rim of his vodka glass as he tilted his head just watching.
Suddenly they both spoke at once. Shane saying “Why’d you quit hockey? And Ilya talking at the same time, “Why you don’t play anymore?”
They both laughed and Ilya gestured to Shane to go ahead.
“Me first? Alright. I was playing. I kept playing. Was about to join Canada’s National Junior team. The only 16 year old that year. But,” His voice trailed off. He hadn’t talked about this in awhile and was surprised that it still bothered him. He’d thought he was over it. “I had an accident.”
He didn’t see Ilya’s face go slack at the word accident, and kept talking, staring mostly at his drink.
“A car accident. My girlfriend was driving, it was winter, she slid on the ice and we hit a tree on my side. She was ok, thankfully. But my ankle. It got pinned when the tree crumpled in my side of the car. Shattered it. Had to have a few surgeries. Pins and plates put in. Took a long time to heal and rehab it. It’s ok now, I can run, even skate. But it’s weak. Too weak for competitive hockey. Can’t turn and stop like I need to and if it got injured again they said it could be bad. Really bad.” He shrugged, his eyes suspiciously moist and he reached up to knuckle them before anything could fall.
Looking up at the horror on Ilya’s face snapped him out of it. “No, no, it’s ok. I just don’t usually drink and then talk about it. I’m over it. I’m good with what I’m doing now. Really. Your turn. I kept expecting to hear your name at the draft one day, but never did.”
Ilya took a deep breath and finished his vodka while he ran through his story in his head. What he could tell and what he couldn’t. Seeing Scott and Kip walking back towards the booth, he knew he needed to stick with what was public knowledge and easily verifiable.
“Ah. Well. I went back to Russia. I played more. Stayed better than you.”
Shane chuckled and tossed off an amused, “Not a chance, fuck off.”
Ilya nodded and scooted over as Scott slid in the booth next to him, Kip on the side next to Shane. They didn’t interrupt though, so he kept talking. 
“Is true. You know it. I was best. Next year though, my mama had her accident. That’s what my father called it at the time anyway. He was not a nice man and he called her things I did not like. When I talked back, he took away hockey. Sent me to military school.” Ilya shrugged and picked up his glass, thumping it down when he realized it was empty again.
“That was the end of hockey. I learned other things.” He glanced up at Scott when he said it, glad he’d left the holster and gun in the SUV as they were very close to touching in the small booth.
Scott looked between them before laughing. “What is this, grade school reminiscing? What fun is that? Did he tell you I almost arrested him when we met Shane?”
Ilya sat up a little straighter and scoffed, “Yes. Mr. FBI man thought I was big Russian assassin. I tried to tell him business man life was not that exciting. Not everyone that goes to military school is hit man like in movies.” He rolled his eyes as Scott continued,
“True. I’m sorry. My mistake. And look at us now. Friends. Sort of.”
Ilya shook his head, tsking, “No no. Not friends. I cannot be friends with ancient FBI man. Will ruin my hit man reputation. Now let me out so I can get another drink.”
Scott stood, shoving him as he passed. “I’m not that old, fuckwad.” He slid back into the booth and motioned for Kip to join him on that side. As Kip moved, Scott asked Shane,
“What’s up with the childhood stuff? Weird talk for someone you just met.”
Shane's glance went to Ilya at the bar before slowly turning back to the men on the other side of the table, repeating the story again. “Oh, it’s nothing. We went to the same hockey camp once. When we were 11. Realized we knew each other and were just catching up a little. Hadn’t seen him again until we met at the gala the other night. Which you conveniently disappeared from awfully early.” He gave them a pointed look which caused them both to stammer and mutter denials.
Kip laughed, finally answering Shane and shrugged as Ilya returned, “When your man is as hot as mine, I had other plans for a fancy hotel room.”
Ilya slid a new glass in front of Shane. “Ewwww, no. Don’t make me think of that. Kip you are too hot for dinosaur man.  And vodka, ginger ale? That’s a crime in my country Mr. Hollander.” His voice once again rolled the ‘r’ out longer than he should have, nearly making Shane shudder. It quickly turned to molten heat as Ilya slid into the booth next to him, his thigh tingling where Ilya’s leg lightly pressed against him.
They joked on and off for another 30 minutes, all of them having drunk a little much. Eventually Scott and Kip made their excuses and slid out of the booth, leaving Ilya and Shane alone again, Scott asking first, “You need a ride Shane?”
“Nah, I’m good. I’ll call a car.”
Ilya debated staying where he was on the same side of the booth, but slowly slid out and took his place on the other side again, his cock twitched slightly at the loss of heat from Shane’s thigh.
Shane felt the loss of heat acutely as well, almost wishing Ilya had stayed next to him. Stop it right now.
“So military school. That must have been different. No hockey at all?”
Ilya shrugged, “Was hard. Hockey was all I’d done. All I wanted. But my father was military, my brother was in different school also. I should have shut up, but I did not. I threw it away. My fault.”
Shane swallowed hard, wanting to reach out and take the other man’s hand. He forced his hands to his lap where they gripped his thighs to keep it from happening.
“I’m sure it wasn’t your fault. Your father sounds like a dick.” His eyes went wide. “Oh my God. I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.”
His apology was waved off though as Ilya barked out a laugh. “No no. Is ok. He was a dick. He’s dead now though so doesn’t matter.”
“I’m so sorry.” Shane still looked uncomfortable.
“Is really ok. My brother is still dick though. So there’s that.” He laughed and let go, telling Shane all about it. Well. Parts about it. How the first few weeks had been awful, adjusting to the strictness of the school. Not being on the ice at all. Disassociating from himself to keep from going crazy. He didn’t mention how that disassociation had led him to excel as he locked his emotions away and to realize he was good at what they were teaching him. Very good. Too good. It attracted attention and when he was sixteen, he’d been moved to another school. That’s where his story to Shane veered from reality to an actual story. A safe story.
In reality, he’d been moved to Dagestan where a new training facility had opened that year. At 19, after another three years there, he’d been a honed machine. At 20, he was the pride and joy of Spetsnaz, not that he would ever utter that word out loud here in America. He’d be arrested and never seen again, even if he hadn’t done anything he figured.
His story to Shane was his approved story. His American story. No amount of digging would prove it untrue. As shown by him being able to hang out with Scott after their unfortunate incident. He’d finished school early since he had started a little younger than normal, thanks to dear loving papa. Normally there was a mandatory 3 year stint of active duty, but because he was young, they’d given him a civilian command instead. Basically a desk job. Once that was over, he’d gone to work for a financial company, eventually making a few lucky trades and being able to start his own financial company, IR Industries. He’d moved around Europe and Russia for a couple of years, before relocating mostly to America after his father died. In between, he’d started his charity in memory of his mother.
“I managed a little hockey here and there, enough to keep muscle memory. I play a few games once in a while in what you call it here? Beer league?”
Shane’s eyes bright, the alcohol having caught up with him at this point, laughed loudly. “I can just see you in a beer league Rozanov. They probably can’t even walk after you’re done checking them. And what's the score, 19-2?”
With a shrug, Ilya replied, “Not my fault I am number one hockey beer league player.”
“You don’t live here though? In New York?” Shane questioned.
“Ah no. Or yes. I have apartment here. I stayed in Boston when first came here, but I like New York, ‘cuz is New York.” he laughed as he realized he’d had enough vodka to start dropping more articles than normal. He worked hard at his English, it was important when he was giving speeches to rich old fucks who needed to give him money. But when he was comfortable, or had enough vodka in him, he reverted back to old habits.
Shane looked at his phone and winced. “Wow. It’s late, and I drank a little too much. Again. You’re a bad influence Rozanov. I should get going. I’m glad you were here tonight though. It was nice to reconnect. Let me just order a ride.” He opened an app and started to order a car. He jumped when Ilya’s hands covered his.
“You don’t need car. Cliff and I give you ride.” Ilya’s pulse jumped a little at the way he’d said Rozanov.
“Oh no. I don’t want to put you out.”
“Is no trouble. We give you ride. Just wait.”
Ilya slid out of the booth and walked across the bar, keeping one eye on Shane as if to be sure he didn’t disappear. Cliff saw him coming and jumped up.
“Ready to go boss?”
Ilya nodded. “We are giving Shane a ride. Can you make sure there’s nothing in car that should be in back instead?”
“Course. I’ll pull up in a minute and text you."
Ilya walked to the bar and closed out the tab with Kyle, leaving the man a very large tip. “Goodnight Kyle. Never dance with Shane again. I will kill.” He blew Kyle a kiss and spun on his heel before he could see the incredulous look the bartender gave him.
Shane was waiting at the booth, his eyes a little glassy from over indulging. When Cliff texted, Ilya guided him by the elbow to the black SUV waiting just outside the door, opening the back door and making sure he got in alright before going to the other side and climbing in as well. Shane rattled off an address and then sat quietly, his eyes darting to Ilya occasionally before flitting away as if embarrassed. He spoke to Cliff instead.
“So you’re Ilya’s driver? Security? Friend? You didn’t have to sit on the other side of the bar all night.”
Cliff’s eyes looked up in the mirror as he drove, first looking at Ilya’s reflection who looked amused, before going to Shane’s.
“Something like that. Let’s go with friends. I wanted to let you guys catch up. Ilya told me you knew each other as kids. It’s fine. I didn’t mind, I watched some good hockey.”
Shane nodded slowly. “Well it was nice to meet you. Sort of meet you. I saw you at the gala the other night. I think my friend Rose was trying to hit on you.”
“Mmm, the actress? She was very sweet. You guys aren’t?” Cliff didn’t finish the question. He knew the answer from the way the woman had been flirting.
Shane chortled, his cheeks turning pink, flushing all the way down his neck. Ilya couldn’t take his eyes off the man’s adam’s apple.
“No. We dated. Not anymore. She told me I was gay.” He looked absolutely mortified that those words had come out of his mouth, his hand physically clapping over his mouth. What the actual fuck did I just say. “Holy shit. No more drinking for me. Ever. I didn’t mean,” his voice trailed off. He looked at Ilya expecting to be mocked. He knew Ilya was at a ‘gay’ bar, but it meant nothing. He was just there because Scott and Kip had taken him there before. It was wishful thinking for it to be anything else.
Ilya wasn’t mocking him though, he was smiling with the hungriest expression Shane thought he’d ever seen. “Shane. You think I did not know you are gay? You broke up with beautiful actress. You were dancing with Kyle. In gay bar. Your two friends are both gay. It’s ok.”
“Right. I forgot about the dance. But that wasn’t. I told you, he was just being friendly.”
“Oh I know what he was being.” Ilya looked out the window at the building they had pulled up to. He got out of the car and walked to Shane’s side, opening the door for him. Shane got out and looked at him a little uneasily.
“Thanks for the ride Ilya.” His words were slightly slurred, his thoughts loud in his head. Come upstairs. Come with me. Kiss me. Come upstairs please. Let me taste you.  “I, um, I better go. See you again sometime.” He held his hand out as if to shake Ilya's.
Ilya let him take a step away from the car and shut the door before suddenly his instincts took over, not letting his brain react. “Shane.”
Shane said nothing, just looked up at him, his lush lower lip trembling ever so slightly. Ilya groaned and moved before he could stop himself, his hand grabbing Shane's and pushing him against the car, one knee going between Shane’s legs. His hand went to Shane’s chin and held him still while his lips brushed softly over Shane’s. Whisper light. A promise. A plea. A question. Waiting for an answer.
Shane’s hands suddenly were wrapped in his hair, tangling into his curls as he closed the distance between that feather touch into a smashing, needy, animalistic kiss. He drank in Ilya’s essence in that one kiss, whimpering into Ilya’s mouth, sucking on Ilya’s lower lip before pushing his tongue in, wanting more, needing it, taking what he wanted.
Ilya could feel Shane’s cock hardening against his leg. He could feel his own doing the same. He let himself be dragged into the kiss, wanting it probably more than Shane did, a little surprised by Shane's aggressiveness. His hand dropped from Shane’s chin, to cup gently around his throat. Not squeezing, just claiming what he wanted. What he knew he would have before long.
With all the strength he had left, Ilya finally pulled back. Shane made a noise of protest at the loss of his lips, trying to pull him back, chasing him. Ilya nearly let himself be persuaded. But no. He would not do it. Shane was drunk. Or if not completely drunk, definitely well on the way. This would not be how it happened. He wanted Shane fully aware of what was happening and wanted to hear his own name falling from those lips with a plea of desperation.
His fingers found Shane’s chin again, and held him still while he gave him one more soft kiss, whispering against the side of his mouth. “Go inside Shane.” He fished his wallet out of his back pocket, pulling a card out as he dropped Shane’s chin. He worked the card into Shane’s back pocket, over that hard ass that he wanted to see naked. That he wanted to bite and nibble on until Shane begged him for more. He yanked his hand back as if he were scalded. Those thoughts were not going to help him right now. 
Nudging Shane towards the door, Ilya watched him as he walked slowly to the door, looking back at him with such a puppy dog look that Ilya nearly ran to him. He went inside and disappeared near the elevator. Ilya stared after him as he fished a pack of cigarettes and a lighter out of his pocket. He lit it while he stayed leaning against the door, taking a deep pull, the nicotine calming him while he tried to school his thoughts. 
When the cigarette was almost finished, Ilya dropped it, dragging his foot over it. Climbing into the front seat of the SUV, he glanced at Cliff, who was clearly enjoying himself, and gave him a warning look. “Not a fucking word Marleau.” Cliff’s mouth opened and Ilya’s eyebrows rose, “NOT one.” That earned him a snort, but otherwise blissful silence as they drove back to the hotel, Ilya’s eyes vaguely unfocused as he watched the city drift past out the window.
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  Ilya woke the next morning with a smile on his lips. He went with Cliff to the hotel gym and worked out for over an hour, Cliff still looking like he wanted to laugh every time he looked at him. Finally catching him snickering, Ilya’s voice was silky and dangerous. 
“You have something to say Mr. Marleau?”
On the other hand, Cliff’s voice was joyful. “Nope. Not a thing Mr. Rozanov.” 
Silence stretched between them while Ilya waited. He knew better than to think that was it.
“Ok, well maybe one thing. It’s just cute, that’s all.”
Ilya’s voice went even lower, “Cute? What is cute?” If words could cut, Cliff would have been bleeding out on the gym floor.
“You’re down bad for some guy you just met. Well. Met again. I’ve just never seen you look like you did when you look at him.”
Ilya put down the dumbbell he’d been using to do curls. “I am not, as you say, down bad. I didn’t look at him in any sort of way. We were just catching up.”
“Right. Catching up with your tongue down his throat. Got it boss.” he nodded at Ilya with an expression of glee on his face. “And you were definitely looking at him. Like a little lost puppy.”
“You are treading in dangerous water Cliff. If anyone was looking like a puppy dog, it was him when I sent him away.” He picked up the towel he had brought, wiped it across his sweaty neck and threw it straight at Cliff’s face, smirking when it landed straight on his nose.
“Eww, what the actual fuck. Gross. Save your sweat for other people.” Cliff threw it back and took a drink of water. “We done here or you need to work out some more excess energy?”
“Oh we are done. I will think of many jobs for you today. You clearly need to be kept busy so you do not have to worry about my cute puppy dog faces.” Ilya gave him the flattest stare he could manage. 
Ilya turned to the door and heard a choked off laugh behind him before a very soft,
“Woof woof.”
He did not dignify it with a response.
 

 
Upstairs, Cliff disappeared to get ready for the day. Ilya ordered food and then went into the bathroom in his room. He stripped and turned the shower on, taking a moment to look in the mirror. He turned his head first one way then the other, finally muttering, “I do not look like a puppy dog.”
He showered and dressed, coming out into the living area to see Svetlana closing the front door and bringing the food in. She tossed the bags on the table, digging into one and coming out with a croissant with almonds on top. She sank into an armchair, her feet pulled up underneath her as she looked at Ilya.
“You know I’m leaving tomorrow right? I need to get back to Boston and take care of some things. How long are you and Cliff going to be here?”
He shrugged. “As long as it takes.”
Cliff walked out of the other room, his hair still damp as he came to rummage through the bags, finally finding a pastry that he seemed happy with. He sat down at the table, his long legs stretched in front of him, taking a bite.
“Mmm, damn that’s good.” His phone buzzed and he answered it, standing up to walk back into his room to talk.
Ilya watched him for a moment, then looked at Svetlana. “Before you go, I need you to find me an apartment. Furnished. Move in fast. Stay an extra day if you need to.”
She’d been about to take a bite of her croissant, but her hand moved away from her mouth as her eyebrows drew together in confusion. “What?”
“An apartment. You know, some people live in them? I need one. Now.”
“Here? In New York?”
“Yes, here. In New York. Am I speaking alien? A furnished apartment. Move in now.”
“Ilya, it’s Christmas in a week. Why do you need an apartment suddenly? Why not finish your job here and come back to your perfectly lovely apartment in Boston?”
Cliff had come back in, shoving his phone in his pocket. His face was serious, but hearing the two of them, his lips started twitching.
Ilya didn’t even look at him fully before pointing at him. “NO.”
Svetlana looked between the two of them, shaking her head. “You two are so weird. I’ll look Ilya, I can’t make any promises.” She got up and grabbed her laptop from her room before settling down in the chair again, starting to search online.
Cliff finished his pastry in one big bite as he started rummaging for another as he mumbled, “Can’t believe you’re getting an apartment. Nope. No puppy dog here.”
“Shut up. Who was on the phone?”
Cliff’s eyes turned serious as he glanced at Svetlana before answering. “Doesn’t matter. But Alexei is in town.”
Svetlana turned to look at him in surprise, while Ilya glared at him, his voice coming in low again, this time with no hint of amusement. “You think to make puppy dog jokes when that is the news you just got? Where?”
Cliff shrugged, “Not sure yet. Running it down. They’ll call back.”
Ilya looked to Svetlana again as he sat up straighter and cracked his neck. “Find me an apartment and get on the plane tomorrow. Go have a nice Christmas in Boston. Don’t worry about us, we will be fine.”
She looked about to protest, but her words died off as she saw the distant look in his eyes. “I am sorry, Ilyusha. We will figure it out.”
He nodded tightly, but said nothing. He walked slowly to his room and shut the door, as soon as he was inside his shoulders slumped and he tried to breathe. His right hand sunk into his side and he let his nails dig in as tightly as they could, until he felt liquid dripping and he finally was able to suck in a raspy breath.
He sank onto the bed, grabbing a cigarette and lighting it quickly. Pulling hard, he waited for the storm to pass. When he was finally breathing normally again the cigarette was nearly finished and he dropped it into a coke can that was on the nightstand. Grabbing his laptop, he pushed back until he was fully on the bed, sitting against the headboard. He logged on through a VPN and typed a few inquiries in. Looking at the number that was in the normally empty account made him want to vomit. He had been expecting it. But it’d been over a couple of weeks now and he had hoped against hope that the job had been recalled. But it wasn’t. The money was transferred.
He chewed on his bottom lip. He’d been hearing rumblings about Alexei for the past few months. He wasn’t sure what the angle was with his brother, or what his orders were. But if Alexei was here in New York, it meant they knew something. Or just wanted to bluff him. Did they know what he’d been doing? He couldn’t see how, he’d been so very careful. His plan had been to stage this one like the last one, which is why he’d taken the job in the first place, but with Alexei here that might prove to be a problem. He didn’t know. But he would fix it. Somehow. He was done.
Ilya knew he wasn’t a good person. He’d stopped being that when he went to Dagestan and agreed to their training program. Not that he’d been given a huge choice, that had been beaten out of him too many times. He still bore a scar from his shoulderblade to mid back from when he’d protested a particular aspect of training. He didn’t fight anymore after that incident. He’d locked himself off and just did what he was told. Rationally he knew that was wrong, he shouldn’t blindly follow orders, but he had let himself stop feeling. His mama was gone. Hockey was gone. His brother and father hated him. He didn’t care about himself anymore. So he did what they told him. He was good at it. It was easy for him. He got ridiculously rich doing it. He was reckless about it sometimes, almost as if daring someone to strike back. Maybe he wanted that. A small tiny part that he partitioned off. The tiny part of him locked away that knew how his mama would hate him if she saw him now.
Shutting the computer, he ran over his options. They were few for now. He needed to find Alexei and talk to him. See what he wanted. That was the last way he wanted to spend his evening, but it couldn’t be helped.
Walking out of the bedroom he glanced at Cliff who simply shook his head while typing something on his phone. Plopping down on the couch, he forced a grin and looked at Svetlana. “Find me an apartment yet?”
She gave him a droll look but actually nodded in the affirmative. “Maybe. You’re lucky you’re rich.” She stared at him for a second before wrinkling her nose. “You’re also bleeding on the couch.”
He looked down at the small spots of blood soaking through his white shirt. “Barely.” He still got up though and took the shirt off, swiping at the small indents, two of which were barely oozing still. He wiped at them with the shirt before tossing it towards a trash can.
Svetlana glanced at the tiny marks but said nothing, her attention going back to her computer. She’d seen them before a few times in the same spot and knew it never went further than that. “So I have two spots you can go look at today or tomorrow if you want. Wait, make that three. There’s not a lot of options that are ready to move in this week. If you could wait a month?”
His head shook immediately. “No, I will go, send them to me. I will look.” 
He turned back to his room and put a dark shirt on. As he walked back in, he was shrugging on his shoulder holster. Walking to the safe, he retrieved his gun, checked it and shoved it in. Staring into the safe as he thought, he finally reached in and pulled out an ankle sheath and fastened it under his pant leg. Pulling out his tactical blade from the safe, he spun it on his palm for a moment while still thinking, finally shoving it into the sheath and pulling his pants down around it. He looked up to see Cliff staring at him, eyebrows raised.
“You think it’s that bad?”
Ilya shrugged, “Better to be prepared.” Grabbing his jacket off the back of the couch, he pulled it on. “Let’s go. May as well get something productive done today. Send me the addresses Sveta.”
 

 
The first apartment they looked at was nice. Modern, great view, large open rooms. But when Ilya walked into the master bathroom, his eyes narrowed and he was immediately shaking his head. “Next.”
Cliff looked around and frowned at him. “This is great boss, what don’t you like?”
“Shower.”
Looking at the beautiful natural stone with a huge overhead shower head, he looked incredulous. “The shower. It’s beautiful, what do you mean shower?”
Ilya was already walking out of the room. “Too small.”
Cliff started to say something, and then his mouth snapped shut as he realized. Trying not to laugh again, he followed Ilya out of the otherwise perfect apartment. The second place they looked at was better, but Ilya wasn’t sure, so on they went.
The third building they looked at was much nicer than the others. Doorman, more security, huge gym and pool, parking garage, private entrance. The apartment wasn’t just an apartment, it was a 3 bedroom penthouse with an office, looking out over a spectacular view. It was modern again, the colors dark and muted greys. Large gas fireplaces in the main living area and master suite. Walking into the master bathroom, Ilya walked into the huge beautiful natural marble shower, surrounded by a state of the art rainfall system. He leaned against one wall and smirked up at Cliff.
“This one.”
“Oh my god Rozanov, are you basing your apartment choice on shower sex? You are, aren’t you. You are a freak.”
Ilya walked out of the shower, clapping him on the back. “Not just shower, bed is huge too.” Laughing at the expression on his friend’s face, he walked back to the living area where the agent was waiting.
He confirmed details with her, didn’t negotiate, just tapped a few buttons on his phone and transferred an exorbitant amount of money, accepting the keys she dropped in his hand. She seemed a little out of sorts at everything happening so fast, but she assured him everything was in order. The owners lived in Dubai and just wanted to rent it out for a while while deciding if they actually wanted to sell or not, which was perfectly fine with him. She made arrangements to have a packet of keycards, utility transfer forms, codes for doors and elevators couriered over to him by the next day.
Once she had left, Ilya sank down onto the couch and looked around. So much better than a hotel. Cliff perched on a barstool at the kitchen island, sending messages on his phone. Shaking his head again when he looked up at Ilya.
“Nothing yet. So you going to start staying here? You want me at hotel or here? Don’t love leaving you alone. Not without knowing what your brother is here for.”
“You’ll stay at the hotel for now. Nobody knows this place yet. Will be fine. You know we need to keep going in and out of hotel. Need reason to be in that neighborhood.”
Ilya pulled out his lighter from his pocket and fidgeted with it for a few minutes. 
“Fuck. Let’s go shopping. I will need stuff if I’m going to stay here. Don’t want to sit here waiting.”
Cliff stood without speaking and headed towards the door. Soon they stood in a grocery store. The two tall men, dressed all in black were an incongruous sight in the bright store. They attracted several looks, some odd, some of appreciation. Ilya was delighted at all the junk food, he tried to fill the cart with everything processed, including too many boxes of colorful cereal to count. Cliff felt like a cranky father as he constantly put things back on the shelf. 
“You cannot eat this much junk food. You’ll go into a sugar coma. Have you never fucking grocery shopped before?”
“Not in long time. Have food service meal delivery in Boston. Svetlana orders other things. What’s wrong with Frosted Flakes. That tiger looks very strong. Like me. Good for you.”
He tossed the box back in the cart, daring Cliff to take it out again. He allowed Cliff to steer him towards real food and they chose an array of healthier items. Passing the drink aisle, Ilya made sure to throw in as much Coke as Cliff would let him. Stopping in the middle of the aisle, remembering Shane's disgusting drink at the bar, he picked up some Canada Dry ginger ale and put it in the cart also, pushing his Coke on top of it so it wasn’t as obvious.
Once they’d filled the cart, they went and paid, the young cashier looking like she was going to hyperventilate as she checked them out. Ilya gave her his broodiest look and nearly had to leave as she audibly gasped. Once they’d gotten out the door he doubled over in choked laughter as Cliff glared at him.
“Rozy, she was like 20. You’ve now ruined her for life.”
“No, no. She was looking at you Marleau. Big handsome man.”
“Shut up Rozanov.”
They got the groceries back and put away without further incident.
They sat and ate junk food while watching an old action movie, Cliff checking his phone periodically. When there was no news, Ilya decided to go back to the hotel for the night with Cliff since Svetlana was leaving the next day.
The three of them ended up going out for a nice dinner that evening, having nice wine and nice conversation. Not letting anything serious come up, chatting about Christmas and other frivolous topics. Relaxing back at the hotel, they all retired to their own rooms fairly quickly.
Ilya sat in his room, fidgeting with his knife for a while. Finally tossing it down on the nightstand, he picked up his phone. He pulled up his contacts and stared at it, finally making a decision and jabbing the button. The call went to voicemail and he heard his brother’s voice in Russian. Smashing the disconnect button, he tossed the phone on the nightstand and shoved his head under a pillow. It took awhile, but he finally fell into an uneasy sleep. 
 

 
Shane had woken up the next morning, much later than normal, his head throbbing. He really had to stop drinking, especially since he wasn’t used to it. He was unhappy to see that he’d literally passed out in his clothes on his bed. “Fuck.”
He ripped all the sheets off and put them in the laundry basket. He then added all his clothes and went to shower, standing under the hot water for a long time trying not to remember. 
He definitely tried to not remember those lips, barely brushing his.
He tried not to remember the feel of Ilya’s knee pressed between his thighs.
He for sure tried not to remember his hands tangled in Ilya’s hair as he pulled him tighter.
He tried so hard not to remember the way he had crashed his mouth against Ilya’s, wanting more and more of him as both their cocks had hardened against each other.
He also tried not to remember the feel of Ilya’s firm hand against his throat while they kissed.
And lastly, he tried very hard not to remember the way a few tears actually fell from his eyes after Ilya had sent him away, before he could wipe them away.
An odd sound escaped him as he finally turned the shower off. He cut it off abruptly. It was fine. It was a drunken moment between the two of them, nothing more.
Shane pushed the other man out of his head as he dried off. After he dressed in sweats and a t-shirt, he remade the bed with clean bedding and went to make himself some lunch.
He spent a very quiet rest of the weekend, not even going outside the building. He texted Hayden a couple of times, refusing a dinner invite for the next night. It was Sunday evening when he finally pulled his laundry from his hamper, putting the bedding back and focusing on his clothes. Standing at the washer, he was going through his pockets, making sure he’d left nothing in them. There was nothing worse than washing a pair of pants with a napkin or something in them. He actually shuddered as he thought about it. He knew that he always took everything out before he put things in the hamper, it was really more of a habit than anything. Which is why he was so surprised to pull out a business card from the back pocket of his black jeans that he’d worn on Friday.
“What the hell.”
There was a handwritten number on the side of the card he was looking at. That was it. Just a handwritten phone number. Wrinkling his nose, he turned it over and actually dropped the card. “Fuck.” He picked it back up and stared. IR Industries. Ilya Rozanov. With what he assumed was a company number listed. He flipped the card and stared at the handwritten number. Remembering the tears that he’d let fall fueled his next action, which was to toss the card in the trash next to the washer.
He fixed himself dinner, salmon, brown rice and broccoli and ate it while watching Colorado beat Pittsburgh. Deciding to go to bed early, he read for a little bit before giving up and laying there, eyes closed but not sleeping. It was 2am according to the clock when he got up and retrieved the business card from the trash, putting it in his nightstand drawer instead.
He got up at 5am and followed his normal routine. Made a smoothie, got ready to go run with Hayden. He knew he was quiet though, Hayden kept trying, but finally gave up and they ran in a comfortable silence.
“See you in a bit.” Hayden called out as he headed off after their run. Shane just nodded, making a note to take him to lunch to make up for his bad mood.
Heading to the office, he took the elevator up, rubbing his eyes that were burning from lack of sleep. Scott and Hayden were both in the same conference room they usually huddled in, but this time they were waving him in. He came in, tossing his bag on a chair by the door.
“Hey guys, what’s up?”
Scott pointed to the screen on the wall, using a small remote to click through a few slides. He stopped on 3 headshots of some rough looking men. Two of them had some small tattoos on the face and neck, the other’s nose had clearly been broken a time or two.
“Who are they?”
Scott switched the screen again and the headshots got a bit smaller, but this one had one page write ups next to each face.
“Russian undesirables. The two with tattoos appear to be Bratva, or at least they were. Not a lot of current info on them. The one with the crooked nose is Spetsnaz. GRU from what we can tell.”
Shane walked closer and looked at all three men, filing away their appearance and the names next to each one. He looked up to Hayden and Scott.
“Have something to do with your important people that are in town?”
Hayden shrugged slightly. “We’re not sure. They just flagged coming through customs. We’re looking for them, just to keep eyes on them, but haven’t found where they’re staying yet. They’re not listed under their own names at least.”
Scott hit the remote again and a blurry photo popped of four men leaving the airport. One had a hat pulled low and could barely be seen. “We got one security cam photo from the airport of this guy meeting them. Haven’t been able to get any info on him yet though. He clearly knew how to avoid most of the hotspots with cameras cuz this is the only photo we could find.”
Shane looked at the photo closely. “You enhanced it already?”
“Yeah, this is as good as it gets. Shit camera, shit angle, hat on. We’re not getting anything from it. But clearly they’ve got friends here. Could be why we can’t find them, they’re not at a hotel maybe.”
Shane hummed softly before nodding. “Alright. Well let me know if you need anything, or want me to look at anything else.”
They agreed and Shane asked Hayden to lunch before he could forget. He went to his project room and sat staring at the walls, not really looking at anything. He snapped out of it by lunch and he and Hayden had a nice chat about the kids before they headed back.
Shane shook his head about 3pm and left, heading home. He collapsed on the couch and turned the tv on to a senseless reality show that he paid absolutely no attention to. He ate dinner and took a shower, touching himself in the hopes he would go to sleep easier. He refused to think about anything in particular, it was clinical and quick and ended up depressing him more than helping.
The week passed. Slowly. But it did pass. Scott and Hayden had gotten nowhere with the Russians, but nothing untoward happened either that would lead them to believe the men were there to cause problems.
Shane went over his files multiple times, taking out some cases, trying to pare down to what he actually believed were caused by his ghost. He left all the polaroid killings, along with many more. So many that he had to believe he was wrong, but yet he’d taken out a large amount already. Surely one person could not possibly have killed all these people.
Hayden and Scott both invited him to come spend Christmas with them since it fell on Sunday, but he declined. He waved off their concern, telling them he was going to spend the day catching up on his reading. He’d call his parents, catch up with them and have a wonderfully relaxing weekend.
He stopped by the grocery on the way home, picking up some items so he wouldn’t have to go out again. He spent the evening cleaning his apartment, going from room to room, obsessing over every little spot.
The next day was Christmas Eve and he spent the morning doing yoga. He showered and read, making a salad for lunch. It was maybe 2pm when he glanced into his bedroom at the nightstand. He looked away and back to his book. Thirty seconds later and his book was on the couch alone and he was standing with the card in his hand, typing the number into his phone.
It rang. Once, twice, three times. On the fourth, the call was answered and that low voice came out, “Hi, this is Ilya, I will never listen to your voicemail.”
He smiled softly at that, rolling his eyes at the same time. Figuring it to be true, that this call would just be lost forever in the many voicemails never listened to, he said quietly, his voice a little tremulous, “Hi. It’s, umm, It’s Shane. Hollander. (Brilliant moron) I was wondering if you weren’t doing anything, maybe you want to come over for dinner. I know you’re probably busy with it being Christmas Eve, but, maybe sometime, if you’re not.”
He hung up without leaving his number, knowing the phone would show it, but also knowing he probably wouldn’t get a call back. Feeling more at peace than he had recently, he went back to his book, and for the first time in a week, read quietly and actually absorbed what he was seeing on the page.
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      Chapter 5: Now I'm tired of the violence
  


    Chapter Summary

    Ilya goes to work.



    Chapter Notes

      Tags for the chapter added include homophobic slurs (Alexei and his friends are dicks), gun violence and blood and brief (very brief) thoughts of suicide.

A lot of the dialogue in the chapter is in Russian so you'll see a lot of bold. Not trying to translate all that.

There's been a lot of background info up til now. Don't worry, Ilya and Shane do eventually get to interact, I promise!

Chapter name is from the song Remember When by Bad Wolves.







  Ilya woke on Christmas Eve just like any other day. He did not celebrate in Russia, so to him it was simply a Sunday morning. Barely since it was nearly noon. He padded quietly into the kitchen of his new apartment and fixed himself a bowl of his tiger cereal. Taking it with him to the couch, he turned on the TV to a replay of the LA/San Jose game from the night before. They still had heard nothing from his brother and he was becoming concerned. He did not want to make decisions until he knew why Alexei was here.
Knocking at the door startled him and he set the bowl down on the side table and went to answer, letting the it fall open behind him as he saw it was Cliff. He picked his bowl back up and took an overly large bite, with a bit of milk dribbling down his chin just to annoy the other man.
Cliff just shook his head in amusement as he sank into a chair. “Charming”
Ilya nodded and with his mouth half full replied, “Yes.”
He finished chewing and wiped the milk off his chin, licking it off his finger. “What is so important that you did not call?” Before Cliff could answer, he saw a commercial on the television that had a Christmas tree in it. “Marleau, do you want to go somewhere for Christmas? To see anyone? You can. I am not helpless. I do not need bodyguard all the time.”
Cliff watched him for a moment, a small frown setting on his face. “No. You know I don’t. I’m not big into holidays. And you do need a bodyguard, I know where Alexei is staying. He’s got friends with him.”
Ilya took another bite of cereal, chewing slowly, staring at the TV. Finally setting his bowl down again, he stood up, a feral grin lighting his face. “You are not big on holidays. But yet you get me a present. Don’t worry, I will not tell anyone.”
He stood and stretched before heading to his bedroom. “Get ready. You know the code for the safe.”
An hour later, dressed and armed, they headed out, driving to an address in Brighton Beach. Cliff parked a few blocks away from the location he had and turned off the engine before looking at Ilya.
“How’s this gonna go? You just talking?”
“Just talking. One brother to another, yes? Keep an eye on the friends, but do not intervene unless it looks dire. I’m expecting at least one sucker punch. Alexei has always liked to feel in charge. I will let him this once until I see what he wants.”
“No promises. But let’s go see what the fucker is here for.”
They exited the SUV and walked briskly down the street, the chill seeping in, Ilya trying not to let his mind wander back to the last time he’d seen his brother, at his father’s funeral. They’d fought that day also, that’s all they were good at anymore. He’d made it clear to Alexei that he wanted no contact, but he hadn’t expected him to listen. He never did. He was surprised that it had taken nearly half a year. There was always the miniscule chance that he wasn’t here for Ilya, but he couldn’t quite bring himself to believe that. It was too much of a coincidence.
They came to a small, well kept house. He knocked on the door, Cliff standing slightly to the side and behind him. The door opened and a large man stared at them, a cigarette dangling from his lips. He was shirtless and had a tattoo of a spider on his shoulder, the leg curling up onto his neck. He didn’t move, just stared, saying nothing.
Ilya finally spoke, staying in English for Cliff’s benefit, “Daniil. I’d say it is good to see you, but you know how I hate to lie.” He shrugged with a grin. “Is my brother here.”
Daniil looked from Ilya to Cliff before glancing over his shoulder. He yelled out in Russian as he plucked the cigarette from his mouth. “Alexei. Your faggot brother is here finally. And he brought a boyfriend.” Stepping aside, he swept his arm in an invitation.
Ilya took a deep breath, forcing himself to be calm and walked in, his eyes taking in everything. He felt Cliff staying close behind as they walked into the house, the door slamming behind them. As soon as the door slammed, Ilya, feeling the swift movement before it even started, swept his arm behind him, shoving Cliff out of the way, only managing it because he wasn’t expecting it from Ilya.
The moment he did, he felt a heavy forearm chop to the back of his neck and shoulders. He’d known it would be coming, but the strength of the blow still surprised him as he stumbled forward falling to one knee, one hand catching his fall. The other went behind him to wave Marleau off, his voice steady, “I’m fine.”
He stood slowly, looking up to see his brother walking forward, his hands already in clenched fists. Ilya just stood, holding his hands up in front of him and slightly spread, palms up as if to say, ‘Let’s Go’. He met Alexei’s eyes and gave him a mocking smirk. “Well?” The taunt was all it took and before he could blink his brother's fists collided with his cheek and then his stomach in a rapid combination, causing him to curl over himself, but making no noise.
Breathing hard, he straightened, staring again, reaching up to touch the small cut on his cheek from Alexei’s ring. “Done now?”
He watched his brother look Cliff up and down as Alexei’s eyes narrowed. He felt Cliff come closer again and he shook his head at his brother. “Don’t.”
Alexei let out a real laugh and clapped Ilya on the shoulder. “Come sit. Your boyfriend also. Brave, to bring him here.”
Ilya didn’t bother to correct him, but followed him into the living room where he sat in an armchair. He didn’t have to look to know that Cliff had taken up a stance near the entrance of the room. He watched as two more men came in, one carrying a bottle of vodka and glasses. He nodded at them, “Misha, Dmitri, imagine you being here. Haven’t crawled out of my brother’s ass yet I see.”
Misha growled and took a step towards him, but a soft murmur from Alexei called him off. 
Ilya was pushing. He knew it, but couldn’t seem to stop himself. It belonged to that part of him that thought he probably deserved it. He bit his tongue though, not wanting to cause a big enough fuss that Cliff would have to get involved.
He accepted the glass of vodka that Dmitri handed him and gave him a tight smile. He’d trained with Dmitri for a while. Several years actually. They'd been close. But that had been a lifetime ago. Taking a drink, he looked closely at his brother, he looked tired.
“What are you doing here Alexei?”
His brother had been watching him in a similar fashion, but he shrugged. “Can’t I just come to New York for a visit to my baby brother?”
“I think you and I both know we’re past friendly brotherly visits. What do you want?”
Ilya’s phone rang suddenly and he cursed in his head for forgetting to put it on silent. Grabbing it from his pocket, he glanced at it, not recognizing the number. He declined the call, sending it to voicemail, putting it on do not disturb before shoving it back in his pocket.
“Sorry, so many lovers, I just can’t keep them all happy.”
Alexei’s mouth curled in disgust at this comment as his eyes drifted to Cliff again. “Why are you here Ilyukha? Why did you run away from Russia? We all want to know.”
Ilya shrugged, not liking the familiar way his brother called him. “I don’t need to take as many jobs, I have more money then I know what to do with. I do not wish to work for you, or them. My contract is up, I can go where I please. I have a company to run. A real company.” He took another gulp of vodka as he waited.
His brother looked at Cliff again slowly speaking, “I’ve said nothing. Yet. You wouldn’t be in danger because of him.”
Ilya glared and retorted angrily, his voice rising until he was nearly yelling,
“He is not my boyfriend, you fucking idiot. But you’ve said nothing!?? Your lackeys called me a faggot the second I walked in Alexei. So what? I go back, go back to work until what? Until one of you gets mad about something and tells everyone? No thank you. I’ve no desire to disappear into some hellhole and never be seen again. Pass.”
He saw Cliff stiffening as he listened, knowing he understood nothing, but that things were becoming heated. Taking a deep breath, he continued, in a lower tone of voice.
“I’m not coming back. I will do the jobs I want, when I want. Go home Alexei.” He finished his vodka, holding the glass on his knee while he waited.
“That’s not how it works, Ilyuka. They’re not going to let you go that easy. You’re their shiny toy and they’re not done playing with you yet. You took the job. Do it. Or I will. And then perhaps the shiny toy gets broken.”
Ilya stood, staring down Misha and Dmitri as they took a step in front of his brother. “I will do it when I want. I will finish by end of week. Go home Alexei and take your friends with you. You’re not needed here.”
His brother looked at Cliff again and spoke, his voice a warning. “Three days Ilya. Or I will do it for you and they won’t take kindly to that. Maybe they don’t break you. Maybe they break someone else instead. Where’s your pretty girlfriend? Do you fuck them at the same time?”
Ilya growled and drew in an instant, his gun pointed at Alexei, ignoring the three guns that suddenly appeared pointed at him. “Do not push me Alexei. No one else is involved. Just me. You remember that if we have a problem.” He took his finger off the trigger, holding his hands up. “Just me.”
He turned and strode out of the house without saying another word. He refused to give them the satisfaction of looking back over his shoulder and didn’t slow down until he was halfway back to the SUV. Finally he relented, letting Cliff catch up to him. They walked the rest of the way back silently and climbed into the vehicle.
Cliff didn’t start the engine right away, just sat there while Ilya worked on slowing his breathing. When he felt enough time had passed, he started the engine and glanced at Ilya.
“Soooo, that went well I take it. You alright?”
Ilya nodded. “Da. Let’s go.”
They drove about half way and Ilya looked over at him and gave him a sly smile. “By the way, you are apparently my boyfriend Marleau. And I brought you to throw you in my brother's face.”
“What the fuck Ilya. No. Not even. You couldn’t fucking handle me.”
Ilya let out a snort of genuine laughter that he couldn’t control. Hysterical laughter bubbled out of him for so long that he eventually started coughing and shaking, grabbing at his ribs that he realized were sore from his brother’s punch.
“Yeah yeah, get it all out. You fucking wish.” Cliff said in a serious tone of voice, but with a small smile on his face. “So really. What they fuck do they want.”
Once Ilya was under control again, he told Cliff what they’d talked about. “They sent him. They’re not ready to let me go. He told his friends that I am bisexual. They taunted me with it, which I do not care, it was expected. But it was his way of threatening to tell them back in Russia. If I were to be in Russia and he told them, I’d be disappeared.” 
“Shit Rozanov, I’m sorry.”
“Is ok, I do not plan on going back, so will not be an issue. But he also threatened you. Well, he thought you were boyfriend, but he threatened anyone close to me. Says they will break me or people close to me if I do not do this job and then perhaps others. He gives me three days or says he will do it and then report back. It’s good that Sveta is gone already.”
“So what’s the plan then? You sticking to original?”
“I don’t know. I have to think. I have 3 days before he will force my hand.”
“Do you need a doctor? Your ribs ok? You’ve got a nasty cut and that entire side of your face is gonna bruise.”
“Is fine. Was a love tap. I gave him one at our father’s funeral, he wanted to give back.” He pointed at a burger place coming up. “Go there. I need food. Greasy, disgusting, good food.”
Cliff rolled his eyes, but pulled in, going through the drive thru and ordering enough burgers and fries for four people. Ilya yelled out at the window before he could pull around. “Shake! Chocolate shake please.”
Cliff gave him a look and Ilya smiled with his most angelic smile. “What? I am injured. I need this to recover.”
They took the food back to his apartment where they stuffed themselves and watched a ridiculous show about housewives living in California. Cliff told him he was staying the night, not leaving him alone, just in case and Ilya didn’t argue, just nodded.
He got up and stifled a groan, holding his right side as he went to get a coke. Detouring, he grabbed vodka instead and dumped a large amount into a water glass bringing it back to the couch with him.
“Do you want some tylenol or some pain killers? I think I got some in my bag.”
“No. Vodka is pain killer. I don’t take pills, you know that.”
Cliff nodded and didn’t push it. They watched another episode, making fun of the crazy women on the show, before Ilya stood and said he was going to bed. He locked his weapons up and headed off to his room.
Standing naked in front of the mirror while the shower warmed up, he poked his side, prodding and making sure nothing felt out of place. There was a faint bruise showing up, but it wouldn’t be bad. His face on the other hand. “Stupid fucking ring.” He had an inch-long cut across his left cheekbone from the huge signet ring Alexei had taken to wearing after their father died. His eye was partly swollen shut as the skin on his cheek and around his eye were already turning a lovely shade of purple. Someone had clearly been teaching Alexei how to throw a punch.
He went to sleep with his hair damp, his dreams disjointed and full of violent images. Blood flowing over a feminine form with dark curls, slowly trickling down over a man who was on the ground bleeding out while telling Ilya to run, finally dripping down into a face he couldn’t make out, but when he stepped closer, he could see the red running over pale cheeks covered in freckles. He woke suddenly, his eyes darting around to be sure he’d been dreaming. 
Unable to go back to sleep, he got up, seeing it was only 6am. Grumbling, he dressed slowly and went to the indoor pool to swim laps. It was Christmas morning and he had the place to himself. Everyone else was still sleeping or spending the morning with their families. He swam until his arms felt heavy and he slowly pulled himself up on the side of the pool.
He had 2 days now. Running through options in his head, he made a decision. It was risky with Alexei in town, but he was tired of violence. It was all he’d lived with since he was 16. Ten years of violence against him, learning to mete out that same violence, and then doing it with little remorse. But he was tired. Only 26 and so very tired. He didn’t want it anymore. He didn’t want to hear his mama’s voice when he closed his eyes, telling him he should be better. Sometimes darkness squirmed into his head and he wondered if maybe he should just go be with her. The thoughts didn’t usually last very long, but lately, they’d seemed more and more reasonable.
Going back to his room, he rinsed in the shower quickly, and dressed in sweats. Heading to the kitchen, he made breakfast, which was ready by the time Cliff appeared. They sat eating bacon and eggs, and drinking juice. When they were finished and Ilya was cleaning up, Cliff looked at him questioningly.
“So? Did you make a decision?”
“Da. We will do it my way. We have 2 days before Alexei forces my hand, so we will do it tomorrow. Papers and passports are ready, yes? Bank account set up?”
“Yeah, it’s all ready. Just waiting for you to pull the trigger.” He winced. “I didn’t mean that. You know what I meant.”
“I do, is ok. We will go tomorrow night. We spent two weeks watching and going in and out. I can do it without being seen. I will provide evidence that it is done, Alexei will be none the wiser, he will go back to Russia and we will move on.”
Cliff nodded and stretched out on the couch, turning on the tv. They passed a pleasant, if somewhat tense day doing nothing, everything had already been taken care of.
Ilya thought about Shane that evening. Wondered what he was doing for Christmas. Who he was spending it with. If he was having fun. Once this job was done and he was free for a few months, he would see about getting Shane’s number from Scott, or maybe he’d just hang out at the Kingfisher terrorizing Kyle until Shane showed up again. That would at least be fun.
A piece of popcorn hit him in the face. He looked up confused and saw Cliff grinning. “What the fuck was that for Marleau?”
“You got that puppy dog look on your face again.”
“Oh my god, do not start with me. You should go out. Get laid. You spend too much time thinking about my faces.”
Cliff laughed and threw another piece at him. Ilya snatched it out of the air and ate it. “Tomorrow we will go to hotel early and stay there all day. Just in case.”
“Alright, everything else is there anyway. We can get it all ready.”
Ilya nodded and turned back to the TV. They both went to bed early again, always a little uptight before a job.
They were up early, both a little anxious as they packed what they needed from the apartment and headed to the hotel suite that they had kept booked for this very reason.
Ilya spent the day like he would any other job day, he cleaned his weapons, showered and scrubbed until he felt like his skin was flayed. He packed Cliff’s black backpack carefully, counting it all out to Cliff as they both made mental checklists to be sure nothing was left behind. They both dressed in all black, not unusual for either of them, so not likely to draw attention. It was 11pm when they walked out of the hotel, Cliff carrying his bag like he had every other time they’d left the hotel. They’d been sure that a pattern had been established. Just in case there was any trouble.
They didn’t have far to walk, the building they needed was only a block down, with a small cafe that was open late across the street. They separated at the corner, Cliff giving him the bag, while he went to the cafe and ordered a coffee, sitting at the window so he could see out across the street. Ilya went down the side street along the building, disappearing into the shadows.
He slipped in the side door of the building and took the stairs, his curls unseen beneath a black beanie, gloves on his hands. He kept his head down in the stairs, just in case, but he knew the cameras weren’t working thanks to his many other trips that had been made over the last two weeks. He knew where they were and weren’t and he knew which doors creaked or were left unlocked on a regular basis. He knew this building better than he knew his own new apartment.
He quietly opened the door on the 15th floor and slipped out of the stairwell. His phone buzzed quietly in his pocket, and he grimaced, knowing the only person that could get through right now was Cliff and he wouldn’t be texting if there wasn’t a good reason.
Cliff had sat at the window, sipping his coffee, scrolling his phone, like he had many nights for the last couple of weeks. The woman working the register had recognized him and flirted for a moment or two before handing him his coffee. Looking out across the street, his eyes widened ever so slightly and his breath hitched. Surely not. Looking harder as he recognized the Russian who had hit Ilya from behind was standing and loitering just outside the building Ilya had gone around. He immediately texted Ilya. ‘Got a problem. Maybe should hold. Guests have arrived.’ Not sure what to do, he waited.
Ilya pulled the phone out of his pocket, glancing at the notification and sliding it back in his pocket. At that exact moment, from around the other end of the hallway, a figure stepped out, his finger to his lips. Walking to the door Ilya had been headed for, his brother Alexei stood there, gesturing for him to come. 
FUCK FUCK FUCK
Ilya knew he couldn’t linger in the hallway, giving a brief thought to just turning and leaving. He figured that wouldn’t go so well either, so he walked to the door, and swiped a keycard that he’d obtained last week, watching the door buzz green. He pushed it open, and Alexei went inside before he did. Ilya followed, closing the door with a quiet click. He walked to an alarm panel on the wall and keyed in a code, holding his breath until the panel spoke softly to him. Disarmed. He’d paid a small fortune, through intermediaries for the keycard and the code, so he was glad to see they still worked.
He stood for a moment, letting his eyes adjust to the dim light in the room, looking towards the back of the suite, where the bedroom door was closed. Behind that door, hopefully sleeping, like he was every night by 10pm, lay Alain Coste, a French arms dealer who owed people in Russia a great deal of money.
Alexei smiled at him, like a shark that was about to devour prey. He walked close and in Ilya’s ear spoke very very softly. 
“Little brother. Imagine seeing you here today.”
Ilya glared and spoke back, his voice controlled but barely audible. “You need to leave. So I can get this done. I don’t need your help. I never have.”
He sneered at Ilya, “That’s the thing little brother, Sergeev thinks you need watching. He thinks you're acting oddly and he wants his toy back. I told you. So I’m here to make sure you don’t fuck it up. Now get on with it.”
Ilya hesitated, the name throwing him. They were serious then if Sergeev had sent Alexei. FUCK  There was no way his plan would work now. Not with Alexei here. He took a deep breath and steeled himself, willing his emotions into his little box that he usually kept locked away. But lately the box had been cracking, letting out little hopeful visions. They were smashed away now though and stuffed back in the box, maybe for good.
His hesitation cost him though, Alexei shook his head as he pulled out a gun from under his coat. Pulling a silencer out of his pocket, he screwed it on the pistol as he shook his head at Ilya. “Don’t worry Ilyukha, I will do it for you. You can even keep the payment because won’t that be fun to explain.”
Ilya shook his head. “No. Give it to me, I will do it. Like I always do. Have I ever failed them? No. I have more skill then you could dream of having. I do not understand why you are here.” He held his hand out for the gun, knowing if Alexei pulled the trigger it would be so much worse for him in the long run. 
Alexei smirked because he knew it too. Had him exactly where he wanted him. He motioned to the door and nearly snarled at Ilya, “Open it.” 
Ilya swallowed hard and walked to the door, pushing it open. A streetlight from outside the window gave just enough light to show a middle aged man sleeping alone in the bed, snoring softly. Ilya walked a little closer, still holding out his hand, hoping Alexei would change his mind. Staring at the man, the words in his head louder than they had a right to be. I’m sorry.
He looked up to see Alexei walking closer and Ilya held out hope that he would give him the gun. His eyes took in Alexei’s features and for just the briefest moment, he pictured shooting him instead, but he knew that wasn’t a solution. Yet at least. He wasn’t sure if he could do it anyway. He held out his hand for the gun, his eyes pleading at Alexei, begging him to give it to Ilya. He gave words to the plea, hoping his brother would remember back. Back before they were enemies. “Alyosha please. Don’t. I will do it.”
Time slowed impossibly as he thought he had done it. Alexei cocked his head at him and smiled almost fondly at the diminutive. But those dark eyes blinked slowly at him before turning back to the man on the bed. Ilya looked just in time to see the muzzle flash with light as two red holes appeared in the man’s head, blood immediately pooling from underneath turning the pillow crimson. Ilya felt like he had been shot instead, the pain in his chest expanding with every breath. 
Ilya's eyes closed momentarily, before looking up with a bored expression at his brother. “Happy now? Let’s go.”
Alexei shrugged and unscrewed the silencer, putting it back in his pocket for disposal somewhere else. Ilya looked at the floor and bent over, picking up the two casings and slipping them in his pocket. He stared at the dead man for a moment, turning over options in his head. Shrugging, he pulled his backpack around to the front and unzipped it. Alexei was halfway out of the room, but had looked back to see what the delay was. 
Ilay took out a camera, aimed it at the man in the bed and pushed the button. The camera made a noise almost louder than the gunshots had been as it spit out a picture at the bottom. Ilya pulled it free and tossed it on the man’s chest, without waiting for it to develop, shoving the camera back in his bag. Alexei watched him but said nothing, just glancing at the picture with confusion.
Nodding towards the door, he waited until Alexei was opening it and in the hall. Biting his lip, still unsure, but making a snap decision, he pulled one of the casings out of his pocket and tossed it back on the floor. He reset the alarm on the way out, leaving the keycard on the table by the door.
In the hall, he motioned to the direction Alexei had come from originally, still speaking very softly. 
“I don’t know how you got in, but go back the way you came, and go out on the second floor. Come down the hall to the other stairs at the other end of the hall. The cameras in the stairwell between the first and second floor are still working. If you came in that way, I hope you kept your head down.”
Alexei looked at him carefully before giving an almost genuine smile. “Thank you Ilyukha. I’m sure I will be talking to you soon, don’t worry. I’m not going anywhere, I kind of like it in America. I won’t tell Sergeev that you hesitated. But I’m sure you’ll hear from them anyway before long.” 
He turned and strolled down the hall, pulling a ballcap from his back pocket and shoving it low on his head.
Ilya watched him until he disappeared, walking silently to the other stairwell and opening the door silently. He stood inside until he was sure his brother had enough time to leave before he headed down and out. He walked the opposite way outside, away from the cafe and once he was a couple of blocks away, he texted Cliff, telling him where he was. He leaned against the doorway of a closed shop and pulled a cigarette from the backpack and lit it, taking a long hit as he tried not to overthink.
It took 10 minutes or so before Cliff sauntered by, not stopping. He fell into line behind him, wordlessly handing him the backpack, watching him shrug it on as they walked back to their hotel from a completely different direction. Neither of them spoke until they were upstairs in the room. Ilya grabbed the bottle of vodka and sat on the couch, his face blank, watching as Cliff unpacked the bag.
“You wanna talk about it?”
Ilya closed his eyes, saw the flash of the gun, the holes appearing in the man’s head, the blood pooling out onto the pillow. Opening his eyes, he gave Cliff a stare that was so devoid of emotion that it actually made Cliff shudder.
“No. It’s done. I will deal with the consequences later.” Ilya took a long swig of vodka directly from the bottle. “Wait a couple of days, then can check out from here. You can stay with me.”
He took another long drink as the other man watched him, a tiny frown of concern on his face. “I’m fine. Nothing I haven’t done before.”
He showered again, the water scalding him as he stood there until he could stand it no more. He slept that night, seeing the blood pool out onto the pillow over and over again.
He woke late in the morning, the lack of good sleep finally catching up with him. Laying in bed smoking a cigarette, he scrolled his phone for a while, keeping an eye on the news to see if there was anything about Coste’s death yet. Nothing yet. Seeing the notification on his voicemail, he punched the button with the full intention of just deleting it, his greeting wasn’t a joke, he rarely listened to the voicemails he received.
He hit play and then his thumb immediately went to the delete button, nearly pressing it as he heard the almost timid voice coming out of his speaker. Snatching his finger away before he hit it accidently, he listened, his mouth opening in surprise. “Hi. It’s, umm, It’s Shane. Hollander. I was wondering if you weren’t doing anything, maybe you want to come over for dinner. I know you’re probably busy with it being Christmas Eve, but, maybe sometime, if you’re not.”
Ilya sat straight up in bed and pushed play again. He listened 3 more times to that soft voice with its lovely upturned lilt at the end, sounding hopeful and shy. He looked at the date of the voicemail and realized it was the call he’d had when he was at Alexei’s. He growled and added another thing he hated his brother for to the list.
Without listening to himself as he ran through the myriad of reasons it was a bad idea, he scrolled through his recent calls until he found the unknown number, staring at it before hitting the call button. It rang three times and he was about to hang up, when a voice answered, almost lost to the amount of noise in the background. “Hollander.”
Ilya’s stomach tightened for no reason at all at hearing the name. “Of course it is you Hollander, who else would be answering your phone.”






      

  












      Chapter 6: You were made for me
  


    Chapter Summary

    Shane goes to work. Ilya and Shane finally have a meal.



    Chapter Notes

      This chapter got away from me. It probably should have been two. But I was having fun and just kept going.

Smut has arrived. It's probably not very good smut, I'm learning as I go along. But hopefully it's not too bad!

Just a reminder that Shane does in fact speak Russian. Mostly. I'm sure that will come out at some point. But not today.

Surprise, Ilya doesn't like Hayden. Shocker, I know.

Chapter title is the song - You Were Made For Me by Sam Cooke


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Shane hadn’t been horribly surprised when he did not get a call back on Christmas Eve. His call had been wishful thinking in a brief moment of loneliness. He was surprised to realize it made him a little sad, but he didn’t allow himself to dwell on it and spiral.
He’d made himself dinner that evening, drinking ginger ale and looking over a few files he’d brought home from Hayden’s cases. He made meticulous notes on each one, thinking he had a really good read on one of them. He was looking forward to showing it to Hayden when he went back to work.
Christmas morning, he slept in, pleasantly surprised to see the time when he woke. It was nice sometimes to just relax. He spent a very lazy day, reading mostly, working out in the afternoon, and making chicken and asparagus for dinner. He ate alone, which as he allowed himself to think about, might be kind of sad. He chuckled to himself as he could hear Ilya’s voice calling him boring. Speaking out loud in the empty apartment, “Yes, Ilya. You were right, I am boring.”
That evening, he face timed with his parents, listening to them tell him how much fun they were having, but how much they missed him and wished he were there. He assured them that he was fine, and had been quite happy with his uneventful day.
He went into the office the day after Christmas, it was quiet, not many people back yet. But enough that he didn’t feel alone. He spent the day cleaning up his database even more, sifting through the tiniest of details to determine which cases stayed in and which were discarded.
He thought about calling Ilya again but dismissed the thought before it could gain much traction. He’d called once. That was his effort. If Ilya was interested, then he’d call back. If not, Shane was determined not to pine after someone who was not into him. He thought back to the kiss they’d shared, his body flushing as it recalled being pressed against Ilya’s muscles. Shutting that train of thought down, he did think perhaps it was time to find a date, although he wasn’t sure how he wanted to go about that. For being gay and 26, he’d had surprisingly few hookups and he most certainly had never dated anyone. Maybe he’d ask Kyle. For advice. Not a date. That would be weird. He laughed out loud at the thought of Kip's face if that were to happen, he knew they were good friends.
He spent another quiet night at home, knowing Hayden and Scott would both be back in the office tomorrow and he actually was looking forward to going over the cases with them, though he knew he’d probably fill Hayden in on their morning run.
He woke in the dark, dressing for his run and making his normal smoothie. Heading downstairs, he nodded and tried not to yawn as he saw Hayden waiting.
“Wow, so happy to see me Shane. Sorry.”
Shane laughed and waved him off. “Lazy morning. Too dark for me to wake up yet. How was Christmas? Crazy I bet with the kids.”
Hayden launched into a long and detailed explanation of the twins waking up early, how long it took him to build the dollhouse they’d gotten, and Amber throwing up on him in the middle of all of it. “Next time I’ll build that shit the night before. It was horrible.”
Shane grinned at him, “Sure you will Hayden. Sounds like it was fun though. Hey, by the way, I went over the three cases you gave me before Christmas. I think I found something on the Austin one.”
Hayden rolled his eyes, “Weirdo. Of course that’s how you spent Christmas. Working. But hey, I’ll take any help I can get. What’d you fin…” His voice trailed off as his phone rang, and he answered, barely getting his name out before he started to frown. “What? Where? Fuck. Shane and I are out running, we’ll head back right now.” He clicked off the phone and stopped moving.
“We gotta go back Shane.”
“Ok, what’s the problem? Everything ok with the kids? Jackie?”
Hayden shook his head as they turned back towards Shane’s building. “It’s not them. It was Scott. We got a dead arms dealer. He says you should come too, didn’t say why.”
Shane shrugged, “Fine by me. Sounds more interesting than my day would have been.
Hayden came up with Shane after grabbing a bag from his car. Shane showered, while Hayden did the same in the guest bathroom. They dressed quickly, grabbed a couple of Shane’s protein bars and were about to head down to Hayden’s car when Shane got a text from a number he didn’t see horribly often, telling him to check his secure email. He frowned, holding a finger up to Hayden. 
“One sec, need to check something really fast.”
Hayden nodded and waited by the door as Shane went to a laptop on the kitchen counter and turned it on.
Logging on, Shane checked the email and skimmed it quickly, his lips parting before he started chewing on his lower lip. His eyes flicked to Hayden almost too quick to see before he finished reading the email. Shutting the laptop and hoping he was wrong, he walked over to the door, “Ok, good. Let’s go see your arms dealer.”
They wasted no time, Hayden maneuvering in traffic like he’d done it for years. Which, Shane supposed, was true. This is why he hated driving in New York though. Cab drivers were crazy, stop and go, buses everywhere, pedestrians who screamed at you even though they were jaywalking. No thank you.
Shane was watching out the window and glanced up at the hotel they passed, realizing it was where the charity gala had been. They drove up another block, Hayden parking illegally and grabbing his jacket out of the back seat. The one that loudly proclaimed he was FBI over the back. Shane kept close as Hayden flashed a badge at the city police who were keeping people away from the front of another building that had police and FBI agents swarming the entrance.
They entered and Hayden checked his phone, heading towards the elevators. “15th floor Scott says.”
Shane looked around, not quite understanding if they were in an apartment building or a hotel. He said as much to Hayden and got a shrug back. 
“It’s New York. It’s both. It’s a questionable hotel, but the upper floors are more like apartments, rented out several months at a time. Our guest has been here for a month at least it sounds like.”
They stepped off the elevator to a flurry of movement. A long hallway stretched both directions off the elevator. There were only a few doors though, so the units must be decent size. The open door with people moving in and out was just past the elevator to the right. They both headed that direction, Hayden flashing his badge again once to an annoyed patrol who was stationed just outside the elevator handing out shoe coverings.
Taking a pair each, they slipped the covers over their shoes. They stepped inside the room where it was much less crowded and saw Scott immediately. He nodded and came over, rubbing his hands over his eyes.
“What a mess. Not how I want to start my after Christmas break. He’s over here, in the bedroom.”
He gestured towards an open door at the back of the room. They both walked over, stopping at the door, making first impressions. 
Shane’s eyes clinically moved over the room before focusing on the bed where he could see a body laying. He saw a small evidence marker lay near the foot of the bed, but wasn’t at an angle to see what was there. Other than that, he saw nothing out of place in the room itself. It was rather sterile. He could see a suitcase by the closet, open and empty. The closet door was open, clothes hanging inside. A towel was slung over what he assumed was the bathroom door.
A bottle of whiskey sat on the nightstand, a glass there with what looked to be a small amount of liquid in it. A watch and a couple of rings next to the clock on the table on the other side of the bed.
He waited for Hayden to move and they took a few steps closer, heading towards opposite sides of the bed. Shane glanced down at the evidence marker on the floor and bent over to look at it, a little surprised to see what appeared to be a shell casing lying there. Walking past it, he allowed his eyes to take in the bed.
His eyebrows rose and his nose scrunched up as he took in the deceased man. Two clear shots to his forehead, his face looked almost peaceful if it wasn’t for those grotesque holes. At least one of the shots must have gone through, there was an obscene amount of blood soaked into the bedding and pillows underneath him. The blankets were pulled up to mid chest, the man having no shirt on. But on his chest, just where the blanket met skin was a picture. A polaroid of the man’s face, the two holes staring out.
He turned to glance at Scott who merely shrugged at him, at the same time he heard Hayden exclaim, “Are you fucking kidding me? The polaroid killer?”
Shane’s lips curved into a smile at the name, but he tamped it down quickly. Looking back to the face, he sighed, recognizing it from the email he’d looked at earlier that morning. Too little too late.
Taking a step back towards Scott, he asked, “What do you know?”
Scott shook his head, “Not enough. Maid found him this morning. Door was locked, alarm was set. His name is Alain Coste. Arms dealer from Marseille. NYPD called us when they realized who he was and his background. No idea why he’s been in town, wasn’t even on our radar to be honest. Front desk says he’s been here almost five weeks. Doesn’t go out much, keeps to himself. No visitors. We’re pulling info, getting surveillance from the shitty cameras. Won’t know much for a while. From what we can see off a quick run, he’s not been active for awhile, not sure why he’d be on somebody’s hit list.”
Shane found himself chewing on the cuticle of his thumb. He quietly offered up a tidbit that wasn’t necessarily classified. They’d find it eventually, maybe he could save some time. 
“He owed a lot of money. To the Russians. To Aleksandr Torshin amongst others to be exact.”
It would have been comical if they hadn’t been standing in a room with a dead man. Scott and Hayden’s mouths dropped open at the same time as they gaped at him. Scott recovered first, his mouth snapping shut.
“Torshin. Who was investigated by the Senate for election interference? Who we are currently investigating for illegal laundering and funnelling money into god knows how many American organizations. Who we believe to be intricately linked with Russian mafia. Why do you know that Shane? How do you know that?”
Shane didn’t answer, just stared at them both, blinking slowly as he waited for them to come to their own realization.
Scott got there first as usual, but Hayden wasn’t far behind. “Fuck me Shane. This is your project?” 
Hayden blurted out at the same time, “The Polaroid Killer? That’s your project? I don’t even understand.”
Shane licked his lips and shrugged, his eyes narrowing as he tried to partition out what he could or couldn’t divulge.
“My project is Prizrak. And yes, I think some of the cases seem to be overlapping with your Polaroid Killer.”
Scott struggled with the word but only for a moment, his Russian very rudimentary. “Ghost. Your project is the fucking ghost?” He hissed the words out, realizing he needed to be quiet. “The hitman. Assassin. Whatever. The secret fucking hitman who gets whispered about but nobody knows if he’s really real or if it’s like 10 guys killing people. That fucking ghost?”
Shane just nodded, not able to say anymore. Hayden was still gaping at him like he’d grown another head.
“I got an email this morning warning me that Coste was in New York and that maybe someone was looking for him. It was obviously far too late for me to do anything, he was already dead by the time I got the email.”
He nodded down at the casing on the floor. “That’s new though. There’s never any evidence. Ever.”
Scott ran his hands through his hair, sighing heavily. “I know. It’s the first piece of physical evidence we’ve found. Other than the pictures. Maybe he’s getting sloppy. If it’s even the same guy. I don’t know Shane. Seems odd. I thought your guy worked mostly overseas. I don’t even want to know who you work for now, knowing that.”
Shane smiled, a glint in his eyes. “No. You don’t.” He chuckled at the look Hayden gave him and just shrugged.
Scott shook his head. “Alright, you should go. For now. You don’t technically belong here.” At Shane’s warning look, he held a hand up, “Calm down. I’m not trying to cut you out. I probably couldn’t, even if I wanted to. Somehow I’m thinking your clearance is higher than mine, a lot higher than you insinuated. But for now, you shouldn’t be here. Unless you want to be making a lot of ‘no comment’ about your project to my boss. We’ll talk later.”
Shane nodded, his phone ringing at the same time. Holding up a finger, and without looking at it, he answered, his voice a little sharp, “Hollander.”
“Of course it is you Hollander, who else would be answering your phone.”
Speechless, he pulled the phone back to look at it. Sure enough, the number he’d called a few days ago stared back at him.
“Hollander? Are you there?”
“Oh. Yeah, one second.”
He looked at Scott, “I’ll see you later then? We’ll talk more, although I can’t answer everything you’re going to want. But I need to stay in on this.”
Scott nodded and waved him off as he turned to talk to Hayden.
Shane walked to the elevator, pulled the booties off his shoes, dropped them in a trash can and brought the phone back to his ear, “One second, I”m about to get in an elevator, probably no reception.”
He rode down, not liking the way he was suddenly smiling. He tried to force the smile off his face as he stepped off the elevator and walked over to a chair in the lobby, sitting down.
“Sorry about that. Was at a work thing.”
“Oh yeah? Catching bad guys with your brain again? Helping Scott? He needs it, he’s too old to think right.”
Shane smiled, but managed to keep from laughing. “Something like that, yeah. I’m uh, I’m surprised to hear from you.”
“Sorry. I missed call and don’t listen to voicemail much. I’m sorry. Dinner would have been nice. Maybe I can get a.. Ummm, a do over? Is that right?”
Shane hummed softly, “Yeah, close enough. We can try again.”
Ilya’s voice sounded almost hopeful as he asked, “If you are done with work thing, we could have lunch? Until can do dinner?”
“Oh, I don’t know. I don’t have a car at the moment, I rode here with Hayden from my place this morning, but he’s not leaving yet. I was thinking about walking across the street, there’s a little cafe. Was going to grab a salad or something while I called a car.”
“Who is Hayden? Why were you with him in the morning?” Ilya's voice held an odd burr in it as he asked, continuing before Shane could even answer. “You don’t need car. I can come get you. We can eat at your cafe.”
“Ummm, well. I guess. If you’re sure? I’m actually super close to the hotel where your gala was. Like a block over.”
Ilya was silent a beat too long. 
“It’s ok if that’s too far. I don’t know where you are, I really don’t want to put you out.”
“No. I’m actually at hotel. Cliff has been staying here, we were working out this morning. I can be there in 5 minutes. Don’t move Shane Hollander.”
The phone disconnected before he could answer. He stared at it, wondering what he was doing. He sat there for a moment, before realizing that he should probably go across the street, so Ilya could find him, before realizing he hadn’t actually told Ilya the name of the cafe. 
He nodded at the patrolman still stationed at the front door, and walked quickly over to the cafe, pulling his phone out to call Ilya again and tell him exactly where he was. He’d barely gotten the phone out when he heard his name.
Looking up, he froze like a deer in headlights as Ilya waved at him and jogged up to him. His curls were messy on his head, he had on jeans, a tight blue shirt and a black leather jacket over the top. Shane snapped his mouth shut before he started drooling. He frowned though as Ilya got closer and he could see him more clearly.
“Wow you really were fast. I was about to call you. I forgot to tell you where I was exactly. But holy shit Ilya, what the fuck happened to your face?” He pulled back to look closer at the angry red slash nestled into purplish black bruises across Ilya’s cheek and eye.
Ilya glanced across the street at the activity there and shrugged before looking back to Shane and giving him a slow once over from head to toe. 
“I knew where you were. There’s only one cafe a block from hotel. Cliff eats here often.” His hand drifted to his face, touching the cut before dropping. He’d nearly forgotten and was a little thrown off without having a story ready.
“Ahh that. It’s nothing. I was… I got mugged. The day before Christmas. Walked out too late at night to liquor store, got ambushed. They got a lucky shot in. It's fine. Doesn’t even hurt.”
“Oh. You sure you’re ok? Doesn’t look like nothing.” Shane was having a hard time picturing what kind of person would even attempt to rob Ilya. He certainly wasn’t someone Shane would choose to pick a fight with.
“Really. It looks worse than it was.”
Ok, if you say so. Do you wanna?” Shane gestured to the cafe.
Ilya nodded, opening the door for him. They ordered, Shane getting a salad and water and Ilya having some sandwich that had enough meat on it for three people and a Coke.
They sat at a table near the front, close to the windows so they could see outside. Ilya took a big bite of his sandwich, a tiny smear of sauce on the corner of his mouth. He wiped it with his finger, licking it off before asking again, “Sooo, who is Hayden and why was he at your apartment this morning?” His eyes were serious as he waited for an answer.
Shane, who couldn’t tear his eyes away from the finger that Ilya had put in his mouth, looked up and blushed. “What?”
Ilya arched an eyebrow at him, trying to ignore the pink creeping up under Shane’s freckles, “Shane. You have avoided question twice now. You do not want to tell me who Hayden is?”
Shane shook his head quickly, “No, I’m sorry. I was just, never mind. Hayden. He works with Scott. I’ve known him for years, since before college. We’re good friends. We run almost every morning at like 5:30 before work. Today we got the call about a job while we were running. It was faster for him to shower with me at my place and then he let me ride with him.”
Ilya’s voice had a lilt to it that Shane hadn’t heard before. “Showered. With you. At your place.”
“Oh my God. No. I didn’t mean with me.” Shane had never felt so flustered before that he could remember. “I mean he did shower. At my place. In the guest bathroom. While I was in my bathroom. Not together. He’s married. To a great woman and they’ve got 4 kids. Just had the fourth this year.”
“Ah. I think I do not like this Hayden.”
Shane laughed as he glanced outside. Scott and Hayden had just walked out of the building across the street, still talking together.
“You haven’t even met him, Ilya, you can’t dislike him. Look, there he is right now, with Scott. Do you want to meet him?” 
Ilya looked outside with interest as he ate more of his sandwich. He watched the men across the street for a bit before shaking his head.
“No. He is not as pretty as you. He definitely is not as hot as me. But I do not like that he wanted to shower with you.”
“He didn’t! I just didn’t say it right. I was distracted, I’m sorry! We’re just friends. I swear. His wife is the greatest.”
Ilya sat back in his chair and watched Shane as he spoke, taking in his full lips, dark eyes, lovely freckles. The way his neck turned pink also when he blushed. He wanted to see more of that pretty pink skin. Trying to remember what he’d been doing when he asked the question that so distracted Shane, he suddenly sat up straighter. Giving Shane a cocky smirk, he winked at him.
“Why were you distracted? All I was doing was eating. Oh wait. I remember. I think maybe you like this?” 
He dipped his finger into the sauce dropping down the side of his sandwich and slowly brought it to his own lips. He rubbed a drop of sauce onto his lower lip, letting his tongue slip out to lick it off before he slowly slid his finger into his mouth, sucking the rest of the sauce off without a word. Tilting his head, he let his finger drop to the sauce again, just running through a drop on the plate while he watched Shane.
Shane couldn’t look away, his fork clattering down to the table. His lips parted and a soft, “oh” escaped him. The butterflies were back, but they were hot inside his stomach, getting bigger and bigger until it felt like they were about to burst out of his chest. He blinked a few times, and he knew his eyes were wide, but he had no idea how blown his pupils were becoming as he watched. He shifted on his chair as he realized he was half hard and fully on the way to rock hard. Distantly he realized he was acting like a lovesick teenager with their first crush, but somehow he just couldn’t bring himself to care.
The sight was mesmerizing to him and all he could think about when he saw Ilya’s finger drop to the sauce again was that he wanted that. He would do it for him. He wanted his lips and tongue where Ilya’s had been. His hand reached out across the table to grab Ilya’s wrist and pull it to him. He was so smitten that he’d forgotten where they were, but in the moment he didn’t care. His eyes half closed and looking up at Ilya from under his lashes, he opened his mouth and brought his lips around Ilya’s finger. Sucking it softly, cleaning the sauce off for him, his tongue running around Ilya’s finger as he licked at it.
Ilya choked out a word as he yanked his hand back, his finger leaving Shane’s mouth abruptly, Shane making a soft noise of disappointment.
“Blyat!”
He stood quickly, moving to Shane’s side and urging him up, half pulling him out of his seat, his English splintering into pieces as his mind couldn’t catch up.
“Up now solnyshko. We go. Right now.”
With one arm around Shane’s waist, he fumbled in his pocket for his wallet, grabbing a stack of bills and tossing them on the table.
He steered Shane out the door, cursing to himself about not having a car. He wasn’t sure either of them could walk the block to the hotel. He held Shane close to his side, the other man still not having said a word since the finger came out of his mouth. Ilya half pulled Shane along the sidewalk, making sure he wasn’t moving too fast.
Neither of them noticed Scott, who was getting into a dark car, but turned his head to watch them walk down the street together. He stared after them for a few seconds before getting in the car and driving off, answering a call as he did.
After what seemed like eternity, they reached the hotel, Shane finally realizing where they were and looking up at Ilya, attempted to pull back and walk unsupported. Ilya shook his head, pulling him back against his side, pressing a kiss to the top of Shane’s head as they walked, muttering to him in Russian.
“I’m not letting you go, solnyshko.”
Shane looked up at him, but said nothing, the fact that he’d never told Ilya that he spoke a decent bit of the language not even occurring to him.
He replied back in English, not to the actual comment, just saying, “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have grabbed you like….” his voice trailed off as embarrassment hit him. Ilya shook his head as he pushed the door open and walked them to the elevator.
“Stop. You will not apologize for touching me. Ever.”
Shane smiled at him as they got in the elevator. He was feeling quite languid as he leaned into Ilya’s side, feeling like he belonged there. His mind tried to tell him that he probably shouldn’t be doing this, but he managed to stamp that thought out, realizing he wanted Ilya, and maybe there was nothing wrong with that.
They reached the top floor where his suite was, Ilya walking out of the elevator, pulling Shane by the hand. He fumbled for the keycard, finally swiping it and pushing the hotel door open with his back as he pulled Shane in far enough that the door swung closed.
The second the door was closed, Ilya pushed Shane back against the closed door, one hand grabbing Shane’s chin and tilting his head up slightly. The other hand grabbed Shane’s hip, his fingers digging in, holding him tight. He didn’t wait for the other man to meet him halfway this time. His body pressed against Shane, his lips taking what he wanted. They started at the corner of Shane’s mouth, pressing tiny molten kisses, slowly moving down, Ilya’s tongue trailing down the side of Shane’s neck until he reached the spot where his neck meets shoulder, letting his teeth sink in gently, biting and sucking. 
Shane made a pitiful sound, his body bucking against Ilya’s slightly as his hands went around the broad shoulders, pulling him tighter, one going up to run through the curly caramel hair.
Ilya’s mouth let go of his neck, working his way back up, stopping to nuzzle just behind Shane’s ear, before finally finding his lips, nibbling lightly on his lower lip until he gasped, opening for Ilya. Their tongues met in a feverish exchange and Shane let out a soft noise, not quite a whimper, into Ilya’s mouth that seemed to go straight through his core and into his cock.
Impossibly hard, he nudged Shane’s thighs open slightly, his knee pushing between them, feeling him start to grind against Ilya’s leg.
Shane’s hands dropped to Ilya's waist, beginning to fumble with the buttons on his jeans, whispering into Ilya’s mouth, “please please please”. As he finally got the top button undone, Ilya pulled back just a bit, pleased to see the way Shane’s mouth chased after him.
“Yes solnyshko, I give you what you want.” He watched as Shane managed another button, then another, his fingers tracing over Shane’s cheeks, then his collarbone, then running down the side of his neck. Finally all the buttons were loosened, Ilya swearing in his head to never buy this type of jeans again.
Shane’s hand worked its way into Ilya’s pants, going beneath the boxers that were in the way and finally, finally wrapping around Ilya’s hardness. Ilya groaned a breathy, “Fuck yes, Shane.”
A sudden voice from behind Ilya made both of them freeze in place, Ilya’s hand going over Shane’s to stop it from moving.
“Ahhhh, wow. Oh God, this is bad, I’m so sorry boss.”
Shane tensed impossibly, his body trembling. Ilya wasn’t sure if it was with passion still or embarrassment or even fear perhaps. He brought his mouth close to Shane’s ear and whispered “I’m here solnyshko. It’s fine. I’m here. I’ve got you.”
He pulled Shane’s hand out of his pants, and slowly spun around, keeping his body in front of Shane’s, hiding his hardness, though he knew Marleau wasn’t stupid. His own pants were unbuttoned and slouching low on his hips, thankfully his boxers were still all the way up, but he knew his cock was straining against them.
His eyes met Cliff’s, murder in them, though in the tiny rational part of his brain, he knew it was his fault. He’d known Cliff was here and hadn’t even thought about it. Shane sucking on his finger had reduced him to a rutting animal, no coherent thought at the time other then getting to a room.
His breath was uneven as he glared at Cliff, who was refusing, probably wisely, to meet his eyes. Ilya walked sideways, pulling Shane behind him until the path to the door was free.
His voice was low, his accent much thicker than normal as he spit out the words, “OUT. Now.”
“Yep, I’ll just go, I’m so sorry. I didn’t see anything. I’m sorry. I’ll go now.” He grabbed the keys to the SUV and sidled past them to the door, his eyes trying to go anywhere but onto either of them. He finally made it, pulling the door open and nearly running into the hallway, throwing it closed behind him.
Ilya let out a breath he didn’t really realize he’d been holding and turned and pulled Shane into a tight embrace. “I’m so sorry Shane, I didn’t realize. I forgot he would be here.” He could feel Shane’s body heaving and he pulled back to look at him, ready to beg for forgiveness if he was that upset.
An incredulous look passed over Ilya’s face as he realized that at some point, Shane had gone from trembling to laughing. He poked him gently in the stomach. “You think that was funny, Hollander? Your hand was down my pants while we had someone staring at us! You like people to watch?!”
Shane actually hiccuped he was laughing so hard. “Oh my God Ilya. I was mortified. I really was. But then the look on your face. The look on his face. I just couldn’t. I’m sure I’ll be mortified again when I let it sink in, if I ever see him again. But he was so horrified. I think we probably just traumatized him for life.”
Ilya grinned at him, glad to see he wasn’t going to have to kill Marleau after all. Humming, he leaned over and gave Shane a slow, sweet kiss, his tongue dancing over Shane’s before pulling back. 
“Give me your coat.” He took both their coats and hung them up in the front closet before turning back. Shane had wandered into the living area and was looking around, before coming to a standstill, staring at the large table where they usually ate. 
Ok, so he was going to have to kill Marleau after all. Sitting on the table on top of a large cleaning cloth was Cliff’s partially unassembled Sig. He’d clearly been doing a deep clean when they came stumbling in. Which meant he was now out there without being armed. Ilya nearly groaned, but came up wrapping his arms around Shane, waiting to see if he said anything. He glanced around trying to see if anything else was out in the open, but thankfully saw nothing. The safe was closed, the black backpack zipped and under the desk.
Shane turned in his arms, giving him a questioning look, but not asking. If Shane had been anyone else, Ilya probably would have just let it go, but he didn’t feel that would be a wise decision in this case.
“Ahh, sorry. He’s licensed, it’s licensed. Don’t worry. I had some crazy guy stalking me for a while, so he carries usually, just in case.”
Shane just nodded and hummed slightly. “Mmm, it’s fine. It’s not my business. If it’s legal, then it’s all good. Not that I’m going to ask to see the license or anything. Don’t worry.”
Ilya leaned forward to pull him closer to the couch, but Shane put a hand on his chest, holding him still, looking embarrassed again. “Ilya, I haven’t. I mean. It’s been a really long time. I don’t exactly date much. And I don’t. I mean. I haven’t really done this much. At all.”
Ilya gave him a slow beautiful smile. “Oh Shane. We will go as slow as you want. Do as little or as much as you want. Understand? You tell me if we need to stop.”

Shane nodded, not meeting his eyes as he continued. “Yeah, ok. Thank you.” He hummed a little again, “mmmm, I’ve only… well, I’ve only actually had sex with a man once.” He rushed on, his cheeks turning the brightest shade of red that Ilya had seen yet. “I mean, I’ve hooked up, but it was just mouths and hands, only once otherwise. I’m sorry.” Ilya couldn’t take his eyes off Shane’s freckles, but at the apology, finally managed to look at him, tipping his chin up, making him meet Ilya’s eyes.
“You don’t apologize. I think I said this already. We do what you want, when you want it. Today we do not have sex. We will do other things. You will like, and if you do not, you say stop and we stop. Yes?”
Shane nodded and whispered “yes” while he stared into Ilya’s eyes, his hands slowly coming around to push the sides of Ilya’s shirt up. His hands went up and he let Shane slowly pull the shirt over his head. He returned the favor, letting his gaze drift over Shane’s muscles, licking his lips before pressing a kiss on Shane’s neck, where he’d left a tiny mark when he’d bitten him there earlier. The sight of the spot brought a low purr out of him and suddenly it was like they were never interrupted.
Shane’s hand was back in his pants, the other one pushing the jeans down, watching as they pooled at Ilya’s feet. He toed his shoes off and stepped out, managing to do it without dislodging Shane’s grip. Shane pushed his boxers down, freeing his cock which was already hard again. Although he wasn’t sure it had ever not been honestly. Shane gasped at seeing him, his fingers running almost reverently down the length of Ilya. He wrapped his fingers around him again, feeling his velvety smoothness and the veins that were pulsing. He stroked him gently and realized how long and thick he was. Immediately he wanted nothing more than to taste him, to feel that thickness in his mouth, resting on his tongue, hitting the back of his throat.
Ilya was holding his breath, Shane’s hand felt so good wrapped around him. Leaning forward, he took Shane’s mouth, worshipping his lips and tongue, moaning into him as Shane’s hand worked him slowly. Pulling back just a little, he unfastened Shane’s pants and pushed them down with his boxers in one movement, watching him step out of them. His eyes went to the beautiful cock that was hard in front of him, reaching out to touch him. Suddenly Shane pulled away, pushing Ilya backwards a step until he realized the couch was behind him and he half fell onto it. He then watched in amazement as Shane dropped to his knees in a graceful movement, nuzzling his face against Ilya’s cock while he held it. Kneeling between his legs, Shane looked up at Ilya, his eyelashes fluttering as he pressed his lips against his balls. His voice was barely audible as he asked, “Can I?”
Ilya's cock jerked at the question and he nodded wordlessly. His eyes nearly rolled back in his head as Shane gently pushed his foreskin back, and his hot breath brushed against the tip of him. He buried his hands in Shane’s hair as his tongue darted out to lap gently at the precum that was already collecting in Ilya’s slit. He didn’t move Shane, just held on for dear life as he suddenly felt a wet mouth suck him in and begin suckling gently, a hand wrapping around the base of his cock and stroking small gentle strokes as he sucked.  
“Ohh fuck Shane, yes, that’s it. Just like that.”
Shane, for his part, was in heaven. Ilya was thick and heavy in his mouth. His tongue ran around the tip of him, gently sucking and working him with his hand. He was so big, Shane wasn’t sure how much of him he could take, but he wanted all of him. He lapped at Ilya’s slit like a kitten, licking up the wetness that was dripping slowly. His other hand wrapped around Ilya’s thigh, his fingers digging in hard as he suddenly pulled in as much of Ilya as he could, Ilya bucking unexpectedly, gagging him as he took more than he was ready for, his eyes watering. He held still for a long second, adjusting, getting used to the weight in his mouth.
Ilya hadn’t taken his eyes off of Shane since his mouth touched him. The moment he sucked him in almost all the way, his hips flexed forward involuntarily and he felt Shane choke around him. His hands came off his head, his thumb gently wiping across Shane’s cheeks. Feeling the wetness there, he pulled back, Shane humming his displeasure, the vibration nearly causing Ilya to push forward again. Forcing his hands to Shane’s head, he made him hold still while he asked, his breath coming harshly, “Still ok? I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to push.”
Shane nodded, but Ilya pulled him off, the slurping sound it made nearly pushing him over the edge. “Words please. Still ok?”
Shane nodded again, but managed a small, “still ok. I want it, let me.”
Before Ilya could answer, his hardness was sucked into Shane’s waiting mouth again, farther than before. Shane moved on him, his cheeks hollowing a little and he hummed again as he bobbed his head back and forth, the hand that had been holding onto Ilya’s thigh coming up to cup his heavy balls and fondle them gently.
“Fuuuuck Shane, you’re so good for me. Don’t stop baby.”
Shane felt something loosen inside him at the praise, his own cock growing impossibly harder, leaking and dripping down the length of him. He was losing himself in his own head as he realized he wanted to hear Ilya call him good again. He wanted to be good for him. He toyed with Ilya, running his tongue up and down the length of him, slowly, teasing, his hand gently working Ilya’s balls. With no warning, he opened his mouth wider, his lips gliding along, impossibly stretched as he pulled the entire length of Ilya in. He gagged again, but kept going, his head moving faster as he could feel Ilya trying not to jerk, his hands getting impossibly tight in Shane’s hair.
“Shane, oh god yes. Shane, kotik I’m going to come. You’re so good to me, oh..” he tried to pull Shane off, not sure that he was ready for that, but Shane wouldn’t move, sucking him harder, humming around him, his hand working the very base of him again, squeezing gently.
“Fuuuuckk.” His English turned to Russian without him actually realizing it, “Shane fucking fuck. You take me so good, you’re such a good boy, oh you’re going to kill me Shane.”
His stomach tightened, his hands held Shane’s head still while he bucked into his mouth, while his back arched up off the couch as his orgasm exploded from him, spurting into Shane’s mouth. Shane jerked once but sucked and swallowed every thick, warm drop that he gave him into the back of his throat. He finally pulled off Ilya, his lips impossibly red, spit and drool covering his lips and chin, his eyes wet and looking unfocused as they looked up at Ilya.
Ilya groaned and reached down, pulling Shane up onto his lap in one smooth motion, somehow ignoring the fact that Shane was not exactly a small man. He pulled Shane to face him, one leg on either side of Ilya straddling him. Ilya’s hand immediately wrapped around Shane’s cock between them and stroked him firmly, while his mouth captured Shane’s, kissing him deep, tasting himself on Shane’s tongue. He sucked gently, pulling any last remnant of come from his mouth.
Shane was panting, his hips jerking into Ilya’s hand. “Ilya, I’m not, I can’t, I’m going to come, so fast, please Ilya.”
Ilya leaned into him, his tongue licking Shane’s neck just under his ear and cooed at him “Yes, come. Come for me now my good, pretty boy.” He was rewarded when Shane’s head jerked back, his cock jerking in Ilya’s hand as he came. So hard. Ropes and ropes of thick, hot, white wetness spilling out onto Ilya’s hand and shooting up onto his stomach. Ilya's mouth jerked forward onto that exposed neck, sucking gently as he held Shane as he came, finally pulling back a bit when the other man had stopped trembling.
Shane’s head finally tilted down and Ilya watched him, eyes hooded. He’d felt Shane’s reaction to calling him a good boy and it had turned him on so much. It also made him very very curious. Dragging his finger through Shane’s come that covered his stomach, he held the finger up in front of Shane’s mouth. His voice quiet, but serious he said one word. “Lick”
His cock jerked when Shane didn’t even hesitate. Just opened his mouth and licked himself off of Ilya’s finger, gently pulling the finger into his mouth to make sure it was completely clean. 
Ilya's voice was hoarse as he whispered, "Fuck Shane. You are so good for me." He closed his eyes and pulled Shane close, kissing him deeply, tasting them both while rubbing one hand along Shane’s back, the other rubbing one of his thighs gently. The man collapsed onto Ilya’s chest, ignoring the mess between them, his mouth going down to nuzzle gently against Ilya’s neck, his heavy breathing finally slowly.
“Holy shit.”
Ilya chuckled, “Good yes? You like?”
He nodded and Ilya pulled back just a bit. “Words please.”
“Yes. I liked. So much. It was so much better then..” He stopped, embarrassed about his lack of experience again. Almost shyly he asked, putting his face back against Ilya’s neck. “It was ok? For you?”
Ilya chuckled, “Oh yes kotik. You were so good.” Switching to Russian, he murmured against the top of Shane’s head, “I may not ever let you go.”
They sat there cuddling for a while until Ilya felt Shane start to get restless. He sat up and looked down at the come drying on both their skin and wrinkled his nose. Ilya’s breath caught as those freckles moved and scrunched.
“Can we shower?”
“Of course kotik.”
Ilya put his hands under Shane’s thighs and with one swift exhalation of breath, stood smoothly, lifting Shane with him, walking to the bathroom. He gently sat Shane on the counter and turned to start the shower. He gathered washcloths and towels, setting them on the counter next to Shane. Checking the water, he nodded to himself when it was where he wanted it. Turning around, he helped Shane off his perch and guided him into the shower, following him.
Shane reached for a cloth and Ilya shook his head. “No. I do it for you. Hold still.”
“Ilya, I can wash myself, you don’t have to.”
“Shane. I want to do this. Let me.”
The other man nodded finally and Ilya got busy lathering up soap onto the washcloth. He started on the back of Shane, washing his strong shoulders and back first. Lifting each arm, the cloth gliding gently across his sensitive skin, he cleaned them thoroughly. Ilya took one of his hands and kissed the palm before washing it, then moving to the other. He washed the back of Shane’s thighs, pushing him slightly against the wall, moving the cloth slowly across the firm ass that he’d been dying to bite since that night at the bar. He settled for pressing soft kisses along Shane’s spine for now, turning him gently to face him. He scrubbed the drying come off his chest and stomach, following the cloth with even more kisses as the warm water fell on them both. Settling down onto his knees, he took special attention to Shane’s cock, his balls, between his legs, his thick thighs, all the way down to his feet. 
“I will do your hair soon.”
Setting the washcloth on the tile shower floor, he leaned forward, his nose against Shane’s soft cock. Inhaling deeply, smelling the soap, and the warm musky scent that was all Shane. He opened his mouth, and lifting Shane’s cock with one hand, slid it into his mouth, swallowing him all.
Shane put a hand in his hair and protested. “Ilya, I can’t. There’s no way.”
Ilya hummed gently, feeling him growing bigger in his mouth. Pulling off he smirked up at Shane’s surprised face. “Oh I think you can Shane. I think you will. Let me take care of you. Be a good boy for me.”
He immediately pulled Shane into his mouth again suckling and teasing, his hands cupping his balls before running up and down his thighs. Though he had no intention of going any further today, he let one finger trail gently along Shane’s rim, not pushing, just touching gently, smiling around the cock that was suddenly filling his mouth. His hand drifted up the flat plane of Shane' stomach, toying with his nipple before spreading his hand and grabbing a handful of his firmly muscled tit. He hollowed his cheeks and let Shane guide the pace, his hands in Ilya’s hair. It didn’t take long before he could feel Shane tense up and he intensified his touches, his hand going back down to fondle and squeeze Shane’s balls.
“Ilya, I’m gonna… “ He didn’t get the rest of the words out before Ilya was swallowing him down, looking up at him through the steam and the water. He suckled Shane dry and finally pulled back, picking up the cloth.
“Ok?”
Shane nodded and Ilya arched an eyebrow at him. “Yes. More than ok.”
Ilya smiled softly and washed him again. Standing slowly, he washed Shane’s hair, his fingers massaging gently, until he finally let him rinse. Slapping his ass, the sound loud in the silence, he gently pushed him towards the shower door.
“Go dry off. I have sweats and t-shirts in the top drawer if you want clean clothes. We can have nap if you want? Unless you have to be somewhere?”
Ilya held his breath waiting for the answer that took awhile to come. Shane finally shook his head, “No. A nap would be good.”
Ilya washed off quickly, drying off and walking naked into the bedroom. Shane was lying on the bed, in some of Ilya’s clothes which were just a little too big. His eyes were closed, and Ilya felt a tightening in his chest when he looked at him wearing his clothes. He walked to the dresser and got his own pair of sweats, pulling them on, but not grabbing a shirt. When he turned around, Shane’s eyes were open and watching him. Ilya climbed on the bed and took him in his arms, tucking the other man’s head under his chin and against his neck. “Ok? Nap now?” He felt Shane nod and was too comfortable to pull back and insist on an actual answer.
He laid there listening to Shane breath, hearing as it changed from a shallow even breath to a much deeper one. Smiling against his hair, he let his eyes close and he drifted off.
His eyes flew open when he heard a door close. He felt an arm over his waist and his legs were tangled with Shane’s. He heard movement in the other room and sighed as he realized he hadn’t texted Cliff with any sort of directions on when he could come back. Moving slowly and gently, he extricated himself from the tangle of limbs, standing and smiling as he looked down at the sight in his bed.
He walked to the door that they’d left open and went into the living area, gently pushing the door most of the way closed. Cliff was at the table, putting the gun back together, a large bag of what he assumed, by the smells coming out, was food on the floor next to him. The taller man glanced up at Ilya and shrugged sheepishly.
“Sorry man. I didn’t know. You didn’t tell me you were bringing him back here. You walked in and were practically fucking him against the door and I didn’t know what to do.”
Ilya raised an eyebrow at him, keeping his expression flat, content to just let him babble on and dig himself deeper.
“Then you said get out and I got out and then I realized I left the gun on the table, and I didn’t know if I should come back, but I figured that would be an even worse idea, so I just kept going and hoped maybe he wouldn’t notice.”
He said all of that in one long rambling breath and he inhaled sharply after.
“Anyway, is he still here? I got food. Even something healthy for him.”
Ilya scowled at him, ignoring everything except the food comment, “How do you know what he eats?”
Cliff looked up but wouldn’t actually meet his eyes, a look on his face that Ilya couldn’t quite figure out. “I asked his girlfriend. EX. His ex-girlfriend. From the gala? She gave me her number that night and I thought I would check with her. Peace offering. Dinner. It was quite the conversation.”
Ilya couldn’t keep a straight face at that, letting out a laugh. “Of course you did. Why wouldn’t you have.” He turned around as Cliff’s gaze went behind him and he nodded at something behind him. Shane was standing in the door of the room, looking uncertain if he should come any further or not.
Holding his hand out, he motioned Shane to come to him. “Come here kotik. How was nap.”
Shane hesitated only a second before walking forward and taking his hand, letting himself be pulled up against Ilya, his face turning up automatically as Ilya leaned over and kissed him gently.”
“It was good, thank you. Why do you keep calling me that?”
Ilya grinned and wondered if he would have a fight on his hands. It didn’t sink in that Shane hadn’t asked what it meant, just why he was calling him the word. “Because you look like a kitten when you scrunch up your nose all cute.” He wasn’t about to tell him the other reason was because he licked at Ilya like a little kitten chasing cream.
Shane groaned and pulled away, his hand slapping at Ilya’s when he attempted to pull him back. His voice was petulant and his nose crinkled as he responded, “No, I don’t.”
Ilya resisted pointing out that he was doing it right then.
Shane looked up at Cliff finally, his cheeks pinking as he apologized. “I’m sorry that you had to leave like that. I’m sorry that you had to see that. I shouldn’t have”
He didn’t get to finish what he was going to say as Ilya interrupted him. “Nope, don’t apologize to him, kotik. He doesn’t deserve it. Trust me. But he has apologized to us by bringing us dinner. Sit.”
Ilya’s eyes lit up as he watched Shane just automatically move to a chair and sit down without even thinking. He really is going to be the death of me.
Shane had been watching him though and his eyes narrowed as he thought about the reason for the gleeful look on Ilya’s face. Not wanting to admit to himself or Ilya that he liked doing what Ilya wanted, he tossed out a defiant, “I just want you to know I’m only sitting because I’m tired. Not because you told me to.” He blushed again as he thought about what he’d just said in front of Cliff.
Ilya glanced up, his lips curving up in a delicious smile that made Shane’s stomach flip. “Ok.”
Cliff studiously ignored them and began pulling out food. He set containers in front of all of them, getting up to hand out drinks. “I didn’t know what you drink Shane. We’ve got Coke, beer, vodka and water.”
“Water is fine, thank you.”
“Ginger ale Marleau. He drinks ginger ale.” Ilya pulled the lid off his container and sighed happily as he saw pasta in a creamy sauce with bits of bacon on top.
“Oh, is that why you bought that for the apartment?” He watched as Ilya threw him another death glare and Shane looked up at him oddly.
“No Marleau. I bought it because I wanted it. My stomach was upset. You should stop talking.”
Shane looked between them, unsure if they were joking or not. Deciding to let it go, he opened the container in front of him and was pleasantly surprised to see salmon, brown rice and some vegetables. “How did you know what I like?”
Ilya had just stuffed an absurd amount of pasta in his mouth so he just shook his head at Cliff.
“Just a guess. You look like a guy who eats healthy. Unlike this one.” he pointed his fork at Ilya. Cliff’s meal was somewhat between the two. He had a steak, but he also had a large portion of green vegetables with it.
Shane shook his head and smiled, taking a bite of the salmon, finding it surprisingly good. “This is great, thank you Cliff.” He took a drink of water and glanced at Ilya’s face, frowning a little at the sight again. “So Ilya said he got mugged the other night, I can’t imagine someone picking a fight with him.”
Cliff frowned and glanced at Shane, “Mugged?”
Ilya started coughing and choking, finally managing to swallow the food in his mouth. “Yes Marleau. When I went out to get vodka because you forgot to pick it up for me.” He pointed at his face. “Mugged. Lost my watch, my money, made me have ugly colors on my face.”
Cliff started nodding, “Right. I forgot, sorry. I mean you’re just so ugly anyway, the bruises fit right in. Anyway, yeah, I forgot to get vodka, so he decided to walk down in the dark alone. I told him not to, but he never listens to anyone.”
Shane smiled, “I bet.”
They ate and chatted, Shane asking Cliff questions that he tried his best to answer without saying something that Ilya would kill him for later. When they were finished and the trash cleaned up, it was early evening.
Cliff sat on a chair flipping through channels on the tv. Shane was sitting next to Ilya on the couch, leaning against him, letting Ilya play with his hair. He was surprised at how relaxed he was, he normally would be fidgeting and uptight if anyone was trying to touch him in a casual way like that. He also hadn’t felt this relaxed with another man before, he wasn’t quite sure what to think about it. Glancing at his phone and seeing the time, he sighed.
“I should go.”
Ilya shook his head, “No.”
Shane snorted. “You can’t tell me no.”
“I just did. No.”
Cliff glanced up, trying to gauge if this was play or was about to turn serious. Somehow he wouldn’t put it past Ilya to kidnap the man.
Shane leaned up and kissed Ilya’s neck. “I can’t stay. I have work tomorrow. I can’t believe I skipped out for the whole afternoon. We had that case today and I need to get busy with it.”
Ilya glanced at Cliff before answering carefully. “Oh yeah. The building across from the cafe. Where all the FBI were at today.”
Cliff’s eyes snapped to him, widening, before slowly going to Shane’s.
“Yeah. I promised Scott I would help with it.”
Ilya’s gaze stayed on Cliff as he asked, “What happened? Someone died?”
Nodding absently, Shane was tapping buttons on his phone. “Yeah. No big deal. Just another murder, lots of those in New York right? But I’m not busy right now, so they asked me to help.” His thumb went to his mouth, chewing on the cuticle.
Ilya didn’t love the tiny hitch of breath that Shane had and definitely didn’t like the chewing on his finger. Nervous tics were never for nothing.
“Ah, right. Well stay here anyway, I can take you to work tomorrow.” He reached over and pulled Shane’s hand away from his mouth.
Shane smiled, “I really can’t. I have to run with Hayden in the morning, and,” he held up his phone showing Ilya an app, “I already ordered a car.”
Ilya shook his head, both things Shane had just said, making him unhappy. “Shane no. I will take you home. Cancel the car.”
“Can’t, already paid. Besides, I don’t want you to have to get out. It’s fine, really.”
His phone dinged softly and he held it up. “Look, it’s here already. Ummm, I’ll wash these and bring them back? Or you can pick them up. If you want.” His voice got shy again, realizing that he had no idea what Ilya thought about their day. Maybe this was a one time thing for him, and he had no plans to see Shane again. He stood up, Ilya standing up just as quickly, following him to the bedroom. He watched Shane pick up the clothes he’d had on earlier, having folded them at some point and putting them on a chair. He followed closely again as Shane chuckled at him and walked back into the living area. 
“Thanks for dinner Cliff. I’m sorry we kicked you out. I’ll try to be more considerate next time. Well. If there is a next time. Anyway, thanks again. Try not to let Ilya get mugged again.”
“Good to see you again Shane. I’ll give it my best shot.”
Ilya had still not spoken, but followed Shane to the door and opened it for him, pushing him out into the hall before closing it. He looked down at Shane and frowned. “Stay.”
Shane laughed again even as he felt that tug inside of him. “I can’t. Stop it.” He leaned up and kissed Ilya softly. “I had a really nice time today. Thank you.”
“Why are you thanking me? ‘Cuz I make you come twice? You were so easy for me, such a good boy.” His voice was low and growly.
Shane took a deep breath, ignoring what that voice did, and was doing to him. He tried to ignore the way his cock was twitching. Swallowing hard, his voice very quiet, “Yes. To all of that. But mostly because you were so patient with me. You made it good for me.”
Ilya literally pouted, those cupid lips pursing together in the most beautiful heart shape Shane had ever seen. He wanted to drop to his knees again right there in the hallway. “I mean it, Ilya.”
Ilya leaned over and licked Shane’s cheek.
“Oh my god, gross Ilya, you are such an asshole.”
Ilya cackled. “You like it.” He leaned over again, his tongue out, waiting to see if Shane would pull away this time. His grin deepened as he did not. Ilya didn’t lick him though. He pressed his lips against him and gave him the dirtiest kiss he could. He poured all his longing and thoughts and what he wanted to do to Shane into that kiss, feeling Shane melt against him. Then he whispered to him, “I’ll make it good for you next time too. When you beg me to fuck you.”
Shane’s lips were wet, his eyes were moist and not totally focused. He blinked slowly at Ilya and nodded. Ilya narrowed his eyes and decided maybe he should walk him down to the car. They got on the elevator and Shane wobbled slightly, leaning into Ilya. “Are you alright kotik? Do you need me to ride with you to get you into your apartment? You seem a little distracted.”
Shane shook his head.
“Words Shane. I will go with you unless I know you are ok.”
Taking a deep breath to center himself, he stood up straighter and smiled, his eyes still a little bright. “I’m good. Promise.”
Ilya watched him until the elevator doors opened and then nodded. Walking him outside, he held the door open, and waited for Shane to get situated. Leaning in he gave him one last quick kiss on the lips, nibbling on his lower lip just long enough for Shane to squirm.
“Goodnight kotik.”
He watched the car drive away, stayed until he couldn’t see it any longer before finally going back inside.
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  Ilya walked back into the hotel, pouring himself a vodka and sinking down onto the couch. Cliff had settled on an action movie, things were blowing up left and right. He could feel the questions swirling in the air. Taking a drink, he looked up, “Speak.”
Cliff didn’t even try to pretend. “What the fuck Ilya, I’m not a mind reader. I left the gun because you came in here out of the blue, climbing all over him and then telling me to get out. Then I nearly fumble because I don’t know that you got mugged? I need a heads up before I fuck something up on accident. Something that matters.”
Nodding once, he replied, “I know. I’m sorry. Only time I say it, so remember it.” Ilya smirked, the smile slowly fading away after.
“I didn’t know I was bringing him here. It was not my intention when I went to lunch. Nor was it my intention to tell him I got mugged, but I sort of forgot I looked like this and had nothing to tell him when he asked.”
“How’d that lunch thing come about anyway?”
Ilya drank more vodka, staring at the tv while he spoke. “The call I got at Alexei’s? It was him. He left a message asking me to dinner. I didn’t see message until today. Called him back. He was working, said he was about to have lunch, so I invited myself and he said yes. Then one thing led to another and here we were. With pervert bodyguard watching us.”
Cliff scoffed and threw a throw pillow at him, nearly hitting his vodka. “Perverted. You’re the one literally climbing him against the door. Although it was kinda hot.”
The glare Ilya threw him could have knocked buildings over.
“Kidding. I was kidding. Calm down, your FBI boy is safe from me. Speaking of, they were there, that’s what he was working?”
Ilya nodded. “Yes. They were at our crime scene. My crime scene. Shane was there. Working.”
Cliff stared at him, watching the emotions flit over Ilya’s face. Swallowing, he worked up his nerve to ask it. “So, this thing with you and him. You think that’s a good idea? He’s literally working the case of a guy you killed.”
Ilya swallowed the rest of the vodka, pouring more as he stared into the glass. His voice was quiet as he shook his head. “I didn’t kill him. Alexei pulled the trigger. Not that it matters. Same difference, I was there, let it happen.”
Cliff's eyebrows went up in surprise. “Fuck Ilya. That’s worse isn’t it? Why didn’t you just do it? I know you don’t want to anymore, but isn’t that going to make things worse in Russia?”
His voice getting more and more flat as he felt himself grow cold inside, Ilya nodded. “Yes. It will. I would have done it, since I couldn’t do things my way. But Alexei was there and he wouldn’t let me. He wanted to cause problem and he did. I will have to deal with it eventually.”
Cliff left that alone and circled back to his original question. “And Shane? How do you and he fit together in this? I can see two problems, not sure which is worse. Alexei threatened people close to you, do you really want to drag him into that? And he’s literally investigating a case that you were involved in Ilya. Neither of those scenarios are good.”
Frustration bled into his voice as it rose, “I know. But I don’t know. I don’t know. There is nothing to link me to the case. Nothing. We were careful and it wasn’t even my gun. I would kill Alexei before I let him touch Shane. Or Sveta, or even you. I will deal with Russia at some point. That’s all I know right now. I do not want to talk about it.”
Cliff nodded and sat back, turning back to the tv. “Ok, It’s ok. I know you’ll figure it out. You just tell me what to do and I got you.”
Ilya sat there for a while, his eyes finally going to the backpack under the desk. “We need to destroy the passport and ID’s, get rid of the bank account, anything that we set up for him. It needs to disappear. He’s dead, won’t need any of it now.”
“I’m on it. I’ll take care of it.”
Ilya spent some time thinking, his mind running through logical scenarios. Thinking about the casing that he had thrown back on the floor. Finally he got up and grabbed the laptop from his room, coming back with it. He logged on and spent some time setting up a new account overseas in a very private bank. He waited for the call to verify the account and when his phone rang answered in Russian, “Da. Da. That is good. I will be making a transfer today please. Alexei. Alexei Rozanov. Yes. It’s 894-526-354-07. Yes. Thank you.”
Hanging up, he went back to the computer and pulled up the account that had been empty until a few days ago. Looking at it, he picked up his phone and made another call. “Pyotr. It’s me. Yes. I need you to do a transfer for me. Yes. I need it to bounce around to several accounts a bit, and not be traceable back to the original account. You can do, yes? Good.” He rattled off account numbers and the amount. "Take 10%. Yes. Today please.”
He watched his account and nodded as the page suddenly updated and the amount showed zero again. Closing the laptop, he drank more, relishing the warm burn as it sank into his stomach. 
Cliff was watching him, “Did you just transfer $500k and give someone 10% of it? $500k Ilya? Is that what you got paid for this job? Jesus, people are stupid. Don’t they know you can go on the darkweb and find guns for hire for like 20k.”
Ilya laughed. “Yes and what do they get when they pay someone 20k. Nothing. Jail sentence most likely. I am worth premium. In and out. No evidence, sometimes no bodies. Like a ghost.”
Cliff just shook his head in disbelief. “I need a raise.”
Ilya put his feet up on the coffee table, finishing his drink. “I will give you a raise when you stop telling me about how hot it was when I climbed Shane against the door.” He grinned and waved his hand around the room. “How you think we afford all this? I worked a lot first few years. Too much. Price went up every time. I only take big jobs, not little dark web jobs. Big jobs for governments. For countries. Big jobs that pay big money. Not man who is mad his wife cheated. Now I have a company that just makes more money. Sveta does a good job with it, so that I do not have to take as many jobs.”
Cliff was watching him carefully. This was not first time Ilya had been open with him. He knew what Ilya did, most of it anyway. It had started off years ago as just a job, light bodyguard work, someone to watch his back. Which he found amusing since Ilya was more deadly than Cliff ever would be. But over the years, it had evolved. Cliff didn’t even really think of it as a job now. They were friends. He hoped.
“I guess I just didn’t understand. Not fully at least.”
Ilya shrugged, “My father sent me to school when I was 12. I learned how to shoot. How to fight, how to do a lot of things.” He took another drink. “When I was 16, I moved from school to training camp in Dagestan. Special military. Spetsnaz. They taught me more. I learned,” he hesitated as he remembered back, “I learned not nice things. How to do not nice things to people. In many ways. I think because I didn’t care, no, not that. I was angry. I was angry at my brother, I was angry at my father.” His voice dropped to a whisper, his fingers fiddling with her crucifix around his neck.  “I was angry at my mother. For leaving me.”
He gave up on the glass of vodka and took a swig straight from the bottle. “I was so angry. So I learned. I learned good. I was the best. I am the best. I am who they call when they have big problem. So they pay me big money. And now. Now when I am tired and want to stop, they do not want that. Alexei called me their toy. They think they own me. Maybe they do.” He shrugged, clearly bothered. "I tell you this before, but I do not like to talk about it. You know that."
“So what’s up with the transfer then? Just moving the money?” He refused to ask why he used Alexei’s name.
Ilya nodded. “Yes. that’s all. Just moving. Making insurance policy.” He didn’t elaborate as his voice trailed off and he took another drink. He slowly realized his shitty mood was because he felt out of control. The job hadn’t gone how he wanted, Alexei and Russia were breathing down his neck and Shane hadn’t stayed. “Fuck this. I will not sit here and feel bad. I just had great sex. I am young, I am rich, I am very fucking hot. And I have an ok looking friend. Let’s go get drunk. Find us a club, a loud one. I want to hear nothing in my head.”
“Ew, leave your sex out of it. It’s bad enough I had to see some of it. Also, I’m almost as hot as you.”
“In your dreams Marleau.”
Cliff watched him walk off into the bedroom to change he assumed. He took a deep breath before standing and going to put on something a little nicer. Ilya came out in black leather pants that looked painted on, his muscles clearly defined under the leather. He had on a black sheer mesh shirt that left nothing to imagination. His huge shoulders, arms, chest, clear line of dark curly hair disappearing into his pants. His gold necklace sparkled under the shirt and his hair was slicked back. He looked like walking sex.
They went to 1 Oak, Ilya’s flash of a black card enough to get them in the door and ushered to a VIP table. He laughed at Cliff’s look and leaned close so he could hear him over the music. “Hot and rich Marleau. That’s all it takes.”
Cliff stayed at their table sipping a drink slowly as he watched Ilya slowly take over the club. His charm was turned on high and he drank and danced and laughed and flirted. Men, women, he didn’t care. He also watched him drink. Much more than normal. Ilya could drink vodka all night like it was water on most days and be perfectly fine, but he drank so much that Cliff was actually becoming concerned.
Ilya danced and danced, girls grinding on him, men pressing up against him, the vodka and music helping drown out the noise in his head. At one point, he came back to where Cliff was sipping a drink, dragging two women with him. He plopped down and pointed to Cliff. “Girls, this is Marleau. Marleau, this is… girls. Have fun.” Immediately off again, his body swaying to the music, more women surrounding him.
The women that he’d left behind looked a little insulted, but once they looked Cliff over, decided maybe this wasn’t so bad. He chuckled and bought them drinks, making it clear he was not interested in company though. Not tonight. Not when his boss was going to pass out on the floor before long. Cliff was a little surprised though, that no matter how many people he danced with, holding them close, his leg between them or his body pressed tight against someone else, he didn’t let it go any farther. Usually when Ilya was in the mood he was, he would bring someone home, sometimes multiple someone’s. So when Ilya finally dropped into the booth again, his eyes wild and glassy, his curls sweaty and no longer slicked back, a fine sheen over his face and neck, Cliff leaned over and told him, “Time to go boss. You’re about to pass out. They’re closing soon anyway. You bringing anyone with you?”
Ilya reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone, nearly laying in the booth at this point. He held the phone over him and pursed his lips into a pout. He pushed a button and then fumbled with the phone for a moment, tapping buttons slowly. At one point, he literally dropped the phone and it fell onto his face, causing a cackle of laughter to escape as he picked it up again, still tapping slowly.  “Phone tried to kill me Cliff. Shoot it.” Once he was done with the phone, he dropped it on his chest.
“Is my kotik here? I will take him home. KOOOOTIKKKK, Lessss go home.” he yelled the words in a sing songy voice.
Cliff’s eyebrows rose and he sighed. “You’re so fucking lucky I like you Ilya. He’s not here, let’s go.” He grabbed the phone, shoving it in Ilya’s pocket and then pulled him up, not an easy task. He looped one of Ilya’s arms over his shoulder as he propped him up, his arms half holding the man up. “Let’s go.”
Ilya giggled and Cliff nearly dropped him, having never heard that sound come out of Ilya’s mouth. “Goooooodbye girls, none of you are as pretty as my freckle boy, so you cannot come home.”
“Oh for fuck’s sake, we’re never going out again. And never ever tell me you’re not down bad.”
Cliff managed to wrangle him out to the car, shoving him in the backseat, where he promptly fell over, his head hitting the leather seat as he giggled more. Cliff drove them to the apartment since it was closer and somehow managed to get Ilya in the building and up the elevator. He half carried him into the master bedroom, shoving him down on the bed and pulling his shoes off. He brought a bottle of water, leaving it on the nightstand and went out of the room laughing as Ilya called after him.
“Goooooodnight Marlyyyy. Can you bring my kitten to me please.”
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  Shane made it upstairs and immediately sunk down onto his couch. He fell over sideways, grabbing one of the cushions and held it over his face. Biting the pillow at one point so that he didn’t scream into it. He finally threw the pillow across the room and stood. Heading towards the bedroom, he glanced at the pillow on the floor before sighing and going to put it back where it belonged.
He undressed and climbed into bed, staring at the ceiling. “Holy shit.” He couldn’t believe how good he felt. How relaxed. He couldn’t remember ever feeling like this. Ever. “What the fuck is wrong with me?” A hysterical laugh broke his lips, and his hand clapped over his mouth. Which then turned into his finger running over his own lips, remembering the feeling of Ilya nibbling on his lower lip. 
“Fuck me.” He remembered Ilya telling him that he’d make him beg to be fucked and a delicious quiver ran through his entire body. “For fucks sake, Shane, get a grip.”
Rolling over, he grabbed the extra pillow and threw it over his head again. He lay there so long trying to not think about Ilya, that he eventually fell asleep.
He jerked awake when his alarm went off. He stared foggily at the clock. Rubbing his eyes, he looked around and realized yes, it was 5am and no, he hadn’t woken up his customary few minutes early. He couldn’t remember the last time that had happened. He hadn’t slept that good in, well, he couldn’t really remember when.
Getting up and going into the bathroom, he proceeded to get ready for his run with Hayden. Assuming Hayden was still coming. He realized he hadn’t checked his phone since he’d left Ilya’s hotel, an extremely unusual thing for him.
Making his smoothie, he carried it into the bedroom to grab his phone off the table, where he had at least remembered to plug it in last night. He keyed his pin in and saw no notifications from Hayden, but there was one from Ilya. He opened it, expecting to see a question about if he got home alright, or when could he get his clothes, something like that. 
When the picture loaded, he was glad his bed was there as he slowly sunk down onto it without meaning to. It was a selfie, but Shane wasn’t sure where it was taken. Ilya seemed to be lying down, holding the phone above him. It looked like some kind of booth, a very luxurious one if the fabric in the background was any indication. The lights were dim, but also seemed to be reflecting something sparkly, flashing lights maybe? But Ilya. Ilya was there, his mouth pouting, his lips a deep red in a perfect heart. His cheeks were flushed, even through the bruises and slightly hollowed in. His beautiful curls were damp and tousled over his forehead and neck. There was a very light sheen of sweat beaded on his neck and face. And his shirt. It was sinful. It was sheer and black. Shane wasn’t sure what the material was. With him holding the phone above him, it was flexing his shoulders, his pecs, nipples peeking through. His gold necklace was faintly visible. The moles on his chest, dark spots begging to be kissed. His eyes were somehow glassy and smoldering at the same time, Shane wasn’t sure how that was even possible. He thought he might be hyperventilating over a picture. He closed his mouth when he realized it was open, and wiped his lips when he felt like he might have actually drooled.
Finally tearing his eyes away from the picture, he looked at the message attached and frowned slightly. Ilya hadn’t texted him before, but somehow Shane was pretty sure he knew how to write in English, but this message, it was something else. 
Ilya: Shn 
Ilya: Shan Shne fck
Ilya: Kotttik
Ilya: Wher r yu    Les go homd
Ilya: Thers no g  Grl  girl  Lik my prty boy
Ilya: I ned yu 2 cm  com
Ilya: cum? Plese’
Staring at it for a long time, he finally decided on ‘Shane, fuck, kotik, where are you, let’s go home. There’s no girl (lick? like?) my (party? pretty?) boy. I need you to (come? cum?) Please.
He couldn’t even imagine Ilya texting this. He’d never even seen him flustered, other than maybe when Shane had his lips wrapped around him. Looking back up at the picture, he decided he must have been drunk or possibly on something else. Which was hard to imagine also. Ilya drank vodka like it was the only liquid available and Shane had never seen him even slightly off balance.
A loud banging startled him and he realized someone was knocking on his door. He hit save on the photo before standing. Taking his phone and untouched smoothie with him, he went and opened the door. Hayden stood there looking concerned. “We running today?”
“Oh my god, Hayden. Am I late?” He glanced at the clock on the phone and winced. “I am. Sorry. I got distracted. One sec, we can go.”
Chewing his lower lip without realizing it, he texted Ilya back. “Wow. wow. That’s a delicious look Mr. Rozanov. I wish I had seen it in person.” He decided to not even mention the garbled text part of the message. Knowing his cheeks were slightly pink, he shoved the phone in his pocket and looked up. Putting the smoothie down on the island, he walked to the door.
“Ready, sorry again Hayd.”
Hayden was very quiet in the beginning part of their run. Normally he’d be chattering away about Jackie, one of the kids, something dumb that Scott had said. But for the first several minutes there was nothing.
Shane finally glanced at him and asked, “Hayden? What’s up with you? Did I do something?”
Hayden stopped running and stared at him. “Did you do something? Did you do something? Your project is some huge hit man thing that you think might be our Polaroid Killer and you never fucking mentioned it Shane. So yeah, maybe you did something.” He took off again at a slow jog.
Shane’s mouth dropped open, but he followed his friend, catching up quickly. “Hayden, I’m sorry man. You know I can’t talk about my stuff. I know we’re friends, but I’m sure there’s cases that you’re not allowed to share with me? It’s not personal. And I don’t know if it’s the same person. But now, after this one, I think it’s highly likely.”
Hayden sighed and looked over at him. “I know. I’m sorry. It just took me by surprise. I’ve bitched about that case to you so many times and you never even gave a hint you might be looking at it also. It’s a little scary Shane.”
He smirked at Hayden, “Yeah, well, I learned to lie from the best Hayd. How many times have you told Jackie that you were running errands while you came over to watch hockey instead?”
“Shut up weirdo. Anyway, sorry I snapped. It’s just gonna be a tense few days now, and I’m not looking forward to the extra hours.” With a hopeful look on his face, “So you’ve had cases overseas with a polaroid?”
Shane gave him a look. “Hayden.”
“Kidding. Sort of. I mean I want to know, but I know you can’t share. Sorry. Sort of.”
Shane snorted and they fell back into their easy chatting after that. Once they were back and Hayden had left, Shane dumped the now warm smoothie and washed the glass, grabbing a protein bar instead. He stretched, did his yoga and went to shower, not lingering although the thought of Ilya’s picture nearly side tracked him.
Walking into the office, he headed straight towards Scott’s personal conference room. Scott, Hayden and several other people were spread out across the room. Scott nodded at him as he came in and sat at one of the empty seats.
Scott straightened and began talking, “Alright people, this is what we have.” A picture of a very much alive Alain Coste showed up on the screen, it looked like he was walking on a street in Paris. “Alain Coste, age 47. Arms dealer, mostly small caliber. Deceased now, 2 shots to the head, no sign of forced entry. Alarm was set, keycard on the table.” The picture changed to one of the man in the bed, the picture visible on his chest.
 “Polaroid left on his chest, just like several other cases around the country. That detail stays in this room. You are the only ones in the need to know category.”
Glancing at Shane for a second, he continued, “We know that he owed money, a lot of money to some folks in Russia, including Aleksandr Torshin.” This brought some mumbling as Torshin’s name was well known to most people in the New York office. “We’re looking into who would have had access to the alarm code, the logs show it going off at 11:22pm and re-engaging at 11:31pm.”
Shane spoke up, his voice quiet as he thought about things, “Security cams?”
Scott ran his hand through his hair and pulled up a video feed on the screen. “Not as much as I would have hoped. Seems like a large portion of the cameras in the building were out for some reason.”

Shane frowned and interrupted, “Out. Out recently or been out for a long time?”
“One or two have been out for over 6 months. Several others seem to have stopped working about 2 weeks ago. Wasn’t high on management's list of fixes apparently.”
Shane nodded, “Two weeks, multiple cameras. That doesn’t seem coincidental.”
“Possibly. We’ll come back to those in a second. There’s a cafe across the street that has a partial view of the front of the building.”
Clicking a button, a dark, low res video came on. “As you can see, we can’t see the West side of the building, but we get a look at about ⅔ of the front side, the street in front and the sidewalk of the cafe.” He pushed a button and the video ran forward a bit. “At 11:02pm, two figures entered the frame from the East side of the building. Both of them had dark coats on, faces turned away from the cafe. One of them, with a ball cap on, walked in the front door of the building, the other stayed outside.” On the video, the one outside leaned against the outside corner of the building, in the shadows, his coat pulled tight around him. Scott hit the button and the scene skittered along quicker until he slowed it again. “No one else approaches the building.” The timestamp on the corner of the screen showed 11:07pm. On the cafe side of the street, a man in dark clothing could be seen for just a second before disappearing almost directly underneath the camera angle.
Shane interrupted again, “What was that? Can we see that angle?”
Scott shook his head. “No, no cameras facing that way. It was someone who went into the cafe, it’s open until 1am, so not unusual. We do have someone there questioning them though, to see if anyone that evening was acting odd or out of place at all.”
He forwarded the video again, the time stamp showing 11:36pm. A figure in a ball cap walks in front of the building from the West side of the building, as he passes the man who had been standing in the shadows the entire time falls into place behind him. They pass under a street light, the man in the hat facing away from the cafe, the other glancing into the street, showing a side profile, but not much detail could be seen.
“That’s the only outside video we have. Inside is where it gets a little interesting, but unfortunately not really any clearer. Much at least. The lobby camera is one of the ones that has been out for months. The front desk clerk remembers someone walking in, but they were warming something to eat, and when the person didn’t come to the desk, they went to the back to grab it. By the time they were back, the person was gone. They said the elevator hadn’t moved though so he assumed they took the stairs.”
He looked at Shane before he spoke. “Stairwell has a camera every 3 levels. All of them are out. Most, not all, but most in the last 2 weeks. We’re not sure if they were hacked or physically taken out. We’re trying to get previous footage to see if there’s anyone messing with them.”
Shane’s eyebrows rose, but he said nothing.
“Camera on each building floor from the west side. The 15th floor where our vic was, camera out, once again in the last 2 weeks. Here’s the odd thing from what we can see. If this man in the ball cap took the stairwell, where all the cameras were out, that’s why he seems to have disappeared. But at 11:34, so after the alarm was re-engaged according to the timestamp, we got this.”
He pushed the button and a different camera angle popped up, this one of a long hallway, doors going down on both sides. “This is the 2nd floor camera, one of the few working. The man in the ballcap seems to come out of the east stairwell and walk the entire length of the hall to the west stairwell, disappearing into it. Which would track with what we saw on the outside camera when he came from the west side of the building. There’s a door on the west side that exits into the alley there.” He hit play and just like he said, the man appears under the camera and proceeds to walk down the hallway, opening the other stairwell door before disappearing. He kept his head down the entire time in the hallway, not stopping at any door. The angle was horrible, but there was a brief second where he glanced towards the elevator. His hat was pulled low, but you could see a partial side profile,  the bottom tip of his nose and jawline and a short beard covering his face.
“So if this is our guy, and I’m not saying it is. But the timelines add up with when the alarm was off. If this is him. Why come out on the 2nd floor and go to the other stairs? Makes no sense at all. He didn’t come in this way. This is the only sighting of him in the building. Why wouldn’t he just stay in the stairwell all the way down. The only thought is he didn’t want to come out through the lobby, but there is an exit to the alley on that side also. It was locked though which is perhaps why he used the lobby to enter.”
Looking around the room, he finished, “This is it for camera footage. Not much and what there is, very low res.” Waiting for a moment and hearing no comments, he continued, “ERT tore that room apart and found nothing, other than one 9mm shell casing and the polaroid picture. The casing itself is interesting, but only because it’s the first one we’ve found at a scene. None of the other known polaroid killings have any physical evidence at all.” 
Scott turned the screen off and looked around. “We’re still doing canvassing, we’re trying to run facial recognition, but not expecting much with what we have. But we’re still running it. We’re looking into Coste as well as anyone else that would be a link between him and Torshin. Most of you have your assignments already, so can we focus on those today please. I’m tired of this guy and we need something to go on.”
He turned to go and watched Shane who was still sitting in his chair staring at the screen. “Shane? You good?”
Shane nodded and finally stood, “Yeah, I’m good. Can I get a copy of the cam footage please? All of it.”
Scott’s eyes narrowed a little, “Why? Our guys are running it?”
Shane said nothing and Scott cursed under his breath. “Let me guess, you have better databases. Whatever, yes, I will get you footage. Shane, I want this guy. I know you think he might be your guy also, but I’ll be honest, I just want him off the streets. I don’t really care who takes him down.”
Shane stared at him and nodded again, “I know. I’ve been following him for a while Scott. I know. If that’s him, then he’s making mistakes. Finally. We’ll find him.”
Scott stared at him for a second and just said again, “I’ll get you the footage.”
 

 
Ilya staggered out of bed around noon. He stood, one hand going to his head which was a little woozy if he was being honest. He sniffed and frowned. He smelled like sweat and smoke and god only knew what else. He immediately stripped, leaving the clothes on the floor where they fell and headed to the shower.
Fifteen minutes later, he felt almost human and he dressed in jeans and a tight black t-shirt before wandering out to the living room. He saw Cliff in the kitchen and walked slowly that direction, sliding onto a barstool at the island.
“Fuck Marleau, did you drop me on my head last night?”
Cliff gave him a look and just slid a plate of eggs in front of him, along with a bottle of red Gatorade. “Eat, drink. Maybe it will help your head and then you can remember the spectacle you made of yourself last night.” His voice was amused rather than annoyed, so Ilya knew it couldn’t really have been that bad.
He didn’t argue though and ate the eggs slowly, sipping the Gatorade. “Do you know where my phone is? I didn’t see it.”
Cliff walked to the living room and came back with it. “Plugged it in for you, you weren’t about to do it last night.”
“Whatever. You’re just jealous because you wouldn’t come dance with anyone and have fun.”
“Boss, if I’d have had as much fun as you did, then we’d both probably be dead.”
Ilya snorted. “Please. I wasn’t even that drunk.” He opened his phone and saw a few notifications. Scrolling through them, he pulled up a text from Shane.
Freckles: Wow. wow.
Freckles: That’s a delicious look Mr. Rozanov. I wish I had seen it in person
 Frowning, he scrolled up to see what he had sent and his eyes grew rather large as he saw the picture and the words he had typed, tried to type underneath it.
“Just kill me now Marleau.”
Cliff took his phone and glanced at it, his eyes crinkling as he started laughing.
“That’s beautiful Rozanov. I’m sure he appreciated whatever that gibberish is very much. At least he wasn’t there to hear you singing about wanting your kotik and yelling that none of the women were as pretty as your freckle boy so they couldn’t come home with you.”
“Fuck you Marleau, that didn’t happen. Stop.”
Cliff arched an eyebrow at him and just stared.
Ilya groaned and put his head down on the table, “No one saw right?”
“Of course not.”
Ilya picked his head up, “Thank God.”
“Nobody but like the 100 people you danced with and drank with all night long.”
As his head hit the table again, a loud huff came from Ilya, “Give me gun Marleau. I need to shoot you.”
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  Ilya's head had finally stopped buzzing and he and Cliff drove to the hotel to pack their things and check out. “No reason to keep room now that we don’t need to be seen in that neighborhood.”
Cliff nodded as he went around the suite, checking drawers, closets, the safe. Walking to the front closet, he pulled out a coat. “This yours Ilya? I don’t remember it.”
Ilya glanced back and stared at it a moment. “No, it’s Shane’s. I forgot to get it for him when he left. Let me have it.”
Cliff handed him the jacket and Ilya held it up and smiled as he could smell Shane on it. A bright, citrus type smell almost with a hint of mint. 
Cliff stared at him. “I know you did not just smell his jacket, Rozanov. Give it back.” Snatching the jacket from Ilya, Cliff shook his head. “Go make sure you have all your shit from your room.
Once they had taken everything to the SUV and checked out of the hotel, they stopped to grab some Thai take out for lunch. Driving back, Cliff glanced over, “So what’s the plan? Do we need to worry about your brother right now? I know before this job, you had said you wouldn’t take any more for a while. Is that going to have to change now?”
Ilya nearly made a flippant remark before taking a moment to think about it. His voice more quiet and serious than Cliff had heard in a long time, he finally answered, sounding almost defeated. “I don’t know. I will not put you or Sveta at risk. If that means I go back to work, then I go back to work. We will see.”
He stared out the window until they pulled up to the apartment parking garage. “I think we have a break for now. For a little while at least.”
Cliff didn’t have an answer for that, so he said nothing, just unloaded the car. Once everything was upstairs, they sat down to eat. He asked Ilya if he wanted a drink and surprisingly, Ilya shook his head no. “I think I had enough vodka yesterday to last me for a while.” Then he smirked. “Ok, at least to last me through today.” He then proceeded to shovel in a large bite of the noodles he was eating.
When they were done eating and had cleaned up, Ilya waved his hand towards the guest rooms. “Pick a room. Not mine Marleau”
While Cliff was unpacking, Ilya took his phone and sent a text to Shane.
‘Sorry about the texts from last night. I think Cliff stole my phone and sent those.”
Freckles: Sure he did. Nice try. I can’t begin to think how much you had to drink to actually  be drunk.
I was not drunk, do not be silly
Russians do not get drunk. We are born with vodka in our veins
Want to have dinner tonight? I have your coat You might need it
Freckles: I can’t tonight. Long day at work. Maybe this weekend?
This weekend? Kotik you kill me.
That is so far away
Freckles: Ilya. Today is Thursday. It’s not that far. Saturday night?
Ugh, fine
I will pine away being lonely
All alone
So sad with no kotik
Send me picture
So I can jack off to it
Freckles: omg Ilya. No. Gross. 
What is gross!? That I want to look at you?
Ilya watched as the bubbles appeared. Then stopped. Then appeared again. He set the phone down while he waited. Finally he got a notification and grabbed the phone, swiping it open. His lips curled up, quite satisfied. It was a selfie of Shane standing near a window. The sun was shining in on his face, causing his freckles to appear almost translucent. He had a small, almost shy smile on his lips and his nose was just ever so slightly scrunched up. He loved it, he wanted to lick the screen.
Thank you solnyshko
You are so pretty
Freckles: I’m not pretty Ilya. But you’re welcome. I have to get back to work.
Goodbye solnyshko
Tossing his phone on the couch, he huffed and stood up, walking to his room where he had thrown all his stuff from the hotel. Unpacking didn’t take him long. He rummaged around in the side of the duffel that most of his things were in and pulled out a bottle of lube and a few condoms. He stared at them and then looked back at his bedroom door and then back to the condoms.
“No. Oh no no no. This will not work.” He stuffed the items in his nightstand.
Walking out, he fished his phone out from under the couch cushion it had slid under and looked through his contacts for the real estate agent that had rented him the apartment. He texted her and waited impatiently for her to text or call back. She didn’t take long to call him and he breathed a sigh of relief. Telling her what he needed, she agreed to check and call him right back.
He unpacked the rest of his stuff while he waited. When she finally called again, he listened and nodded and finally said, “Can we do it today or no? By tomorrow then please? Great, thank you, I will see you in morning.”
Crisis averted, he relaxed and went out to channel surf the tv.
 

 
Shane had gone home to work out in the afternoon, as soon as Scott had given him a drive with the footage on it. He’d just finished when his phone buzzed. He looked at it and smiled as he saw the text from Ilya. Cliff sent those texts. Sure he did. His smile grew as he answered and read Ilya’s replies. He tried to ignore the tugging in his chest when Ilya asked about dinner. He knew he needed to get some work done though and also knew that nothing of the sort would happen if he went. He rolled his eyes at the picture request, talking to his phone out loud. “Not sending you a dick pic Ilya. Not going to happen.”
He went over to his balcony door, where the sun was shining through and snapped a couple of pictures. Picking the one he liked best, (you mean the one where you scrunched your nose up because Ilya calls you a fucking kitten when you do it). Sending that one, he bit his lip when he smiled when Ilya called him pretty, but still muttered “Not pretty.” Swallowing hard after the goodbye, he put the phone on the table before he could change his mind about dinner.
Studiously ignoring the phone, he went into his home office and logged onto several different secure sites. Pulling up the footage from the drive Scott had given him, he downloaded it onto his hard drive. Plugging it into one of his databases, he gave it a few parameters and set it to run. He watched the footage at full speed again. Then he began going through it slowly, sometimes frame by frame. When he was finished and he could feel a tension headache starting he turned it off and sat back in his chair, rubbing his forehead. He could feel that tickle though. The one that usually started in the back of his head when he was missing something. It was there. He would pull it out eventually.
He sent an email to his boss, reporting about the FBI’s investigation into Coste, adding his thoughts and that he needed more timely info about potential victims. He was pretty irritated that he’d only gotten the info about Coste after it was far too late for him to do anything about it. He had a whole team working on this in the background and that was the best they could do?
The next morning after his run, he went into the office and went over all the data that had been collected so far. The cafe workers hadn’t reported anything unusual, the dark haired man that had come into view in the video was someone they said had been eating or having a coffee almost every day for the last few weeks. Never showed any interest in the building across the street. Never caused any problem. Always alone. Scott had left his card and asked them to give it to the man the next time he came in. He’d like to ask him if he’d seen anything else unusual that night. Another dead end.
The FBI’s facial recognition was coming up empty. With the man in the hat that wasn’t really a surprise. It was too little, really just the bottom third of his face. Shane had hoped maybe the side profile of the other man might generate a few hits, but so far nothing. Their system was slow though, and Shane was hoping the program he’d plugged the footage into at his apartment would have better luck. It was better and cast a wider net since it was an international database. There was still something bothering him and he’d narrowed it down to that man, but hadn’t quite grasped what it was. He would though, he wasn’t worried.
Saturday morning, he woke late and had to force himself to do yoga. After, he was glad he did, he felt calm and centered. This lasted approximately 7 minutes until he looked at his phone and saw a text from Ilya saying he would pick him up at 6pm in the lobby for dinner. He went to his closet and stood looking, rifling through different items, disregarding each one for various reasons.  
Finally he picked up his phone and made a call. 
“Shane! How are you? Where’ve you been hiding?”
He smiled at her voice, calming immediately. “Rose. Sorry, I’ve been busy with work mostly. How’ve you been?”
They spent a few minutes with small talk, catching up before he got to the point.
“I’m kind of embarrassed, but I need your help Rose.”
“Anything! You know that.  What’s wrong?”
“Well. Nothing. I just don’t… I have a date. I can’t decide what to wear.”
The squeal she let out had him pulling his phone away from his ear momentarily.
“Oh my god Shane! An actual date? Who are you? Where is Shane Hollander? Who? Spill? If you’ve been so busy with work, how’d you find someone to go on a date with? Is he hot?”
Shane laughed at her enthusiasm. “Well, he asked me, you know I’d never have enough nerve. He’s very attractive. Help! Can we video call and I’ll show you what I have?”
“Video call? Not a chance. What time is your date?”
“He’s picking me up at 6pm.”
“I’ll be there at 4pm. We’ll make you irresistible.”
“Thanks Rose, love you.”
 

 
Ilya woke on Friday morning late and hustled to get dressed. He was supposed to meet the agent at 10am and it was almost there. Cliff was in the living room doing something on a laptop and just nodded as Ilya headed towards the door. “Back soon.”
He headed to the lobby and got off the elevator just as the woman entered past the doorman. 
“Mr. Rozanov. Good to see you again. Everything ok with the penthouse?”
“Oh yes, it’s perfect. Just need more space.”
She nodded as though it were perfectly clear, even though it was not. They went into the business center of the building and he signed everything she put in front of him. 
“You sure you don’t want to see it first?”
He shook his head, “No, it will be fine. Thank you for helping so fast.”
She looked over the paperwork before handing him a folder. “Same as last time, utility transfer, codes, everything you should need.” She stood and held out a set of keys which he took before shaking her hand.
“Thank you again, you’re a… ummm, saved my life?”
She chuckled. “A lifesaver. Yes. You’re welcome, let me know if I can help again. 8th floor, unit 2.”
Ilya was nearly bouncing as he waited for the elevator. Walking back into his apartment, he sat across from Cliff. Waiting. Cliff finally looked up away from his laptop. 
“What have you done? Why do you look like the cat who ate the canary?” 
Ilya stared at him, frowning, “The what who did what? I am not a cat, I do not eat canary?”
Cliff burst out laughing. “Nothing, it doesn’t matter. What’s up?”
“Come with me.”
Cliff began to look slightly worried, but stood and followed Ilya out the door. They got in the elevator and he watched as Ilya hit the button for the 8th floor, but said nothing.
Exiting the elevator, Cliff finally spoke, “Ilya, what is going on?” He watched as Ilya stopped at a door with a small tasteful plaque with a ‘2’ on it next to it. He continued watching as Ilya pulled out keys and opened the door, motioning him to go inside.
He did, walking into a very nicely furnished apartment. It was not quite as nice as Ilya’s penthouse, but still very luxurious. A spacious living area opened into a beautiful kitchen. A hallway led off down to a couple of doors that Cliff could see, and there was a nice balcony area. He turned back to Ilya to find the man holding the keys out to him. He took them, still confused. “Ilya, what is this?”
“It’s your new apartment Marleau. You will stay here now.”
“What are you talking about? You have 2 extra rooms upstairs, why do I need my own place?”
Ilya stared at him, his eyes sparkling. “You don’t like?”
“What? Of course it’s very nice, but why?”
“Because you are tense. You need to have own space. You need to have privacy. We will be here for a while, maybe you want to have date.”
Cliff stared at him, understanding finally dawning. “Ilya, do you have a date with Shane?”
Ilya’s eyes blinked slowly at him. “That does not matter. That has nothing to do with this.”
“Rozanov. Did you get another fucking apartment so that you could be alone with Shane?”
Ilya shrugged, refusing to look away. “No. Maybe.”
“That is the most ridiculous thing I have ever heard. I can stay in my room. I can go out. We don’t need another apartment.”
Ilya was already shaking his head. “No. You have new apartment. You will stay here if I have date. If you are lonely, you can stay upstairs when I have no date.”
Cliff sighed, “Ilya. Really.” The other man at least had the grace to look a little sheepish.
“It makes sense Marleau. He is like nervous rabbit, every time I see him, I feel like he wants to run the other way. I do not want pervert bodyguard making him nervous again. I do not want him to leave early because he is worried about you.”
Cliff started to say something, but Ilya held his hand up shaking his head. “Also. Maybe better reason. He is investigating something I was involved with. There are things we have that should not be in the same space as him. I explained your gun away, but another mistake would be costly. Anything to do with job should be moved down here.”
He looked at Cliff, expecting another argument but instead found the man looking thoughtful. 
“You’re probably right actually. The last thing I want to do is have to save you from your own man.”
Ilya actually turned a little green as he thought about it. Shaking his head, “That will not happen. I will not let it.”
They spent the afternoon moving anything that could be thought of as discriminating downstairs. Ilya left one gun in the safe, but everything else they moved. After one last sweep of the rooms, he nodded. “I think that is all. I need food.”
Cliff rolled his eyes but ordered them delivery from a Mexican place they liked. When it came, they ate, drank a couple of beers and watched more silly housewives in California.
When Cliff went downstairs, Ilya showered and lay in bed with his phone. He looked through a few news stories that were reporting on Coste’s death, but didn’t see any new information that was worth noting. He opened his text messages and clicked on the one labeled Freckles. The adorable picture stared up at him. He ran his fingers over the screen, just over the freckles in the picture. 
Holding the phone with one hand, his other went down to rub against the length of him, which was quickly coming to life. Staring at Shane’s face, his fingers wrapped around himself, stroking firmly. Groaning, he set the phone down on the nightstand, propping it against the lamp so he could still see it and grabbed the lube from the drawer. Letting some drip into his palm, he worked it over himself, not letting it warm first and the coolness against his hot skin making him suck in a quick breath, as his fingers rubbed over his slit. A soft whoosh of air left his lips as his thumb rolled around the tip of his cock. His eyes closed partially, the small funnel of his vision focusing on the picture. His free hand went to his nipple and ran over it, before going to the other one and pinching it as his hand started stroking the entire length of his hardness. His lips parted and he imagined Shane’s tongue pushing against his, his moans and whimpers disappearing into Ilya’s mouth. His own moan pushed out into the quiet of the room as his motion picked up speed, his hips bucking into his own fingers, the wet soft noises his hand made against his cock joining the soft sound coming from his lips. His chest rose faster, the breaths almost hurting as he pictured Shane’s nakedness, his legs open, Ilya’s finger ever so slowly sinking into him to open him up. The image he conjured up was too much and a loud cry was ripped from his mouth as he came all over his hand. It seemed to go on a long time as he shuddered, not stopping until every last drop spilled over him, coating his hand and stomach with warmth. The empty room was quiet again, but smelled of him, his sweat, the musky smell of his seed. He hadn’t taken his eyes off of Shane’s face and a soft smile ghosted across his lips as he stared at it for a moment more. He finally got up and went to clean up, the screen dark when he returned and fell into a deep sleep.
He woke fairly early and picked up his phone to text Cliff so they could go work out. Opening the screen, he smiled immediately seeing the picture that was still pulled up on the screen. He took a second to text Shane that he’d pick him up at 6pm before he got up to get dressed.
Cliff was in the gym when he got there, and they chatted a bit as they went through their own workouts. Ilya was spotting Cliff when he looked down at him. “Date tonight Marleau, do not need me for anything.”
Cliff just grunted, his arms trembling as he pushed up the bar and Ilya lent a hand to set it in place. “Whatever you say boss. Be gentle, last time I honestly thought you might kidnap him.”
Ilya muttered under his breath as he walked off, “me too”.
“I’m going to pretend that I didn’t hear that boss, that you might kidnap an FBI man.”
A chuckle escaped Ilya’s lips as they walked out of the gym and took the elevator. Cliff was getting off at the 8th floor when Ilya stopped the door from closing. Come eat after you shower if you want. I’m not picking him up until 6pm. But after that, don’t need me.” 
 

 
Rose was at the door promptly at 4pm and she’d brought a bottle of wine and a large bag. Shane tried to protest, but she uncorked it, poured glasses and carried them both to Shane’s room. He trailed behind her as she set the bag down and the wine on the table before plopping down onto his bed, motioning to his closet.
“Show me. Wait, actually, first, who is it? Do I know them? I’m dying Shane, give me something to be happy about. You said he was attractive, do you have a picture?”
Shane took one of the glasses of wine and took a sip before setting it down again. He really didn’t want to be drunk for this dinner. But surely one glass wouldn’t hurt. 
“I, umm, I don’t have a picture.” He stopped in the hopes that would placate her.
“Ok, so does he have a name at least?”
Shane turned to the closet and murmured, very quietly, “Yes, his name is Ilya” Apparently not quiet enough.
Another ridiculous squeal echoed through the room and he looked back to see Rose nearly bouncing on the bed. 
“Did you say Ilya? Like as in Ilya Rozanov? This Ilya?”
Shane was nodding, but she wasn’t paying attention, she was typing on her phone.
“Rose, what are you doing?”
She didn’t answer, just kept searching for something. Eventually, she squealed again and turned her phone around. On it was Ilya, standing in extremely tight swim trunks and nothing else. Water dripped down him as he stood ankle deep on some sort of picturesque beach. Svetlana was a step behind him, in a barely there bikini that she looked stunning in. Shane swallowed a tiny bubble of jealousy, but he nodded. Ilya’s body was ridiculous. He looked radiant in the picture, his lips curved into a smile. His skin lightly tanned, the muscles in his chest begging to be touched. A beautiful artwork of moles that made Shane want to kiss each one of them, straight down to the thin line of hair that disappeared into his trunks.
Licking his lips, he nodded. “Yeah. That one. How did you find that picture? Where are they?”
She looked at her phone again and swiped once. “Looks like a pap photo, says June of last year, in Barcelona. I looked him up before the gala we went to, had seen his picture on his company's website and wanted to see more.” She took a drink of her wine, “So I saw it then, just had to find it again. Tell me, oh my lord Shane, how’d you guys meet up again? He asked you at the gala?”
Shane’s brows were furroughed as she answered and he thought back to June of last year. Looking up at her and smiling finally, “No. I went out for drinks with Scott and Kip the next weekend after. He showed up. We talked some. I was pretty tipsy, so he gave me a ride home. Well Cliff drove, but still. When I got out of the car…” He trailed off, blushing a little.
“Shane Hollander. You are blushing. When you got out of the car what? Oh my god, did you invite him up?”
“What!? No! (although I would have) But he kissed me. Or maybe I kissed him. No, definitely he kissed me. Then I somehow invited him to lunch, and we had lunch, (no need to know about after lunch) and now we’re having dinner. And I don’t know what to wear.”
She stared at him contemplative for a moment. “Shane, what is Cliff’s last name.”
“Marleau”
Her eyes got big as saucers and her mouth dropped open. “No way. Shane Hollander, what did you leave out of that story? Because a couple of days ago, your friend Marleau called me and wanted to know what you liked to eat. I clearly am stupid and didn’t connect the dots that Cliff and Marleau were the same person. So stupid. I was out that night with Miles drinking too much apparently and clearly didn’t even wonder why some random man that knew you had my number. Why was he buying you dinner?”
Shane looked at her incredulously, “Why did Marleau have your phone number?”
She laughed and finished her glass of wine. “‘Cuz he’s hot dummy and I gave it to him. But why was he buying you dinner? You don’t get to have them both Shane.”
He grinned at her, “He’s all yours. We might have gone back to their hotel room after lunch. I might have still been there for dinner. But I was taking a nap, so he must have called you, because when I got up, he had dinner for all of us and mine was perfect. So thank you for that.”
He started pulling clothes out of the closet, laying them on the bed as she started separating them into piles. 
“Definately no. Probably no. No chance in hell. And don’t think I notice you not telling me why you were taking a nap in a man’s room that you just ‘had lunch’ with.”
Ignoring her comments, he focused on the clothing piles. “Rose! They’re not that bad. Surely I have something here that will work. I can’t wear the white silk shirt you got me. I already wore that to the bar the night we kissed.”
She stood and pushed his clothes aside and picked the large bag up off the floor that she’d brought with her. Dumping it on the bed, she sorted through it. “Don’t worry. I brought contingency plans.” Waving him off at the look he was giving her. “Relax. I know you won’t wear anything wild, so they’re all quite conservative. But you will look good. Here, try these.” She held out a pair of dark gray trousers to him, and a cream colored short sleeve shirt, that was a soft knit material.
He took them and went into the bathroom to change, actually quite impressed with how the pants fit. While maybe not the walking advertisement for a gym like Ilya was, Shane worked out a lot. His body was muscled in the right places and the pants showed off his thigh muscles and made his ass look great. Walking out, she whistled.
“Those pants are delicious on you. If we hadn’t already tried it, I might want to strip you out of them. Definitely those. Try this belt, but let’s try a darker shirt. She tossed one to him and he shrugged out of the lighter one and pulled the new one on. She tilted her head, smiling and nodding. “Tuck it in and let me see with the belt.”
He did and she nodded. “Yep, that’s it. Wear your chain. Your mid length dark grey wool coat. You still have it, don’t you?”
He nodded as he walked over to the full length mirror. The shirt was also a soft knit, with thin stripes that were nearly translucent. Not as much as Ilya’s shirt had been, but in the right light, he thought you could probably see through it. It was long sleeved, but had a deep v neck. Very deep. “Rose, this shirt is… a little risque for me. I thought you said everything you brought was conservative.”
“Shane, that shirt is perfect for you.” He will be eating out of your hand as soon as he sees you. Have I ever steered you wrong? Wear your earrings. The little white gold hoops with the black runes down the middle. You haven’t let them close have you?”
“Rose no. That was a mistake. I let you talk me into getting them pierced that night but, I haven’t worn them in forever.”
“Shane Hollander. Wear the earrings.” She looked at her watch as she handed him a new glass of wine. “Drink this. All of it. It’s 5pm. Go shower, I’ll stay and help with your hair and then get out of here before he gets here.”
He laughed at her bossiness. “Fine. I’m meeting him in the lobby though, so you don’t have to run away.”
He showered quickly, brushed his teeth, did a mini version of his skin care routine. Did one light spray of his cologne. He dressed quickly, the shirt still making him a little nervous. It was one thing to leave a couple of buttons undone, but another one to not be able to button the shirt up at all. It was open halfway down his chest. It wasn’t a wide opening, the fabric was loose and stayed fairly close, but that wasn’t the point. 
Rose helped him with his hair, taking a little more time with it than he probably would have and he had to admit, it looked great when she was done. She’d used more product than he usually did, but the tips curled down over his collar in the back, there was more volume than usual and the sides coming down in a few strategically messy strands over each side of his forehead. She looked at him in the mirror and arched an eyebrow and tapped her ear.
“Oh my god, fine, I’ll wear the earrings.” He dug them out of a drawer and managed to get them in his ears just fine. Once in, he looked again and had to admit he liked how they fit with the outfit.
It was nearly six when he shrugged on the wool coat she had suggested and he held his arms out and spun around for her. “Well?”
She whistled and shook her head with amusement. “You may not make it to dinner Shane.”
“I guess I’m as ready as I’m going to be. Thank you Rose, you’re the best.”
She kissed him on the cheek and smiled, “I’m happy for you Shane. Go have fun. Oh. And next time we have girls night, I want details. Explicit details.”
He blushed and shook his head, “We’ll see.”
They walked out and she exclaimed suddenly, “Wait, I forgot.” Digging in her purse, she pulled out a small tube, uncapped it and reached up to him, “Kiss face” Feeling ridiculous, he pursed his lips at her and she spread a small amount of balm on his lips. Putting the cap back on, she handed it to him. “There you go. Better than dessert.”
 

 
Ilya and Cliff ate lunch, before Ilya shoo’d him away. He spent some time cleaning up, making sure he hadn’t left any dirty laundry on the floor. He changed the linens on his bed, made sure the kitchen was tidy. He showered and got dressed. He went with his normal black ensemble. Nice trousers, decided on a short sleeve black shirt that was form fitting, showed off his arms nicely. His only jewelry, the gold crucifix he always wore. He left his curls loose, deciding against the slicked back look for tonight. His bruises were fading, but there was still a yellowish hue to that side of his face and a slight red mark where the cut was. Nothing he could do about that now though.
He was in the lobby of Shane’s building ten minutes early. He paced nervously for a couple of minutes before forcing himself still, learning against one wall, so he could face the elevators. He was slightly annoyed with himself, he felt half nervous and he didn’t like it. He didn’t get nervous. He fidgeted with his chain, the crucifix finding its way to his mouth.
He was glancing down at his phone when he heard the soft ding of the elevator. Glancing over, his eyes going up and down in disbelief, the crucifix fell out of his mouth and he nearly dropped the phone, fumbling with it as he caught it and slid it into his pocket.
Shane walked off the elevator, a woman a step behind him. He’d seen Shane nervous, he’d seen him look as if he wanted to run away, he’d seen him looking stunning in a designer tuxedo. But never had he seen this. This beautiful, confident looking, super model version of Shane. His dark pants were molded to his powerful legs. A dark shirt that looked like it came out of a nightclub advertisement. Thin panels in the shirt were nearly sheer, depending how Shane moved, Ilya could occasionally see a nipple through the shirt. The deep v-opening up giving tantalising glimpses of tanned chest. A silver colored chain around his neck and Ilya couldn’t believe his eyes. Earrings. He hadn’t even realized Shane’s ears were pierced, but he had on two small hoops that looked like they had something dark running through the middle of them. His cheeks were slightly flushed already, freckles popping and his lips. Oh gods, his lips. They had a faint gloss to them, enhancing the red color and making them look sinfully lush. A lovely dress coat in dark grey completed his look and Ilya realized he was staring.
Forcing himself to act normal and not the rabid animal he was fast becoming, he managed to push himself up off the wall and give a long slow smile to the delectable sight in front of him. He dimly registered that the woman behind him had not just walked off right away. She leaned up and gave Shane a kiss on the cheek, and Ilya nearly saw red. She whispered in his ear before turning to Ilya and smiling. He realized who it was and he wasn’t honestly sure he was any happier. Why was she here? With his Shane. She walked to him and put a hand out on his arm like they were friends.
“Have a lovely date Mr. Rozanov. Good enough to eat, yes? You’re welcome.”
With a wave back to Shane, she disappeared out the door.
Shane smiled at him and walked closer, having made a decision on the elevator that he would not be shy or quiet or timid tonight. At least he would try. Leaning forward he gave Ilya a light kiss on the cheek. “Hello Ilya. I’m glad to see you made it to the weekend after all. If I had known it was this easy to throw you off balance, I’d have dressed up for you already.”
Ilya stood, still stunned at what he was seeing and feeling and hearing from shy, quiet Shane. A delicious heat built in his chest and worked its way down his entire body. His kotik wanted to play. Oh he could work with this. A slow crooked smile that turned nearly predatory found its way across his lips.
“If you think I’m off balance, you don’t know me very well, kotik. I must say Rose was right. You are looking delicious tonight.” He took a step forward, invading Shane’s space. He grabbed the edge of Shane’s coat so that he couldn’t move away and bent his lips to Shane’s. Murmuring against his lips, “It is not me who is off balance.” 
His lips pressed against Shane’s, not gently, but as if he were a starving man who had just found a feast. His free hand came up to grip Shane’s face, his fingers gripping firmly, not to hurt, but to let him know he would not be moving. His tongue pushed its way into Shane’s mouth and he licked at Shane’s sucking on it gently. Shane made a noise into his mouth and Ilya pressed harder, letting his mouth and tongue tell Shane exactly what he was going to do to him later. It was a filthy kiss, full of promise. Finally he pulled away, Shane tried to follow, but was unable as Ilya’s fingers held him still. His eyes staring into Shane’s, which were already slightly unfocused, he finally let go of Shane’s face, his thumb tracing his lips, wiping off the wetness he had left there. Shane’s tongue came out to lick his thumb as it went over his mouth and Ilya nearly came undone.
He wanted nothing more than to take Shane right back upstairs and fuck him senseless, but that would not be nearly as much fun as the anticipation. Leaning forward again, he nuzzled Shane’s ear lightly, taking his earlobe and earring into his mouth and suckling on it until he felt Shane’s body shiver against him. Pulling back he whispered in Shane’s ear, purposely making his voice purr, “Remember what I told you last time? That I would make it nice for you? That you would beg me to fuck you? I can’t wait to hear you beg for me kotik.”
He pulled back and straightened up, putting his arm around Shane’s waist and in a normal voice, "Shall we go to dinner?”
Shane allowed himself to be pulled along, his bravado having already faded into something else. Something warm and soft and pliant. Something he didn’t want to examine too closely. He had no doubt Ilya knew he was hard already, and he wanted to ask him if they could skip dinner and just go back up to his apartment, but a small voice in the back of his head kept him quiet.
He tried to force out the fuzzy feel that was enveloping his brain. He had thought about it after he’d dressed and seen what he’d looked like. He hadn’t felt this good about himself in a long while and he wanted to take advantage of his confidence, if only for one night.
They came to the black SUV that Cliff was usually driving and Ilya held the door for him while he climbed in. He watched as Ilya walked around and got in on the driver’s side and reached over to grab his hand. Kissing Shane’s palm, he smiled at him.
“I hope you like where we are going. I did not want a loud place full of celebrities. We can do that another night if you like that type of place. This is a much more relaxed spot. Private. They have plenty of healthy seafood for you if that’s what you want.”
Shane couldn’t tear his eyes away from him as he spoke, but he nodded. “I’m sure it’s wonderful.” As they drove, he did one of his breathing exercises, making sure to not exhale loudly. He started feeling a little more like himself again.
Feeling better, he looked over at Ilya as he drove. Admiring, letting his vision take in the sharp jawline, straight nose, beautiful lips. Swallowing before that fuzzy feeling took hold again, he said in what he hoped was a relaxed voice, “So if your business is based in Boston, how long are you here in New York for?”
Ilya glanced at him and smiled, “Worried I will leave so soon?”
“No, that’s not what I meant.” yes, it was
“Company headquarters are in Boston now. When I started company, I started it in Moscow. But I moved fairly quickly after.” But no matter where company is, I do not have to be there. Sveta runs most things, I just have to come out and chat up new clients, reassure old ones, charm them. I haven’t had to be a day to day part of running things for a while now.”
Shane nodded, “That must be nice.”
Ilya agreed, “It is. Is nice to relax sometimes.”
He pulled up to a corner, stopping and double parking as he came around to open the door for Shane. Shane looked around and did not see a restaurant, much less a parking space anywhere nearby. 
“Ilya, I don’t think you can park..”
A man in a black suit came up to where they were standing and nodded at them, holding his hand out. “Mr. Rozanov, good to see you again. It’s been a long time.”
Ilya nodded and handed him the keys. “It has Rafe. It’s good to see you.”
Rafe nodded at him, “You know where to go, your table is ready.”
Ilya took Shane’s hand and leaned over to kiss him softly. “It’s just here,” walking to a red door that had a small white sign on it that read ‘LUNE’. 
He opened the door for Shane, “Watch your step down kotik.”
Shane looked down and nodded, taking the few stairs down. The room opened up into a beautiful, cozy space. It had a small bar running along one side, the polished wood was gleaming. There were only 8 tables that Shane could see and six of them were occupied. The lights were dim, but still enough to easily see by. There were crisp white tablecloths covering the tables, which were set like a Michelin star restaurant from what Shane could see. Everything was spotless, but not cold. He liked it very much.
“This is beautiful. How have I never heard of this place?" he murmured as a sharply dressed gentleman took them to one of the unoccupied tables that was situated in the front corner. It was set off a little from the rest of the tables, but not by a lot, it was a very small, intimate space.
Ilya let the man take his coat and he gestured for Shane to give his also. He did, feeling a little self-conscious in his shirt now without his coat. Ilya’s eyes ran over the shirt now that he could see it better and it was even more delicious without the coat.
“If I didn’t mention it, you look very pretty today, solnyshko. Very pretty. That shirt is like a present just for me, one I cannot wait to unwrap.”
Shane’s eyes came up to meet his, a glint in them. The car ride had let him relax and he was ready to give this new confident Shane another try.
“This is our first date Mr. Rozanov. I don’t know if you’ll be unwrapping anything yet. Maybe I’m not that easy.” He purposely scrunched his nose a tiny bit.
Ilya watched him with delight, a rumble starting in his throat. “So you are not counting our first date? Where you fell to your knees for me? Like a good boy.”
Shane had to bite his lip to keep from choking though a soft sound still escaped. He was melting again already. He put his hands under the table and reached up to one forearm and dug his nails in as hard as he could in order to stop the feeling.
The man returned at that moment with crystal goblets of water. He set them in front of them and Shane was glad for the interruption. It gave him time to breathe and recenter again. One two three four in, hold, one two three four out 
The man smiled at Shane, but spoke to Ilya. “Mr. Rozanov. You haven’t been here in so long. Welcome back. Would you like vodka? We got the Beluga Gold for you when we heard you were in town.”
Ilya smiled at him and nodded, “I would love that. Thank you.”
The man turned to Shane, “And you? Mr. ?” his voice trailed off. Ilya’s voice answered before Shane could, his voice low and using that rolling ‘r’ that made him sound like he was talking dirty just to Shane.
“Hollander.”
“Of course. Mr. Hollander, would you like vodka also, or can I offer something else more to your taste?”
Shane was a little taken aback. He wasn’t sure he wanted straight vodka. He didn’t want to get drunk, but he wasn’t sure he wanted to be entirely sober either. He wasn’t sure what what he wanted. He wasn’t a huge drinker normally, and when he did, it was pretty standard fare.
Ilya watched him for a moment as he thought back to the gala and what Shane had been drinking, “Bring him champagne. Whatever the best you have is. Open a Dom if you need to or the Moët.”
The man nodded, “Of course.”
Ilya waited for him to leave and looked at Shane, deciding to let him ignore the question he’d been asked. For now. He changed subjects quickly.
“Why was Rose at your apartment?”
Shane glanced up at the tone in Ilya’s voice. It was more serious than anything else he’d said that evening. (Is he mad? He knows I’m gay right?) He decided to not play with this answer. He wanted no misunderstanding, even if it embarrassed him. 
“Because I asked her for help.” Ilya’s eyebrow arched at him, but he said nothing, so Shane continued. “I know this sounds stupid, but,” he stopped and took a drink of water. Ilya still just watched him quietly. Shane huffed a little and spit it out. “Don’t laugh at me. I’m not fancy like you, but I wanted to look nicer than normal and I couldn’t figure out what to wear. So I asked her opinion.”
He focused his eyes on Ilya’s beautiful lips, unable to look at the laughter that would be in his eyes. Those lips quirked slightly but no laughter came. “Shane look at me.” He raised his eyes ever so slightly, he was now focused on the mole on Ilya’s cheek. “Kotik. Look at me. Now.”
Shane’s eyes flew upwards, which caused Ilya’s breath to catch. Such a good boy
Smiling at him, making sure his voice was even, Ilya asked him, “You had that shirt and pants in your wardrobe and you were concerned with what to wear?”
Shane chuckled, letting his eyes fall, but the moment they did Ilya chirped at him, “Shane. Eyes up please.” He looked up again, trying to not get lost in the hazel eyes. He wasn’t sure hazel was what he wanted, but he couldn’t decide between blue and green. More green tonight he thought as he tried to calm his breathing again.
He finally answered, keeping eye contact even though he wanted to drop his gaze so badly it was nearly causing him pain. “No. I didn’t. She brought them. We’ve been shopping together before, so she knows my sizes.”
Ilya nodded, “Well she did a delightful job. I will have to send her a gift for providing me such a luscious sight to look at all night. I will admit that I did not like it when she was with you.”
The man returned with their drinks, along with a simple paper menu. Shane was glad to have a reason to drop his eyes and he glanced over the menu, seeing several options that he’d be fine with.
Forcing himself to look up again, he shook his head and spoke quietly. “We’re just friends Ilya. I dated her. I tried. But it just wasn’t. I’m not. We’re just friends.”
Ilya gave him such a dazzling smile that it took his breath away. Without meaning to, he smiled back in the way that scrunched his nose and freckles. Ilya’s eyebrow arched again, “Oh so we are back to that are we kotik.” Shane shook his head innocently as Ilya took a sip of his vodka and couldn’t hide a contented sigh. “So hard to find good vodka here sometimes.”
Ilya pointed at the menu. “They have a lovely King salmon here. Nothing here is bad though.”
Shane picked up his champagne and took a sip, relishing the fresh taste. He leaned back and managed to meet Ilya’s eyes easily this time as he let his tongue come out and run across his lower lip, licking up a drop that was lingering there.
“Keep that up kotik and we may not get dinner at all. I will throw you over my shoulder and take you straight home.”
Shane grinned and shook his head, “No you wouldn’t.” He looked a little alarmed though as Ilya stood suddenly. “Ilya, don’t you dare.” The other man smirked before giving him a playful wink. He stretched while he was standing and then sat back down, no one else seemingly paying him any attention.
Leaning close across the table, he murmured to Shane, “Never ever doubt that I will do something if I say it.”
Shane nodded wordlessly and took another drink of champagne. The waiter? Shane wasn’t really sure if waiter was the correct word for him. He came to take their order and Ilya looked askance at him. “The salmon or something else?”
“The salmon looked great.”
Ilya ordered for them, “He’ll have the king salmon, vegetables, if you have brown rice for the pilaf, that would be better. I will have the A5 please.”
Trying to guide the conversation back to neutral territory, Shane remembered the picture Rose had shown him.
“When Rose asked me who I was going out with, she was quite amused that it was you. She actually pulled up a picture and was like, ‘this Ilya Rozanov’. As if there would be another. It was of you and Svetlana at a beach in Barcelona. I think it said June of last year. You both looked like you were having fun.” not jealous not jealous not jealous 
Ilya looked thoughtful for a moment before nodding. “Yes, I remember. We were not thrilled that we were being hounded by photographers. But the trip was fun. I was there to meet with a new client.”
Shane nodded, “Must be awful, having to deal with paparazzi like that. I just thought it was interesting when she showed me (because you looked so fucking hot) because I was in Barcelona in June that year also.”
Ilya’s breathing slowed to a crawl as he regarded Shane. “Is that right. Why?”
“Work thing. No beaches for me.” He took another drink of champagne.
Ilya’s fingers came up of their own accord and touched his crucifix. He was trying to stay calm, but his insides were definitely in a small panic. “Work thing. You work here. In the US. With the FBI, but as a consultant. They do not usually work a lot overseas do they? Unless I am mistaken?”
Shane shook his head, regretting bringing this up now. He wasn’t sure how to explain without explaining. “Mmm, no you’re right. There are FBI offices overseas, mostly in embassies. They mostly act as liaisons, but they don’t have local enforcement power. But I’m not part of the FBI, nor am I law enforcement. I just...consult. Anyway, it doesn’t matter, I was there for a case. I move around a lot sometimes. But I always end up back here eventually.”
Ilya’s eyes never left his as he asked, “And did you get your guy? Whoever you were consulting about.”
Shane shook his head. “No. Someday maybe.”
Ilya was a mess inside and tried to shake it off internally. He wasn’t going to worry about this tonight. Couldn’t worry about it tonight. Offering Shane a small smile, he took another drink to cover his uneasiness.
“I’m sure you’ll get him someday. You don’t seem like the type to give up.”
Their food arrived before Shane could answer, which he was glad for. He was far too loose around Ilya, he would have to be more careful. He shouldn’t have brought up his job at all. Shane watched with interest as the man set out a small foldable tray next to their table. Apparently Ilya’s meal included a show.
The man brought out a small black platter that had a dark almost volcanic looking rock that was radiating heat on it. He took a plate of thinly cut ridiculously marbled wagyu and lay it gently on the rock, which immediately made a noise like a hot pan would have. The man only left the meat on for 15 seconds or so before flipping it. When he was done, he transferred the meat to a plate, sprinkling some flaky sea salt on it. The plate also had a salad of some sort on it, which he then sat in front of Ilya. Bitter greens maybe. Bowing, he packed up the tray and moved to leave, Ilya thanked him softly.
Shane took a bite of the salmon and his eyes rolled it was so good. He looked up to see Ilya watching him, a smile on his face. “Good yes?” he asked Shane.
“Oh my God Ilya, so good. It’s ridiculous. Do you want to try it?”
Ilya shook his head but speared a piece of the barely cooked wagyu in front of him and leaned slightly across the table, holding the fork out to Shane. “No, but you need to try this. If you’ve never had, you need to experience at least once.”
Shane shook his head, he didn’t eat a lot of red meat usually. But when Ilya looked at him, his eyes sparkling as he ignored the head shake and quietly, in that ever so tiny deeper tone of voice told him, “open”. He couldn’t stop himself. His mouth opened of its own volition and he let Ilya feed him the bite like he was a child.
Ilya’s breath caught for a single moment as he watched Shane take the bite. The man’s lips slid along the fork like it was something sinful. He leaned back and smirked at the look on Shane’s face as the meat practically melted in his mouth.
Shane let out a tiny groan at the bite of meat. It was perhaps the most succulent piece of food he’d ever tasted. “Wow. Ok, you win, that was the best thing I’ve ever had in my mouth.”
Ilya laughed as he said with a highly amused tone. “I told you. You should try at least once. But I think you have had something better in your mouth before. Something you will have again later tonight if you are lucky.”
Shane knew his cheeks blushed incredibly at that and he refused to look up, finishing his champagne but declining another.
“Oh there he is. My embarrassed kotik. You're so pretty when you turn all pink for me.”
They finished dinner, their banter light and teasing most of the time. Shane felt like he held his own, but he also felt as if he were playing a more and more dangerous game. One he was destined to lose if he couldn’t stop that soft feeling he had inside. Ilya asked if he wanted dessert and Shane declined, but telling Ilya to please get something if he wanted. 
Ilya shook his head as he stood, “My dessert is right in front of me Shane and I’ll be taking my time with it soon.”
Shane shook his head, “There you go again. Thinking that I’m easy on the first date.”
Ilya just stared at him and smiled, but said nothing for a minute, just letting his eyes run over the freckles that were taunting him. Finally he spoke, his voice teasing,
“Shall we go and see then? How easy you will be?” The man who had taken Ilya’s keys appeared with their coats.
“The car is waiting for you Mr. Rozanov. Mr. Hollander, I hope you enjoyed your visit, and we will see you again I’m sure.”
Ilya helped Shane with his coat before shrugging into his and gesturing Shane up the stairs before following. Shane glanced back once, “We don’t need to pay?”
Ilya shook his head. “No.” Shane looked at him oddly, and he finally elaborated. “They have my card on file kotik. They will charge it for me. Stop looking at me like I stole a meal. Is like a private club. Only for some people, which is why you have never been here before.” He neglected to mention that of the 6 other tables that were occupied, 4 of them were people Shane would probably get a promotion for if he brought them in.
Once in the car, Ilya looked over at him, leaning over to give him a soft lingering kiss. His hand came up to cup Shane’s cheek during the kiss and he whispered against the man’s mouth. “You will come home with me? We can have an after dinner drink. And discuss dessert.”
Shane didn’t even hesitate, “Yes please”
 

 
Ilya led Shane into the private entrance of the building through the parking garage. Shane had questioned where they were going at one point when he realized it was not to the hotel, but just nodded when Ilya said to his apartment.
They walked in the door, Shane taking his shoes off and leaving them near the entrance as he took a few steps inside, “Wow, Ilya, this is nice. Beautiful.” He looked over his shoulder, shrugging off his coat as Ilya gestured to it. A playful lilt to his voice as he told Ilya, “Don’t let me forget this one, I’ll run out of coats before long.” He looked around again, a little warily, “Is Cliff here?”
He watched as Ilya hung the coats in the closet and then turned to look at him, walking to him, letting his hand slide along Shane’s chest before it fell off of him as Ilya continued past him. He turned and leaned against the edge of the kitchen counter and spoke, his voice low and quiet. “It is nice. I didn’t do anything but move in, everything was here already. Do you want a drink? And no. Cliff is not here. You do not have to worry about him this time.”
Shane shook his head and pulled his lower lip in to chew it before realizing what he was doing and stopped. Remembering his vow for what had to be the 10th time that night, he strode confidently to Ilya and put one hand on his waist before answering. “I want my dessert, not a drink.” He leaned forward and brushed his lips onto the mole that he’d been dreaming about, feeling Ilya’s surprised inhale. He moved down to the man’s neck, his free hand going to the muscled chest and running down the front of his shirt, and then back up to tangle in those irresistible curls. He moved even lower, his lips touching the hollow in Ilya’s neck before his tongue slowly replaced his lips lapping at that hollow and tasting him.
Ilya had watched with amusement as Shane came to him with a purpose. He inhaled sharply though as Shane’s lips started moving on him. He tried to keep his hands off and let Shane explore, enjoying this little feisty side of his kitten. But when Shane’s tongue literally started licking at him at the front of his neck, he couldn’t stop himself. His hands came up, one pulling Shane’s shirt up so that it untucked from his pants, the other tangling in the hair at the back of Shane’s head and pulling his head back, away from Ilya’s neck. Shane whimpered in surprise and dissatisfaction, trying to pull his face closer again. Ilya’s fingers tightened in his hair and refused to let him move. “Oh no no kotik. None of that yet. We need to talk first. Before I get carried away.”
He loosened his grip on Shane’s hair, but his other hand went up under his shirt, stroking the bare skin of his back under it. “Shane, are you listening?” His eyes searched Shane’s wanting to be sure he was in a state to understand. He was a little surprised to see that the other man seemed fairly focused on him, so he continued, “Do you remember you told me that you had only had actual sex one time with another man?”
Shane nodded, his breath coming in soft pants. Ilya watched him and continued, not needing a real answer yet. “Good. Is that something you want? Tonight? Or do you want to wait and we do other things again. This is your choice and I will follow it. But I need words this time.”
Shane looked up at him, his eyes needy and pleading. “I want. It’s just been a long time. But I want.”
Ilya’s mouth crashed against his as soon as the words were out. His mouth was needy as he pulled Shane’s body against him. It was a greedy, sloppy kiss. Tongues flying against each other, moans and soft noises from one to the other. Ilya could feel both their cocks harden against each other’s legs and Shane’s hand starting digging for Ilya’s button, their mouths never leaving each other.
Shane finally was the first to break the kiss and he licked the saliva off his lips, his eyes already glassy as he looked down at Ilya’s pants fumbling with them. Ilya put his hand on Shane’s chin and tipped his face so that Shane was looking at him. Staring into Shane’s wide pupils, he  whispered, “Get on your knees, kotik.”
Shane heard the words. He remembered again, that he was not going to be so easy this time. And yet, the words flowed through him, into his chest and a molten string tugged him down. So easily. It didn’t matter. He wanted to taste him again. That’s all it was. He sank down, his knees hitting the carpet a millisecond after Ilya had uttered the words. His hands wrapped around Ilya’s thighs and his mouth nuzzled at the glorious hardness that was hidden by pants. He didn’t care. He mouthed at it, his breath moist and warm, tasting the fabric, making a small wet spot. Ilya muttered in Russian, “Fuck, you’re so beautiful.”
He heard Ilya’s words in Russian, didn’t let them sink in. He heard the words in English though as Ilya’s hands went to his own pants, pushing them down past Shane’s mouth, along with his underwear. “Such a good boy for me.” Shane’s cock jerked at the words and his mouth immediately took Ilya in as far as he could, his tongue sliding down the underside of the gift he now held in his mouth. He suckled softly for a few seconds, Ilya’s hands on his shoulders, one lifting to gently caress Shane’s cheek. Pulling off with a loud slurp, he tilted his head down while one hand held Ilya’s huge length up. His tongue returned to lick one long stripe up the underside of Ilya’s cock, starting at his balls. He went back down the side, his tongue never losing contact with that hot velvet skin until he gently sucked one of those heavy balls into his mouth, Ilya hissing above him. He hummed softly before finally releasing him and going back to the tip of Ilya. His fingers pulled that soft skin back and he proved himself to be the kitten that Ilya called him. His tongue darted out, over and over again, licking at the slit of the man in front of him, drinking up the drops of liquid that appeared.
He felt Ilya’s hand go tight in his hair, the other grabbing his upper arm and Ilya leaned slightly over him as he pulled him up. “Up kotik. Not yet. Bedroom.”
Ilya felt like he had a fever. His body was so hot and his breathing was completely erratic. When Shane had opened those red lips and took him down, he almost felt like he could come right then. His eyes closed as that tongue licked him up and down before taking his ball in his mouth and hummed around him. His legs felt weak and he gasped and realized he needed to get to the bedroom if he was going to make his kotik beg for him. But when that tongue came out and started taking tiny swipes at his slit, he immediately pulled Shane up, and kicked his pants off before he tripped on them.
He led Shane to his room, murmured as they walked in, “Take your clothes off.” He pulled his shirt off before he lay back on the bed and watched, his eyes taking in everything. Shane looked a little embarrassed, but didn’t hesitate. He took his belt off, laying it over a chair at the desk. He slowly took off his shirt, that beautiful shirt, as it went over his head, Ilya’s eyes wandered every muscle that was flexing as they moved. He folded the shirt, setting it on the chair and Ilya’s lips curved in a smile, but he said nothing, enjoying the show. The pants came next, folded nicely and set on the chair also. He looked expectantly at Ilya and Ilya just stared back, one eyebrow going up a tiny bit. Shane huffed and bent as he took his boxers off, putting them neatly on the chair. 
“Ok?”
“Come here zolotse.” Shane shivered when Ilya spoke but walked to the bed and crawled onto it, coming up between Ilya’s legs before dipping his head to place a kiss on Ilya’s thigh, his mouth then going up to lick the tip of Ilya’s cock, making it spasm in front of him. Ilya pulled him up though, so he rolled to the side, scooting up higher and stared at Ilya’s chest, leaning forward trying to reach him.
Ilya rolled him onto his back and spread his legs just enough so that he could lay between them, his weight pressing into Shane as he looked down at him. He leaned down and kissed Shane’s fore head, then his cheek, then his lips, before sliding over to lick the sensitive spot behind Shane’s ear. A small noise escaped from Shane’s lips before he could bite it back and Ilya leaned up over him again, looking him over. He picked up Shane’s left arm and brought it to his face, kissing the palm, his eyes dragging over some small marks on the forearm. Frowning, he pulled back slightly and inspected them. Shane tried to slap his own hand over them, but Ilya forced it away. The marks were small, hadn’t even broken the skin, little crescent indents. Ilya might not have noticed them if he hadn’t done the same but worse to his side many times. 
“What is this kotik? Why did you do this?”
Shane shook his head and looked up at the ceiling. “Doesn’t matter.”
“Shane. Why?” He leaned up farther so that Shane’s eyes had to look at him. “What was wrong?”
Shane’s bottom lip was being worried by his top row of teeth, and Ilya took his thumb and pulled the lip down. “Kotik? Is something wrong? Do you want me to stop?”
The embarrassed man huffed a breath out. “No, I was just trying to calm down earlier. I could feel myself getting… I don’t know. Just a little lost. So I thought that might help bring me back. It just happened. You didn’t do anything.”
Ilya kissed the marks and let the arm drop away. “Shane, look at me. Now.” He smiled down at the man in front of him. “Never do it again. Do you understand? If you are feeling lost and you don’t like it, you tell me and I will fix. Understand? Not again. I will take care of you. I promise.”
Shane nodded and Ilya shook his head. “Let me hear it.”
A very small voice agreed, “Not again. I understand.”
“Good. Now about my other promise.”
Shane’s nose scrunched up as his brow furroughed together. Ilya blinked rapidly at him and tried not to lose focus. Shane finally spoke, “what promise?”
Ilya gave him that predatory smile that looked like he was about to pounce. “The one where I said I would make it good for you. But that you would beg me for it. That one.”
Shane shook his head immediately. “I won’t. I don’t beg Ilya.”
Ilya just nodded, moving from between Shane’s legs to straddling him, feeling his hardness underneath him. He picked up Shane’s left arm again and kissed his wrist, before reaching for the right arm, kissing it the same way. He pulled those arms up over Shane’s head and pushed them down to the bed as he pulled them together, using one of his hands to hold them there.
“We will see.” His lips dropped to Shane’s holding right above them. His tongue dipped out and Shane’s head snapped up to meet him, sucking Ilya’s tongue right into his mouth and kissing him like it was the first time. It was messy and wet and the noises they were making seemed to spur him on even more. Ilya felt the hands he was holding down try to lift and he pushed them back down. “Don’t move them kotik. They stay there until I say.”
Shane nodded, his eyes wet as he blinked trying to let anything fall. “Ilya, please, I want to touch you.”
“Oh zolotse, are you begging already? I want more than that.”
Shane shook his head and whispered, “no” before clamping his lips shut.
Ilya chuckled, a low taunting laugh. He let go of Shane’s wrists with a warning look down at him. He lifted himself and let a hand drift down, just barely skimming over Shane’s cock which was still rock hard. It went down, his fingers trailing the skin of a bare thigh, before pushing it wider. Setting back again between Shane’s legs, he kneeled there, his hand going to stroke his own cock, going from one end to the other while Shane’s eyes tracked every move, his lower lip starting to tremble. “Don’t worry kotik, you will get what you want. Just beg me.”
He grinned as Shane said nothing and let go of himself, leaning over to abruptly take one of Shane’s nipples into his warm mouth. His tongue swirled around the small bud, moaning onto it as it hardened. He grazed it with his teeth before gently biting down. Shane groaned and his back arched up pushing against Ilya’s mouth, but his hands stayed where they were supposed to. “You’re being so good for me kotik. Such a pretty boy.”
His mouth slid to Shane’s other nipple toying with it gently before he slid down until he was laying, partially off the bed between Shane’s legs. His mouth made a trail down Shane’s chest which was starting to gleam with sweat, the short choppy breaths making it heave up and down. “Kotik, if I ask you a question now, I need an answer since I cannot see your face from here. Understand?” He paused, his tongue licking at Shane’s belly button. His lips curling up when he heard a very soft, but audible,
“Yes”
“Good boy.” he slid down farther, pulling Shane’s legs up, so they were bent, his feet resting on the bed on either side of Ilya. Pressing small kisses to the lower part of Shane’s belly, he would kiss, then gently suckle the spot, then let his tongue trail along to the next. He let his hot breath blow over Shane’s cock, but not touching, smiling as it jerked towards him. Pushing those thighs even farther apart, he gently nibbled on Shane's inner thigh just where it met his groin.
Shane’s noises were starting to become louder and more pitiful. A cross between a whimper and a groan and a cry. It was delicious music to Ilya’s ear. “Ok kotik?”
A gasp and then a muffled “yes”. Ilya looked up over Shane’s body to see what had muffled his words, making sure those hands hadn’t moved. Shane’s head was turned sidewise, his mouth buried against the upper part of his arm.
Smiling, he turned back to those muscular thighs and feasted on them. His mouth was everywhere, hot and wet, nibbling and kissing and tasting. Shane’s body was thrashing under his now. Running one hand over Shane’s cock, feeling the wetness dripping from the tip, he let the hand keep moving, over Shane’s muscled stomach, and up to tease his nipple again. 
A loud gasp and then he heard it, he was almost there, a breathy, “please Ilya, please. I need..” the voice trailed off. 
“What do you need? Tell me kotik. I will give to you.”
He heard a muffled noise again and smiled wickedly. Putting his hands under Shane’s luscious ass, he lifted him slightly and breathed against the back of his balls, his breath was warm and moist and he let his tongue come out and just barely circle Shane’s hole. Barely touching, a soft wet trail, a tease of what would come.
“Fuck Ilya, please, I need you.”
Ilya stopped the movement and leaned up enough that Shane could see his face. “Tell me. I want to hear Shane. Tell me what you want. Beg for me kotik.”
Shane’s body was on fire. He felt like he was burning from the inside. He didn’t think he’d ever been this hard and when Ilya’s tongue barely skimmed over his rim, he felt the wet drops on his cheek as they fell. His hips were trembling so hard he thought he might actually just come if Ilya licked him in one more spot. It was becoming harder and harder to hold his arms where Ilya had left them. His body wanted it, he wasn’t even sure what it wanted. He’d done this once and it had been uninspiring. He’d never felt this need though, this burning desire to be consumed so completely that he might just disappear.
“Tell me what you want. Beg for me kotik.” He heard the words sink into his consciousness and his eyes closed tightly as the words came unbidden, he couldn’t have stopped them if he wanted.
“Please, please Ilya, I need you. I need you inside me. Please, please fuck me, ohhh jesus, please Ilya, please please please, I want you. I need you.” His voice had trailed off at the end, sobs making his chest heave.
Ilya’s breath stopped at the words. They sounded even better than he had imagined. He’d planned on teasing more once he heard them, but he heard those sobs and he was immediately up and over Shane again, leaning down to kiss the tears that were on those precious freckles. Whispering to him over and over, “You’re ok kotik. I’m here. You’re so good for me, so beautiful. I will give. You’re so so good.” His words trailed into Russian, “I’m here kotik, I will take such good care of you. Such a good boy for me. My good good boy”
Shane heard the words and he let out another half sob before his eyes opened searching for Ilya’s. Finding them right above them, he uttered a broken, “Pl.. please Ilya.”
Ilya nodded and asked once, “You’re sure kotik?”
“Yes need you.”
That was all it took, Ilya was leaning over him, leaving a hand on him so he didn’t panic and rummaged in the nightstand drawer until his hands closed around the bottle of lube and condoms. Settling back down, he glanced up and saw the tension in Shane’s shoulders, “kotik, you can move your arms. You were so good.”
Those hands immediately flew down to tangle in his hair as he snapped open the bottle of lube. 
“please.”
Ilya chuckled as he set the lube right next to him. “Soon zolotse. I have to get you ready. You know this.” He slowly worked his lips down Shane’s chest again, stopping to press soft little kisses the entire way. He avoided Shane’s cock though, knowing this was not likely to last long tonight.
Shane gasped as Ilya’s strong hands gripped his thighs and pushed his legs up nearly to his chest. His hands were still in Ilya’s hair, running through the curls over and over again. He swallowed hard and one of his hands flew up to his mouth to stifle the noise he made as he felt Ilya’s tongue circling his hole, not teasing anymore. He lapped gently, letting his tongue circle the opening, pushing in a tiny bit, groaning against Shane when his fingers tightened in Ilya’s hair. He licked and sucked and coated Shane’s entrance with his spit, teasing and licking until he was able to push his tongue in past the first resistance.
Shane’s back arched off the bed at the sensation, he’d never had anyone do this and he felt like he was dying as fast as his heart was beating. Ilya’s tongue toyed with him, pushing in a little farther as Ilya moved his tongue inside Shane. He teased and licked, his lips hot against Shane’s wet opening. When he pulled back, Shane made a low keening noise. “Shhh kotik, I’m here.” Ilya picked up the open bottle he’d set beside him and squeezed some out onto his fingers. Rubbing them to warm the cold liquid, he kissed the inside of Shane’s thigh, sucking the flesh into his mouth at the same time he eased a finger into Shane’s hole. He didn’t go far at first, listening to Shane’s noises, feeling his own cock jerk to each sound. After a moment, he pushed in farther, twisting his finger just a bit as he moved. He curled his finger just slightly, not actually trying to hit Shane’s prostrate yet, just getting him used to it.
He worked him slowly, his finger sliding in and out. Shane’s thighs were trembling around him when he finally slid another finger in to join the first. “Kotik you are so fucking tight. I want you so fucking bad.”
Shane felt like he was going to explode. Ilya’s tongue had lit the fuse, and his fingers inside felt like it was just a matter of time. He was panting, his arm covering his mouth as moans and muffled noises leaked out into the room. He could feel Ilya’s fingers scissoring inside him as he loosened him up. Shane was nervous and impatient at the same time, he’d had Ilya’s cock in his hand, in his mouth, he knew how thick and heavy it was. He wasn’t sure if he could even take it all. He nearly leapt off the bed as those fingers curled together inside of him and swiped gently over his prostrate. “Fuuuuuck Ilya, please oh god please.”
He heard Ilya speak but the words just floated over him, “Shhh, almost Shane. Soon.” Ilya’s fingers withdrew and Shane nearly screamed with frustration, his body was a bundle of nerves and his brain was withdrawing slowly, second by second. He felt like he was just going to disappear into the air.
‘Ilya,” his voice was barely a whisper.
Ilya’s fingers were back, a third one this time, pushing in slowly, filling him impossibly full.  Impossible or not, he wanted more and he pushed back against them, trying to make Ilya move more. A large hand slowly slid up to rest on his lower stomach. “Almost kotik.” Those fingers began moving, pushing a little farther, brushing over that spot that was sending him into a quivering mess. He lifted his ass just slightly, pushing against those fingers inside him that were slowly driving him crazy. He moved his arm off his mouth and with the hand that was still tangled in his hair, yanked on it, pulling Ilya’s head up to look into Shane’s impossibly glazed eyes.
“Ilya please, fuck me. I need to feel you. I need you to fill me up” he whined the words, sounding pitiful.
Ilya’s head was pulled up abruptly and he nearly choked at the tone of voice Shane was using. “Of course kotik, so greedy for me.”
Shane felt the fingers withdraw slowly and he nearly let a sob escape again. His lids were half closed, looking at Ilya through wet lashes. He watched him rip a condom package open with his teeth and then slide in on over that huge cock. He watched him grab the lube again and pour a liberal amount onto his palm before slicking himself up. He watched him move up over Shane and lean down and kiss the dampness on his cheeks.
Ilya lined himself up and Shane felt pressure pushing very lightly at his now loosened ass, “ok?”
Shane answered him with a trembling voice, “please. now”
Shane saw Ilya lean down and let his mouth press against Shane’s, letting his tongue toy with him just enough for him to whimper into Ilya’s mouth. He felt him move, felt that hardness enter him slowly. Shane felt himself stretching, burning, his stomach flipping inside out. Ilya had stopped, leaning down and kissing his neck while he adjusted. With a deep breath, Shane moved just enough for Ilya to notice. Shane watched his face as he pushed farther inside, and focused on the vein that was pulsing impossibly in Ilya’s neck. Ilya was mumbling incoherently in Russian as he moved slowly inside of Shane.
Shane was feeling full and uncomfortable and he thought there was no way he was going to be able to take all of the cock he wanted so bad. But watching that vein pulse, over and over, he realized the stretch that seemed like so much was telling him he could take more and the burn was disappearing and reappearing deep in his belly. He needed Ilya to make it go away, so he whispered to him, “more.” Ilya groaned and pushed the rest of the way into the tightness that was making it hard for him to breath. When he was fully seated, he stopped, looking down at Shane, just barely rolling his hips for a little bit of movement.
“You might kill me kotik.”
Shane was trembling, but suddenly it seemed different. A sheen of sweat was covering him, but when Ilya reached for his cheek, to swipe a tear from it, Shane tilted his head and caught the thumb in his mouth. Murmuring around it before he started licking it, sucking it gently, “Please move, fuck me. Please, need it. Want to be good for you.”
Ilya came undone at the words and a growl ripped from his lips, “Fuuuck Shane. You are. You’re so good for me. Look how you take all of me, you’re so fucking tight around me. So fucking beautiful.” His hips started moving, slowly at first, watching Shane’s face to be sure he wasn’t hurting him. Shane was sucking and playing with his thumb like it was his cock and suddenly Ilya couldn’t stop himself, he was moving faster, the sound of skin slapping skin suddenly loud in the room. He was losing himself in how Shane felt, how his cock was gripped so tight, each thrust feeling like velvet was encasing him. He knew this first time was not going to last. For either of them if the noises Shane were making were any indication. 
Shane was making little mewling noises with every thrust, when Ilya reached back to grab his leg and pull it up just a bit, the angle he was thrusting with changing just enough to swipe across Shane’s prostate with each stroke. Broken words started spilling out of Shane’s mouth “Ily.. ohgodohgodoh please, oh I’m gonna come Ilya, please, ohhhh fuck”
Ilyas thrusts became more frantic and uneven as he felt himself close as well and he managed a ragged whisper as he reached between them to pump Shane’s cock once, then twice. “Kotik, come for me.” Shane bucked against him, his back arching off the bed incredibly high as his body exploded, seeing stars, fireworks, flashing lights, he didn’t know, he just knew everything was vibrating and he was only seeing white. His orgasm crashed hard, white spurts coming endlessly over Ilya’s hand, onto his chest, onto Shane’s chest. The waves seemed never ending as Ilya pounded him, his fingers letting go of Shane’s cock and digging into his hips to drag him up and even closer.
With a loud cry, Ilya thrust deep and shuddered, his whole body quaking as sweat dripped off his brow and mixed with the come on Shane’s stomach. His vision was blurry and his body felt not like his own as he stared down at the man beneath him. Shane looked absolutely wrecked, his cheeks and neck pink, his hair sweaty, his lips wet and swollen, his chest heaving and his eyes completely glassy and looking at Ilya like he wasn’t sure where he was. Ilya spoke what he thought, mumbling it in Russian. “You have never been more beautiful zolotse.”
Ilya collapsed on top of Shane, both of their chests heaving against each other. Ilya’s hand went up to stroke Shane’s hair as they lay there. Ilya nuzzled his mouth into Shane’s neck and licked him, wanting the taste of him. Shane shivered underneath him. Ilya finally moved back, pulling out, both of them groaning at the sensation. They were both covered in Shane's come, but Ilya didn't care. 
Shane lay there, trying to figure out if he was dead. That’s what it felt like he thought. Floating outside of himself, not trusting himself to speak. He groaned and whimpered when he felt Ilya pull out though. He suddenly felt so empty, he wanted it back, he wanted Ilya to fill him up again. A tear slipped out and he swallowed hard.
Ilya was turning to the side as he took the condom off and tied it off. He reached behind him by the nightstand and dropped it, he hoped into the trash can there. He would have to make sure later. He saw Shane’s face and became a little concerned. Snuggling his body tight against Shane’s side, he wiped the tear away. His voice ragged, “kotik are you ok? Did I hurt you?”
Kissing the corner of Shane’s mouth, he gently tapped him on the face, then took his chin and turned his face to face him. “Shane? Ok? Please tell me if I hurt you.”
Shane managed a shake of his head and a very small, very quiet, “no. you didn’t”
Ilya let him breath for a few minutes, laying his head on Shane’s chest, listening to his heartbeat slowly regulate. When he was finally breathing normally, he leaned up again and smiled down at him, happy to see his eyes looked a little more clear, though they were drooping. “Sonnyy kotik.” My sleepy kitten, we need to clean you up before you can sleep. I’m going to go to start the shower, yes? I could clean you here, but you are very sweaty, I think you be happier to be all the way clean?”
Shane managed a nod and Ilya kissed him gently. “I’ll be right back to get you.” He stood and padded to the bathroom, hearing Shane’s noise of discontent when he left him. He turned the shower off and immediately went back to collect the other man.
“Come with me. We clean you up.” He gently pulled Shane up, glad to see that he was slowly coming back to him.
Shane stood, a little wobbly, feeling an immense sense of embarrassment at his neediness. He walked on his own, liking the feel of Ilya so close to him though. They showered together again, Ilya doing most of the washing again as well. When they were clean, Ilya pulled him close, their naked bodies sliding together as he kissed Shane. It was a much calmer kiss than the others, but still just as filthy somehow and Shane was shocked to feel his cock twitch.
Ilya felt it as well and let out a huff of laughter. “I think you need to sleep first kotik.”
Shane nodded and they dried each other off, their hands lingering and touching gently, just learning each others bodies. Once back in the bedroom, Ilya pointed to the chair where Shane’s clothes were. "Sit, while I change the linens." Shane did, moving his clothes first and setting them on the desk. He watched as Ilya changed the bed quickly and efficiently. When Ilya turned once to see Shane watching him with interest, he shrugged "military school. If you didn't make your bed every morning, you had to run extra."
Pulling Shane up, he rummaged in his drawer and found the softest pair of sweatpants and t-shirt that he had. He helped Shane put them on and grabbed a pair for him before they climbed in bed. Shane wrapped himself around Ilya, laying his head on the chiseled chest he was curled around and finally spoke, “Thank you again Ilya. I didn’t even know that it could be like that. I’m sorry I was… emotional. I’m not sure why.”
Ilya grinned and pulled a blanket over them. “I will show you how much better it gets kotik. That was just a start. We were both too wound up to last long.” Kissing the top of his head, he let a teasing voice come out, “You were emotional because you never had Russian Sex God before. Is ok. Is to be expected. And you were so good for me. Such a good boy. I told you that you would beg. I win.”
Shane actually laughed as he managed a soft, “Fuck off”.
Ilya chuckled and let his fingers run up and down Shane’s arm as he held him. His insides were rebelling, telling him not to get close, that this feeling he was feeling was dangerous, but he shut them down and closed his eyes as he listened to Shane breathe.
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      Chapter 10: I wanna be a good boy
  


    Chapter Summary

    Ilya and Shane spend the day together



    Chapter Notes

      A relaxing day together? Yeah, why not. It was that kind of day.
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  Ilya woke the next morning feeling warm and relaxed. For the briefest of moments, he wondered why his leg was tangled over someone and his arm across a warm body. He didn’t usually let people stay the night. Then he remembered and he smiled without opening his eyes, snuggling in closer to the body next to him.
The next time he woke, he had moved to his stomach and he felt a touch softly feathering down his back. He wiggled a little but then frowned into his pillow as he realized where the touch was, just as a soft, sleepy voice broke into the silence of the room.
“What is this scar from? Must have been awful.”
He felt the body next to him pull himself up and suddenly felt a warm, hot tongue trail along where the finger had run, all the way down the thin scar that ran from his shoulder to mid-back.
He shivered and let his voice drop low, “Who cares, just keep doing that.”
Shane chuckled and pressed a series of small kisses along the same section. “I care. Was it an accident?”
“Yes, an accident.” He felt teeth sink in over the scar and he exhaled a soft “oooh fuck”.
“Tell me. I’ll give you a present.”
Ilya smiled into the pillow, but really didn’t want to have this discussion. “Is not a sexy story kotik, not something you want to hear before you give me present.”
Shane huffed a little. “Fine. Later then. What about this one?” His lips had moved up higher and his tongue circled a small puckered scar near the top of Ilya’s shoulder.
Ilya, knowing exactly where every scar on his body was, wanted this line of questioning over, even if Shane’s tongue was burning a trail every place it touched. His hand reached behind him to tangle in the dark hair on Shane’s head. “Kotik please.”
Shane shook his head, “nope, tell me just one," his tongue still circling and circling the small spot.
A muffled groan exhaled into the pillow. “That one was a cigarette.”
Shane’s head shot up and Ilya took the moment to gently pull the man to the side of him as Ilya rolled onto his back, putting the offending scars out of sight.
“What the fuck Ilya. Who did..”
“Shhhhhh,” a finger went to Shane’s lips, covering him from speaking. “None of my scars are sexy stories. You said if I told you, I get present. Give.”
Shane’s eyes stared at him for what seemed like forever, before finally nodding. A spark lit his eyes as Ilya watched him open his mouth and slowly lick the finger on his lips. A shudder ran through Ilya as he watched, a beautiful thought coming to him.
“I think you like to lick my fingers so much that I will plan a dinner where everything is finger food. I will feed every bite to you and you will lick each finger clean.”
That soft “oh” that Ilya loved to hear came out of Shane’s mouth as he pulled back away from Ilya’s finger, sliding down the bed a tiny bit. Hands reached out and tugged on Ilya’s sweat pants, easing them down over his hips, leaving them at mid-thigh.
Ilya’s eyes never left Shane, watching every move. Shane looked up and made eye contact, real eye contact, not the side of his face or his lips. This made Ilya smile almost more than anything else. Those beautiful dark eyes continued to stare up as his lips opened and took all of Ilya’s rapidly hardening cock into his wet, warm mouth.
Ilya tried to be still. He tried so hard when that mouth closed around him, but the hot breath, the moistness around him, his hand grabbed Shane’s hair and pulled him up, just enough that when Ilya’s hips suddenly bucked forward at the same time, he didn’t slam into the back of his throat, his cock suddenly thick and hard and leaking.
Shane made a pleased noise however and his mouth was suddenly sucking, his tongue working Ilya like Shane was starving and wanted to swallow him whole.
Ilya couldn’t help it, he grabbed Shane’s hair harder, his voice low and breathless, “Shane, kotik, I want to fuck your mouth. Can I?”
Shane nodded, but allowed his head to be pulled back off Ilya’s cock, a string of saliva stretching from the tip to his lips as he quickly answered, “yes, please.”
Ilya groaned and nodded, “If it’s too much, pinch my thigh. I will stop, yes? I know you are not used to it, but,”
Shane interrupted him, sounding excited and panicked at the same time. “Fuck Ilya, just do it, I want it. Use me.”
Ilya’s cock was pulled into Shane’s mouth before he could answer. He looked down at the beautiful sight before him. Shane’s eyes looking up at him, his lips stretched wide over Ilya, those pretty freckles in plain view.
His hand went to Shane’s head and he started moving slowly, letting Shane get used to him, watching himself slide in and out of those luscious lips, seeing the saliva glisten on him. His hand tightened a little as he pushed farther, watching Shane’s eyes start to water and feeling his throat start to rebel and close against him. He relented only for a second, letting Shane adjust the tilt of his head before his fingers tightened again.
His hips moving of their own accord, he fucked the beautiful man’s mouth, grunts and whispered words spilling from his own lips as he watched, mesmerized. He felt Shane’s hands on his thighs, but that was all, just a firm hold as he held still for Ilya to abuse his mouth. He felt himself hit the back of Shane’s throat, his balls going up against his skin. 
“Ohhhh gods. Kotik, you swallow me whole, fuuuuccck, such a good fucktoy”
He moved faster, it wasn’t going to take much more. He listened to Shane gag, but his good boy did not try to pull off, he took it. His eyes were watering, a few tears falling down onto those freckles, making them glisten.
Shane felt like he was dying again. In a good way. Ilya’s cock slamming into him over and over, his hands holding Shane’s head still so he couldn’t move even if he wanted to. He heard Ilya’s words and he whimpered against that hard thickness that was all he could think about. He gagged and his throat tried to close, but he tilted a bit and the angle was a little better. He’d never felt like this, he was exactly where he needed to be. His throat was on the verge of actually forcing him back, when he heard Ilya’s near shout, “Fuuuuuuck Shane, I want to come on you, yes?
Shane managed a tiny nod, all he could do with how tight Ilya’s hands were wrapped in his hair. But it must have been enough as Ilya suddenly pulled out, Shane immediately mourning the emptiness he felt. Ilya’s fingers wrapped around himself and stroked once before Shane felt his face being covered by Ilya’s come, hot drops splashing everywhere, his cheeks, his lips, dripping down, he thought some went in his hair. He didn’t care, he was breathing harshly, the only thing he cared about was Ilya’s voice which was currently coo’ing to him about being a good boy. His good boy. Shane could only nod.
Ilya sat up, pulling Shane up almost into his lap. “Oh my god kotik, you are so good. Just for me. Only for me. You took me so good.” He nuzzled against Shane, his tongue coming out to lick a stripe of his own come off Shane’s cheek, letting Shane watch him swallow it. He leaned down as if to kiss the other man, when Shane shook his head and leaned back away from Ilya’s lips. This caused an immediate frown from Ilya, “Did I hurt you? You do not want to kiss me?”
Shane mumbled something as his hand came up to swipe some of the come away.
Ilya pulled part of the sheet up and gently wiped off Shane’s face. His insides were tumbling as he thought he must have been too much, must have hurt him. “Tell me again, I could not hear you. Did I hurt you too much?”
Shane mumbled again, but a little louder, his voice raspy. “No. I can’t kiss you though. Morning breath. I need to brush my teeth first.”
Ilya had never heard anything so beautiful. “Oh thank god, I thought I was too hard kotik.” He pressed his lips to Shane’s cheeks before untangling them and standing up, pulling the other man with him. “Let’s go clean you up and you can brush your teeth. I need a kiss.”
In the bathroom, he asked if Shane wanted a shower or just to wash his face. Choosing the shower, he watched as Ilya turned it on for him before rummaging around in a drawer. Finding what he wanted, he pulled out an unopened toothbrush and set it on the counter.
Shane’s eyebrows rose as he stared at it. “You have so many guests that you keep extra toothbrushes?” oh my god stop. Look at him, of course he does “Never mind, don’t answer that please.”
He felt Ilya’s eyes on him, but he didn’t speak until Shane finally looked over at him.
“No. I was about to change mine out, so I bought a new one and just haven’t opened it yet. If you really need to know, you are the only one who has stayed here overnight.” Ilya felt there was no need to tell him he hadn’t had the apartment even a month yet, but that wasn’t the point. It wouldn’t be untrue in any case, he normally went home with other people, not wanting them in his space the next morning.
Shane felt the tightness in his chest loosen. He knew it had absolutely no right to be there, but he felt it loosen nonetheless. Giving Ilya a small smile, he nodded.
Ilya’s phone rang in the other room and he sighed. “It’s probably Cliff. He gets lonely. Take your shower kotik, I will find you clean clothes.” He put a towel out on the counter and left the room.
Shane stepped into the shower, letting the warm water cascade around him and over his head. He scrubbed his face first, getting any of Ilya’s come left on his face cleaned first. Closing his eyes, he tried to ignore the things that were pushing inside his head. Things he knew he would have to deal with soon if he continued to see Ilya. But who knows, maybe he was just a quick fling. It didn’t seem like it, the way Ilya spoke to him. He had no experience in this though, a couple of quick hookups where he’d never seen the person again. He wasn’t sure what to expect here.
He turned the shower off when he was done, grabbing the towel Ilya had left for him. Standing there drying off, he heard Ilya’s voice, sounding upset. He didn’t mean to listen, but it wasn’t like he could go anywhere since Ilya was in the bedroom. The words drifted to him, Ilya speaking in Russian, the words coming fast and hard.
“Fuck you. I told you I’m not coming back. No. I said no Alexei. Back the fuck off. Why are you bothering me already? I did what you wanted. You, me, what the fuck does it matter. I was there. I don’t care. No. I’m not. Don’t fucking threaten me. Fuck off back to Russia and tell them I said to back off.”
There were clear pauses where he had clearly been listening to whoever he was talking to. With the last comment, Shane heard something slam hard. He didn’t move, not sure what to do. Having understood most of Ilya’s side of the conversation, he wasn’t sure of his best course of action. Admit he understood most of it and see if there was anything he could help with… or… pretend he didn’t understand. He wasn’t sure which was worse. He could just not say anything, but would that make it worse later if… no when Ilya found out. Probably. Maybe he could pretend he hadn’t heard anything.
Opening the toothbrush, he quickly turned on the water and settled into brushing his teeth, using the toothpaste tube that was lying on one side of the counter. Ilya walked in after a moment, not looking bothered at all. He leaned against the door and watched Shane for a moment before he came closer and got his own toothbrush out of the drawer. Shane finished and took a step back to give him room, though there was plenty already.
Shane went to the same place Ilya had been standing and leaned against the door in the same pose, the difference being he was wearing merely a towel around his waist. Taking advantage of watching Ilya while he was busy, his eyes traveled over the bare broad shoulders and back he was presented with. There were several other small scars along with the long one that Ilya wouldn’t tell him about. But more than that was the beautiful smattering of moles that dotted here and there. They looked like a constellation and Shane wanted nothing more than to worship each one.
He felt his cheeks get hot as he looked up and saw Ilya staring at him through the mirror. “Sorry, I just, I’ll go in here.” He turned to go, but Ilya caught his hand, shaking his head slowly.
“I don’t think so kotik. I want my morning kiss now that we are both clean and fresh.”
Shane let himself be pulled to Ilya, going to stand between his legs as he leaned on the counter. A hand reached down to loosen the towel around his waist and he let it fall, as he leaned forward to kiss Ilya’s nipple. He felt fingers grasping his chin and pulling his head up, lips closing on his. A tongue gently pressed against him, and he opened his mouth to accept it. He tried to keep his breathing even, but he felt himself sinking into Ilya’s body as their tongues played against each other, each one trying to take more and more. Ilya’s hands ran down over his bare back to land on his ass, pulling him even closer.
Ilya pulled back first, and kissed his upper cheeks. Shane blushed, not understanding the obsession with his freckles, but he didn’t move. Those lips finally pulled back again and he looked up to see Ilya just gazing at him, finally speaking. “I should have you fucked you again kotik before your shower.”
Shane shivered and Ilya wrapped his arms around him, kissing the top of his head before he pulled back and turned Shane around, pushing him forward, telling him, “Come get dressed. For now. We will see if I let you stay that way.”
Shane almost made a sarcastic comment but bit it back just in time. He didn’t want to start that game again yet. When they reached the bed, he noticed the trashcan halfway across the room and realized that must be what he heard slam earlier while Ilya was on the phone.
Ilya was rummaging through a drawer again, so Shane went and picked it up, bringing it back near the bed. Ilya had glanced up to see what he was doing, but said nothing, just pulled clothes out. Shane knew he probably shouldn’t, but pushed a little anyway, “Are you ok? I thought I heard you yelling.”
Ilya handed him the clothing and his hand went up to straighten his necklace. “Yes. It was just my brother on phone. We fight. Not close anymore.”
Shane nodded carefully, “Oh, I’m sorry. Must suck to fight with family.” He pulled on the sweatpants and shirt Ilya had given him.
Ilya shrugged and pulled out another shirt which he slid on, the arms tight against his muscular frame. “Is ok. We haven’t been close. Since my mother had her accident.” He frowned, knowing Shane had heard his speech at the gala. “Her accident that wasn’t an accident. It doesn’t matter. He’s an ass. No big deal.”
Shane nodded and let it go, it was actually quite reasonable for what he had heard. Glancing down at the clothes he was wearing, he pulled the edge of the shirt out and quipped, “I think I’ve worn more of your clothes lately than you have. I’m going to owe you a laundry bill.”
Ilya smirked at him, “They look good on you. I like.”
A blush spread slowly down Shane’s cheeks and he turned his head. Ilya chuckled and walked past him, “Come. We will find food.”
They ate a late breakfast, though it was closer to noon than morning at that point. Ilya made omelets and cut up some fresh fruit, silently thanking Cliff for making him buy something other than children’s cereal. Shane had looked at them all and laughed. “Sweet tooth I see.”
“No, those are Cliff’s.” Ilya smiled when he heard Shane’s unfiltered laughter and looked over to see a big smile on his face. It was perhaps the most open he’d seen Shane and he liked it. “I swear, they are. I tried to put them back on the shelf but he insisted.”
Shane ate some of the omelet and looked suddenly concerned. “Where is Cliff? At the hotel?”
“Ahh no. We got rid of the hotel room. We were just staying there for a while. He has apartment here also. Down a few floors.”
“Oh, ok.” Taking another bite, he suddenly felt self conscious about being there for some reason. “This is really good, but I can go. I don’t want to take up your whole day. I can get a car to pick me up.”
Ilya finished his own omelet and stared at him for a long long moment, his voice low and husky when he finally spoke. “Do you want to go? And you will not be getting a car. I will take you when you want to go home.”
Shane debated making up an excuse to leave, but he didn’t really want to. He wanted to stay here. He wanted to stare at Ilya and memorize every mole, to kiss him more, to hear him call Shane a good boy again. That alone nearly made Shane bolt for the door. He didn’t like analyzing that part of himself and was trying to bury it as deep as he could. Forcing himself to be honest, he shook his head and dropped his eyes. “No, not really. I mean… I can’t stay tonight, not that you want me to, but I have to go home at some point. I need to go over some things for work before tomorrow. But right now, no, I don’t want to go.”
Ilya tried to smother the elation inside him. He would have to examine this later, but he allowed himself a small smile as he nodded, glancing down to pick up a strawberry and eat it. His hand stopped just before he popped it in his mouth though and a wicked smile spread across his lips as he set it back down.
Shane glanced at him and when he saw the look on Ilya’s face, he had the sudden urge to run. Gulping, he just stared at Ilya who was staring right back at him.
“Kotik, take your shirt off and go sit on the couch.”
Shane wasn’t sure if Ilya even realized how his voice changed when he told Shane to do things rather than ask him. A delicious feeling started in his stomach, like it did every time he heard that voice. He blinked once, then twice before he stood slowly. Pulling Ilya’s t-shirt off over his head, he folded it and set it on the chair he had been on. He stood there for just a second, his breath already coming faster, his chest heaving before he turned without a word and did what he was told.
Ilya smiled to himself as he watched him comply with no hesitation. It tugged on a part of him that he hadn’t felt in quite some time. His eyes ran over the muscled chest in front of him, watching it move with each breath before Shane left the room. He grabbed a bowl from the cabinet and dumped his fruit in it, then added the rest that he had already cut up. He took a fork and smashed a couple of the strawberries, wanting plenty of juice in the bowl. He also took a small cup and put a few pieces of ice in it. He wet a kitchen towel just until it was damp and grabbed a dry one as well. He draped the towels over his arm as he picked up the bowl and cup, carrying them into the living area, his eyes taking in Shane as he sat on the couch, chewing on the side of his thumb.
Ilya walked over and sat down the items he’d brought on the coffee table. Shane glanced at them curiously but said nothing. He also said nothing when Ilya reached over and gently moved his hand away from his mouth, but he dropped the hand in his lap and didn’t move it.
Ilya took his shirt off, tossing it on the floor, smirking when Shane’s eyes followed it, horrified. Ilya was beginning to see how orderly Shane liked things and wanted to push him just a bit. But only a bit.
Sitting on the couch, he wedged himself into the opposite corner from where Shane was. Leaning over, he pulled the table closer so he could reach the items. He looked up and Shane was looking at him with a mix of lust and apprehensiveness on his face. He smiled gently over to him and then patted his lap. “Relax kotik. I don’t bite. Well. I do.. But not too hard.”
Shane just nodded, his head barely moving.
“Come sit on my lap kotik.” He closed his eyes after he said it and started counting in his head. He heard a quick intake of breath. He counted to 5 before he felt movement on the couch and got to 8 before he felt the other man timidly arranging himself on his lap. Opening his eyes, he smirked at the look on Shane’s face, before arranging him how he wanted. Shane’s back was leaning against the back of the couch, his legs draped over Ilya’s, who was more leaning against the side. “Good boy. But that took far too long. I counted to 8 before you were here. I think you could have done better.”
Shane was looking at his lips again and he let him stay that way. He barely had to move to press a soft kiss against Shane’s, one arm going around behind him. “Do you not want to sit on my lap zolotse?” He didn’t receive an answer. He tipped Shane’s chin up and looked at him carefully, evaluating the glazed look that Shane had already. “Oh kotik, you’re so gone already aren’t you. So good for me, fuck.”
Shane shook his head and mumbled, “m’here.”
Ilya gave him another soft kiss. “Good. Next time I tell you, I want you here faster, understand? Words please.”
Shane huffed but said in a clearer voice. “Yes.”
Ilya just sat there, letting his hand rub gentle circles on Shane’s back. Eventually Shane looked over at him, his voice small but even clearer, his eyes less glassy. “Are you mad at me?”
Ilya actually laughed. He didn’t mean to, but it escaped before he could stop it. Shane just stared at him. He leaned forward and kissed Shane’s freckles, then the tip of his nose, then his lips. “Did I sound mad kotik?” He was genuinely curious, because if the answer was yes, he would back way off.
Shane shrugged, “I’m not sure.”
“I am not mad Shane. Never mad. At you at least. You are my angry kitten, I think you will get mad before I do.”
He didn’t let Shane answer before he reached over and picked up a strawberry from the bowl. “Do you remember how much you like my fingers in your mouth? I want you to show me.”
Ilya moved his hand with the small piece of fruit to Shane’s lips and sighed happily as those beautiful red lips opened and took the strawberry as well as both fingers that were holding it into his mouth. He felt Shane’s tongue push the strawberry to the side of his mouth before coming back to lick the pad of Ilya’s thumb. His cock twitched under Shane’s legs, but he pulled his fingers back so Shane could eat the strawberry. He did not want his game to lead to choking Shane. 
His eyes opened wide and if he could have seen them, he would know they dilated ever so slightly as Shane reached up and grabbed his wrist holding it still in the air. He watched as Shane chewed the fruit and swallowed and then bent forward to bring his lips back to Ilya's fingers. His eyes were on Ilya’s as his tongue came out and slowly licked and swirled around both fingers that had been holding the strawberry. Ilya’s cock twitched more. His own game was going to backfire on him if he wasn’t careful.
When Shane finally pulled back, his eyes starting to glaze again slightly, Ilya watched him for a moment. Shane grew tired of waiting and scrunched his nose and pursed his lips into a stunning pout as he whispered, “more please”
“Oh my god kotik, you actually kill me. I am dead.”
He reached for another piece of fruit, a slice of banana that had strawberry juice coating it. He placed it in the center of his palm and held it out near Shane’s mouth. In an instant, those lips were on him, covering the fruit as his teeth gingerly picked up the fruit before eating it slowly, letting his tongue come out and lick the juice off his own lips. He leaned forward again and licked slow stripes along Ilya’s palm until there was nothing remaining.
His eyes were on Ilya’s hand, his mouth slightly open as he waited for another piece. Ilya obliged and picked up another piece of strawberry. This time purposely crushing it some so that the juice ran down both of his fingers and onto his palm, down to his wrist. Shane didn’t hesitate, the fingers sucked into his mouth, swallowing the fruit without chewing on it as far as Ilya could tell. Soft sounds were coming out of Shane’s mouth as he sucked and licked far more than he needed on Ilya’s fingers. Then his tongue came out and traced the line of juice down the palm, to the wrist, gently sucking on Ilya’s pulse point there.
Ilya groaned, his cock fully hard now and knowing this was not going how he had planned it out, but he no longer cared. Taking a much smaller slice of strawberry, he opened his mouth and placed it gently on his own tongue, which he left half out of his open lips.
Reaching down, he slid his hand into Shane’s sweatpants to palm his cock, happy to find it hard and weeping for him already. Shane’s back arched up at the contact, but then he leaned forward, staring into Ilya’s eyes, the pupils of which were huge. 
Shane could barely see the ring of blue-green around the edges. His mouth opened and he pulled Ilya’s tongue into his own mouth, the fruit sliding from Ilya to him. He pulled back and swallowed it and Ilya watched as his mouth came back and his tongue licked all the way around Ilya’s lips before pulling Ilya’s tongue into his own mouth.
Ilya wrapped his fingers around Shane and reveled in the soft skin as he moved his hand very gently. Shane suddenly pressed closer to him, wiggling his ass against Ilya causing a loud exhalation to escape. Their mouths crashed together, teeth clashing and tongues moving against each other as if they needed each other to breathe. Shane’s hands were all over him, moving from one place to the next as they kissed.
He pulled back and Ilya let him, watching as his head dropped to Ilya’s neck to kiss it, then to his chest, where his lips wrapped around one of Ilya’s nipples and he suckled gently. Ilya threw his head back and wanted to howl at the ceiling, but when Shane’s teeth actually closed around the sensitive bud, he yelped in surprise. Shane jerked away and looked up, but Ilya shook his head, “no no, it’s ok. My angry kitten just surprised me.” Shane nodded and went back to worshipping the nipple, his tongue scraping across it roughly, but not biting it again.
Ilya felt Shane’s hand go between his legs and he was rubbing Ilya through the sweatpants as he began to squirm and whimper around Ilya’s nipple. Reaching up to his chin, Ilya pulled him back a moment and whispered, “What does my good boy want? You were so good for me, tell me. What do you want me to do to you?”
Shane didn’t hesitate as he looked up to Ilya, “want you to fuck me again. Please fuck your good boy.”
Ilya groaned like he was dying and smashed his lips to Shane’s. He’d thought to play a game and make Shane beg for him again, but instead he wanted to fall to his knees and worship the man who just called himself Ilya’s good boy.
Ilya nodded against Shane’s lips and finally pulled back. “Whatever you want. Anything you ask for.” Shane let out a noise that sounded suspiciously like a cat who had gotten what he wanted. Ilya nearly passed out. “Shane, I need you to get up. I have to get a condom and lube. Stay here, but get on your knees.”
Shane listened although he huffed his disappointment at having to move off Ilya’s lap. Ilya made a mental note to keep lube and condoms everywhere in the apartment after today. He stood and nearly ran to the bedroom, getting what he wanted. He kicked his sweatpants off as he grabbed a bigger towel from the bathroom. He came back to the living room and stopped short. Shane had taken off the sweatpants and was on all fours on the couch. His upper body was partially supported by one of the couch cushions, but his ass was up in the air, everything exposed, his legs trembling just a bit. Ilya wasn’t sure he’d ever seen anything so beautiful.
He took a deep breath and walked over, letting his hand splay out across Shane’s lower back. Leaning forward to growl in his ear, “Such a good boy. My good boy. Only mine.”
He spread the towel underneath Shane as the other man squirmed and mewled at him, “only yours”
“Fuuuck, what will I do with you Shane. So fucking good.” 
He got behind Shane, letting his fingers run over his back, rubbing gently, moving down to those powerful thighs and letting his fingers dig in just enough to make Shane moan deeply. He leaned down, his large hands grabbing Shane’s ass and spreading him so he could see that perfect hole. He was still partially loosened from before, but Ilya didn’t want to take any chances, so he dripped some lube onto his fingers, rubbing them together before bringing them up and letting one slide inside fully.
Shane let out a contented sound and ground his ass back against his hand immediately asking, “more please”.
Ilya chuckled, “So fucking greedy” He gently pressed in a second finger though and began to move his hand. Shane was clearly impatient as he moved, fucking himself on Ilya’s fingers and whining.
“Please please, I want it, just fuck me. I’m ready, please.”
“Kotik, you’ve done this once, I don’t want to hurt you. It won’t take long.” His fingers widened and moved and he really didn’t think it would take much more. He spread his fingers and curled them, letting them just brush across that sensitive spot that had Shane bucking against his hand.
“Ok, ok. One more, just for a second.” The third finger slid in with only a little resistance and Shane sighed happily as he wiggled. Ilya was looking down at his fingers disappearing into the other man’s ass which was now wiggling around them. He nearly choked, gasping for air. Once he’d caught his breath, Shane was fully whining now.
“Ilya please fuck me. I want to feel all of you. Fill me up.”
Ilya leaned down and pressed a kiss to the base of Shane’s spine as he slowly withdrew his fingers. He had a condom on in record speed, adding a little more lube that he smeared over himself. He rose up, one foot on the floor, the other leg on the couch to the other side of Shane, foot braced on the cushions.
Pressing another kiss down and letting his teeth press against the side of Shane’s ass nibbling, he smiled at the squirming. “How do you want it zolotse?”
There was no hesitation again, even though the voice was trembling. “Hard. want you to use me and fuck me hard and make me yours.”
“Fuuuuck. Anything for you. If it’s too hard, I need you to tell me, yes? Promise?”
“Yes, fuck me please.”
Ilya didn’t hesitate. He grabbed Shane’s hips, his fingers digging in to hold him still. Biting his lip, he decided to take a risk and lining up at the entrance that was gaping at him, he pushed in slightly, just getting past the ring of muscle. He took a deep breath at that point and plunged in, one long thrust until he was fully seated, his balls slapping against Shane.
Shane’s head flew up off the cushion, his back plunging down which made his ass come up even higher, a keening sound tearing from his mouth. His chest was heaving and Ilya stayed incredibly still, waiting. 
“Shane? Ok?”
The only answer he got back was a panting, “move.” And Ilya did.
His hips pulled back before snapping forward all the way, watching carefully for any sign he was hurting him. When Shane’s ass pressed back against him though, he lost it. His hand went down into Shane’s hair and pressed his head down onto the cushion, holding him there. The other hand stayed on Shane’s hip to help guide him as Ilya thrusted over and over, hitting Shane’s prostate with most thrusts. He knew Shane’s cock was grinding against the couch with every thrust and Shane’s breath was coming more and more unevenly.
Shane was whimpering and grinding against the couch, so close, the obscene sounds of Ilya pounding him over and over driving him into a blissful state of over stimulation.
“Oh fucck fuck fuck, Ilya, I’m so close, I’m going to.. Ilya, can I come please please Ilya.”
Ilya nearly stopped moving at the question; it caught him so off guard. It also set him off over the edge, his own orgasm catching him by surprise as the words sunk into his brain. He could barely offer a garbled answer, “Come kotik, yes come for me now.” His cock pounded into Shane as he felt the other man arch up against his hand, his back trembling, his hips bucking wildly as he came. The wild movement finished off Ilya and he could barely breathe as he spasmed over and over again inside of Shane. He collapsed onto Shane’s back, the other man slowly sinking down into the couch, his legs slowly collapsing underneath Ilya, until Ilya was laying mostly on top of him, one foot on the floor still.
They both lay there, the room silent save for their combined breathing. Ilya knew he was too heavy to be laying on top like that, but he just couldn’t bring himself to move yet. His hand came up to gently stroke Shane’s hair, not trusting his voice to speak yet either.
Shane’s body started trembling though and Ilya was concerned, so he slowly rolled to the side, half off of Shane, his cock slipping out, causing both of them to hiss simultaneously. It wasn’t but a second though and Shane was trembling again. Ilya lifted his head to see Shane’s face, but it was buried in the pillow. 
He whispered, “Shane? Did I go too hard? Are you ok?”
Shane’s body trembled more and Ilya actually slid off of him, kneeling on the floor next to the couch, pulling the condom off and tying it off before he made a mess. “Kotik?”
Shane’s head turned to the side away from the pillow and Ilya’s mouth dropped open. He was giggling. Like a small child. His body heaving with laughter.
“Kotik? Fuck Shane, did I break you? Why are you laughing? You are broken. Oh my god.”
Shane tried to take a few deep breaths, and turned to the side to look at Ilya. His body and mouth were laughing, but his eyes. His eyes were filled with something Ilya couldn’t comprehend. Lust, laughter, drunkenness, he wasn’t sure.
His voice was a little uneasy, “Shane? You are ok?”
Shane shot up off the couch and threw his hands around Ilya’s neck, his mouth finding Ilya’s for a long, wet, frantic kiss.
“Fuck Ilya. That was so fucking hot. So fucking amazing. I don’t. I can’t. I’ve never.” He couldn’t finish his statement, he just clung to Ilya.
Ilya sank down from his knees to a sitting position, just holding Shane, who was in danger of falling off the couch and onto Ilya. His emotions were unstable, having run very quickly through an amazing orgasm, to fear that he’d somehow broken Shane, to relief.
They sat there for a while, until they were both more composed. Shane shifted back onto the couch, realizing he was covered in his own come, he huffed a sigh. Ilya noticed, finally coming back to earth and pressed another kiss against Shane’s lips.
“It was so very fucking hot. We need to shower again I think. We are a mess.”
Shane nodded and let himself be led to the bathroom yet again. They showered again, Ilya rummaging through his dresser for more clothes which made Shane laugh. "You really are going to run out."
Ilya shrugged as he handed him more clothes. "Is ok, I can steal some of Cliff’s sweatpants if I have to. They would swim on you though." Thankfully that wasn’t necessary as he came up with items for them both.
Ilya went and cleaned up the living room, throwing the come stained towel into the laundry area, picking up the rest of the fruit and the ice that he had abandoned and putting them in the kitchen. He got a Coke for him and a ginger ale for Shane and pulled him down on the couch next to him, handing him the drink.
Shane looked at it and started to say something, but decided not to. He took a long drink, setting it down before he leaned back and stretched his feet out, letting them rest on Ilya’s thigh, curious to see if the other man would let him. Ilya just smiled at him and put one hand over his ankles as he turned the tv on and put on a Montreal/Boston hockey game.
Turning to watch Shane’s face, he finally asked him, “are you actually ok? It was not too rough?”
Shane looked up at the uncertainty in Ilya’s voice, it was the first time he’d heard anything like it from him. Shaking his head, “I promise. It was so good. I might be a little sore tomorrow, I dunno. I don’t have anything to compare to, but it was so worth it.”
Ilya looked relieved and his shoulders slumped slightly as he took a deep breath. “Good”
They sat there for a while, talking about the game, both of them a little wistful, thinking how it could have been either or both of them playing. They got into a discussion about which of the two teams they would play for. Ilya insisted that he would have gone to Boston, because they like to fight and play rough. Shane laughed out loud and said that was fine, he would have rather been in Canada anyway, since his parents were there. Ilya leaned over and kissed Shane’s ankle.
“In another life maybe.” Shane nodded and Ilya continued, “besides, this is better anyway. We do not have to hide. I could not imagine if we were playing how that would work.”
Shane’s stomach tightened painfully at the not hiding words, his thoughts going to his job briefly as he chewed on his lip. He would cross that bridge if he had to. Watching Ilya thoughtfully though, he frowned,
“Do you not have to hide anyway? I know Russia isn’t exactly… welcoming to that. To people like us.”
Ilya looked at him seriously and shrugged. “It’s not. But I do not go to Russia now. My mother is gone, my father is gone. My brother is a dick. I have Russian passport so I try not to flaunt it. But I am not famous person so my sex life is not the news it would be if I were someone. I like girls also, so I bring Sveta with me if I think there will be photos. Like the one you saw.”
Shane tried to ignore the pang of jealousy that crossed through him.
Ilya looked down at Shane’s feet on his leg and turned them this way and that. Shane laughed as he watched,
“What are you looking for?”
Ilya found what he wanted though and his fingers traced along the scars from Shane’s surgeries. “I am sorry for these. You deserved to play. You would have been the best.”
“You mean second best right?”
Ilya shook his head. “No. You were always better than me. You would have been best. But I will never admit that again.”
Shane grinned at him, but took the win.
By the time the game was over, Ilya’s stomach was growling and he pulled out an array of delivery menus and tossed them at Shane.
“Pick please, I do not want to make food.”
Glancing through them, Shane picked a taco place and Ilya arched an eyebrow at him. “Really?” 
Shane nodded, “I don’t eat bird food all the time. Besides, they have chicken tacos that look good.”
Ilya picked up his phone and then hesitated. “Do you mind if I order Cliff some? He does not have to stay up here, he can pick up and go back to his place.”
“Of course I don’t mind, he can stay. I’ll have to go before long after we eat.”
Ilya growled and ignored that part of his answer. He called and ordered, and then texted Cliff.
“So Cliff is your.. Security?”
Ilya glanced at him and nodded slowly. “Yes. Security. But he’s been around so long now is more friends I think.”
Cliff and the food arrived at the same time and he came in with the bags and stopped short at the cozy scene in front of him. The TV was on, Ilya was on the couch, Shane stretched out next to him, his feet back in Ilya’s lap with Ilya’s hand over his ankles. He did a double take as he realized Shane was wearing some of Ilya’s clothes.
Shane looked up and smiled shyly. Ilya glared at him as if daring him to say something, a dare he gladly took.
“My my my, isn’t this just adorable. Ilya Rozanov, domesticated.”
He ducked just in time as the tv remote flew at his head. He chortled and took the food to the coffee table, plopping it down in front of them. He went back to the kitchen and yelled over his shoulder. “Shane, beer or ginger ale.”
Shane shrugged and yelled back. “It’s tacos. Beer.”
Cliff came back with three open beers and handed them each one. “Look at you, getting wild.”
Shane stared back at him stone faced and said innocently, “Rose says hi.”
Ilya choked back laughter and Cliff had the good grace to look a little embarrassed. “Yeah, sorry about that.”
Ilya laughed more and told him, “Watch out Marleau, as I have learned, my kotik has claws and is not afraid to use them.”
They ate and joked and laughed, Shane declining another beer when Cliff got another for he and Ilya. Leaning back eventually, he drew his legs up underneath him on the couch, looking over at Ilya.
Ilya just looked at him and groaned. “No.”
“Ilya.”
Cliff muttered, “Oh here we go again.”
Shane just stared at Ilya and scrunched his nose a little.
“Fuuuuck. You cannot just do that every time you want something kotik. Is not fair.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about Ilya.”
Ilya groaned and set Shane’s feet aside gently and stood up, noticing Cliff stare at him. When Cliff noticed he was looking he smirked and mouthed the word ‘wow’ at him. Ilya just rolled his eyes.
“Fine, I will take you before you do something stupid like order a car. We will leave Marleau here to clean up.”
Shane stood and stretched. “Let me just go change.”
Ilya immediately shook his head. “No. Marleau does not get to see you in that shirt. It is for me. Leave those on, you can give back later.”
A warm feeling bloomed in Shane at the word later, but he pushed it down and nodded. “Ok.” He went into the room and gathered his clothes. Ilya was holding both his coats and held them out for Shane to pick. He grabbed the shorter one and shrugged into it, throwing the wool one over his arm.
“Cliff, it was good to see you again.”
Cliff nodded and tossed out a “See you later.” When the door closed behind them, he rubbed his eyes and muttered to himself, “Fuck Ilya. What the fuck are you doing here man.”
The ride to Shane’s apartment was fairly silent, both men lost in their thoughts. Ilya pulled up to Shane’s build and parked across the street from the door, looking over to Shane at last.
Shane spoke before he could, “Thank you for inviting me to dinner.”
Ilya nodded and leaned over to kiss him, his fingers holding Shane’s chin. “Next time you will not make me wait so long yes?”
Shane grinned, “Ilya, it was literally two days.”
“I know. So long.”
“You’re ridiculous.”
“But you like it.”
Shane nodded and said very softly, “I do.”
Ilya licked the corner of his mouth and murmured against him, his voice filthy, “How many times I make you come this time? 4? 5? We will try for more next time.”
Shane’s sharp inhalation was all the answer he needed as he pulled back and got out of the car, walking around and opening the door to Shane’s side.
Shane suddenly looked shy again and Ilya melted a little as he asked, “Do you.. Do you want to come up?”
Ilya stared at him, his eyes going a little dark as he nodded. “Yes. But you will not get any work done if I come up tonight and you said you had things to do.” He watched as Shane bit his lip and nodded.
“I do. You’re right.” He got out of the car and stepped into Ilya’s space. He leaned up and pressed his lips against the hollow in Ilya’s neck that he loved. “Goodnight then.” He turned and walked away before he changed his mind about inviting him up.
Ilya watched him go into the building. Turning and rummaging through the glove box he pulled out a pack of cigarettes and a lighter and stood there like the last time. Smoking and staring at the building while he tried to school his thoughts into something coherent. When the cigarette was gone, he finally walked around the car and got in to drive back to his apartment.
 

 
Shane walked into his apartment and hung his coats up, setting his other clothes on the table near the door. He sunk down onto his couch, wanting to curl up and go to sleep. He allowed himself 10 minutes of blissful remembering before forcing himself up. 
“Work Shane.” He walked into his office and unlocked the computer screen. His facial recognition had come up with nothing on the man with the hat, but the other had errored out. He sighed and started it again. It had gotten about halfway through before being disrupted, stupid internet probably went out at some point.
He checked his email, fired off a few questions to his team and went through the video footage again slowly. He stopped the screen on the footage from the street just as the other man passed through the light. He enhanced as best he could and printed a screenshot. He stared at it for a long time before putting it down. He could feel his energy flagging and his head starting to ache again.
He walked softly into the bedroom and groaned, forgetting the mess that he and Rose had left on the bed. He hung all the clothes back up where they belonged, folded the other things she had brought and put them back in the bag, which he set on the dresser. Taking the wine bottle and glasses to the kitchen and washing them, tossing the bottle in the trash.
Satisfied that everything was where it should be, he picked up his stack of clothes and took them to the laundry, hanging the belt up. He walked into the bathroom and turned the shower on. As it started to warm, he half pulled the t-shirt he was wearing off, smelling the sharp woodsy, almost smoky scent of Ilya on it. Slowly, he pulled the shirt back down and turned the shower off. Walking to the bed, he got in and opened his phone, seeing a notification from Rose.
Rose: Shane, I waited until now, I gave you all day to recover, HOW WAS YOUR DATE???!! SPILL.
He smiled, biting his lip.
Shane: I haven’t even been home very long. I’m going to bed. Will tell you later.
Rose:   What the fuck Shane! You just got home? You spent all night and all day with him? Holy shit! Was it good? TELL ME
Shane: Rose
Rose:   SHANE! I will come over there right now. You know I will.
Shane: No! I’m so tired
Shane: But yeah. It was so fucking good Rose. I think it was too good.
Rose:   Holy shit Shane!!!  I’m so happy for you! Go to sleep, we’ll talk later.
Shane: Goodnight Rose
Rose:   I knew he’d be good. Look at him for fuck’s sake
Shane: Goodnight Rose
He put the phone down and crawled under his blanket, his body sinking into the bed. His mind drifted as he closed his eyes, remembering touches, smells, kisses. He smiled to himself as he remembered how he felt when he actually realized he could drive Ilya a little crazy also. Not as easily as Shane melted under that voice, but he knew there was a time or two that Ilya would have done whatever he wanted. Maybe. Maybe not though, because Shane knew that next time, if there was a next time… if Ilya told him to move, he would do it a hell of a lot faster then he had today. His body was tired, but yet he felt electric at the same time. Every part of him was a little sore, and he wouldn’t change it for anything. He laughed to himself, knowing he was making himself blush as he thought about the fact that he’d had more sex in the last two days then he’d had his entire life. Or close to it. He could hear Ilya’s voice in his mind, “So boring Hollander.” He smiled at that and grabbed a pillow to hug.
He was nearly asleep, when the detail snapped into his mind and his eyes flew open. His brain liked to do this, throw things at him when he wasn’t even thinking about them. He got out of bed and went to the office where he’d printed the picture of the man outside on the street. His eyes squinted and he ran a finger over the man’s neck. Just over the collar of the coat he was wearing. There was something on his neck, curling up on his skin from under. It was just a thin line, but he’d bet anything it was a tattoo. He didn’t have access to Scott’s files from here, but it would be the first thing he asked to look at when he got into the office tomorrow. He knew he had seen it before and he finally remembered where.
Going back to bed, it took him a while to sink back into that almost asleep state, but all he had to do was think about Ilya’s eyes staring at him and he finally fell asleep, the faint scent of the other man surrounding him.






      

  












      Chapter 11: I hate myself, so you don't have to
  


    Chapter Summary

    Ilya gets a little (a lot) angsty.



    Chapter Notes

      This is a very short little chapter. Ilya and Cliff have it out, and Ilya gets very angsty.

TW: Ilya talks about dying, possibly by his own hand.

This wasn't how I saw this chapter going, it was supposed to be about Shane going to work. But it spilled out and I decided it fit ok. Also note that I changed Chapter 7 (I think) just a little. Just a few words where Cliff and Ilya were talking, so that Cliff knows more then he knew when I originally wrote it.

Chapter title is from I Hate Myself by The Darkness







  Ilya wasn’t looking forward to hearing Cliff complain so he stood in the parking garage smoking another cigarette before finally going upstairs. He opened the door and wasn’t surprised to see Cliff on the couch with the bottle of vodka and two glasses. When he saw Ilya, he poured for them both, adding much more to what Ilya assumed was his. Holding his hand up to stop the tirade before it started,
“I know.”
“No, Ilya, I don’t think you do.”
“Marleau. Please. Not tonight. I had a good day, don’t ruin it.”
He sat down and took the glass that was being offered. He took a large drink and let the alcohol burn its way down and warm his insides. Knowing he was going to hear it anyway, he continued.
“Before you get started Marleau, let me make it worse, so we can get all your bitching out at once. It's so much worse. I think. Unless it is freak coincidence and you know how I feel about that.”
Cliff sat back and just waited.
“Do you remember Barcelona last summer?”
Cliff looked like he was thinking before he slowly nodded. Yes. Wasn’t that the first time that you..” His voice trailed off as Ilya nodded.
“Yes.”
“So what about it. It went fine right? That was your test run.”
Another big drink disappeared from Ilya’s glass. “Yes. But he was there. Investigating. Something. I don’t know what, well, I guess I do, but it seems like a big coincidence. Like I said.”
Cliff frowned and shook his head. “Shane was there?” At Ilya’s curt nod, he shook his head, “No, he’s FBI, they don’t do overseas. Not like that. That’d be CIA and he’s not both.”
Ilya’s voice was flat. “No, he isn’t. I think he isn’t either one, which is infinitely worse.”
“How do you know this? How did that even come up?”
“He saw picture of me and Sveta on the beach. Stupid fucking photographer. It had the date, he just mentioned he saw picture and that it was weird because he was in Barcelona at the same time. For work. And that he did not get ‘his guy’, which makes sense. Which I knew since ‘his guy’ was sitting in the fucking room with him.”
Cliff sat his drink down and stared, “Maybe he was there for something else. Someone else. Nothing to do with what you did.”
Ilya snorted and finished the vodka, knowing he needed to slow down, but having no intention of doing it at this point.
“Something else. Someone else. We know he was at Coste’s death with the FBI. And you think, that when he was in Barcelona, where the head of the biggest bank there and his daughter disappeared, but left a room full of blood behind. You think that he was investigating something else?!”
Ilya’s voice was trembling and he was yelling and he knew he needed to stop. He slammed the glass down on the table and took a deep breath.
“I am sorry. I do not mean to yell. I do not know what to do Marleau.”
Cliff nodded and tried to arrange his words carefully, so as not to poke more, but he knew that would be impossible.
“Ilya. You can’t see him again. You can’t. It’s too dangerous. For both of you I think.”
Ilya glared at him, not liking being told what he can or can’t do. He took another breath determined to stay calm. “I wasn’t done yet. There is more. What you call it, the cake is iced?”
Cliff managed a small smile as he figured that one out. “The icing on top of the cake? When something is about to get better. Yes. What else”
“Alexei called.”
Cliff actually dropped his head into his hands. “Already? What did he want?”
“To tell me that Sergeev wants to meet. He knows Alexei killed Coste and he wants to discuss what I need to do to make it up. I said no. But I’m not sure I can. Say no that is.”
“Ilya you cannot go to Russia. No.”
“I know. I will not. But Sergeev cannot come to America. He’d be picked up as soon as he entered.”
“Ok, we’ll come back to that. But it makes it even more true. You had your fling with your old hockey friend, you got it out of your system. It needs to stop.”
Ilya was already shaking his head, his voice full of pain. “I cannot. It is not a fling I think.”
“You think I can’t see that? You brought him here. You didn’t go to his place. You let him stay the night. Ilya, his feet were in your fucking lap, while he wore your clothes. That’s not you. You don’t do that shit. You’ve been reconnected with this guy all of what, 3 weeks? Why is it different? You never see the same person more than once or twice.”
Ilya shrugged and poured more vodka, drinking it immediately. “I don’t fucking know.” He looked up to see Cliff staring at him, and he just shook his head. “I don’t know. He just makes me feel. I have locked everything of me in tiny box inside my chest, Marleau. I have to. To do what I do and not go crazy. I think it make me a little crazy already. But I am locked away. But with him, I can let a tiny little bit of me out. Just enough to make me feel.” His voice dropped and he sounded like he was drowning. “Sometimes I hate myself, but am I so bad that I don’t deserve to feel? Maybe. Maybe I am.”
He reached for the vodka again, pouring more and once again drinking it immediately, feeling the burn and wanting more. His voice cracked as he looked up at Cliff, “I do not want to put it all back in the box. If I have to, if I have to do that, I think I will end up like my mama.”
Cliff was astounded at the words coming out of Ilya’s mouth. Never had he spoken like this, at least to him. He had never wanted to give someone a hug more. He knew that would go over poorly though, so instead he reached out a hand, just to touch Ilya’s arm, to let him feel his presence, but the other man flinched away from him.
“Ilya, I’m sorry, I..”
“DO NOT,” Ilya’s voice was ragged and sharp. “Do not pity me. I chose this path. I reap the benefits, I do the jobs. I just try to explain why I think I cannot stop with Shane. If I stop, I think I may as well just tell him the truth and let him lock me in a tiny box for real.”
Cliff wasn’t having any of that though. He didn’t try to touch Ilya again, but he wasn’t having that shit. 
“Rozanov. Look at me. Do what you tell Shane and fucking look at me.” 
He waited until Ilya’s eyes finally met his. 
“You do deserve to feel. You do. Yes, you’ve done some fucked up shit, I can’t pretend you haven’t. But let’s look at that fucked up shit. Your mother died when you were 12. Your father immediately took away the thing you were brilliant at and threw you into military school where they taught you to hate people. They taught you to hurt people. Then you got moved to an even more elite level. Where they taught you even more. How did they teach you that? By hurting you. Look at the scars you have, that’s not normal Ilya. It’s not. They taught you to hate and to hurt people. What happened the first time when you said no? They nearly killed you. That’s what you told me. They beat you nearly to death, not to mention leaving a scar halfway down your back when somebody got handsy with a knife. So when you say that you chose your path, I’m not really sure that’s true. I think you did what you had to do to survive. It's like normal military. If you go to war, you do what you're told. Which is to kill people. So what that you got paid. That’s their way of making you think it’s your fault even more. Their way of keeping you in line, making you think you get to pick. You don't get to pick. You don't work for them now but they won't let go.”
He leaned back, and held Ilya’s gaze as he sighed,
“I don’t want you to go back in that box Ilya. You’ve been more happy the last three weeks than I’ve seen you ever. I get it. So if you can’t break it off then don’t. But you need to understand how that man is looking at you. He’s not looking at it as a fling either. If you keep seeing him, he will fall for you. He may already be there. And you will have to lie to him. About what you do, where you go. Can you do that? And if you make even one mistake and he finds out what you’ve done, what then? If you’re the person he’s been investigating, and he figures it out somehow. What then? What happens if you both end up broken over this?”
Ilya picked up the bottle this time and guzzled enough that a normal person would have been falling over. He shrugged, “He will get over me. He will find nice man to settle down with. Then I get to see my mama I guess. I will not survive little box again.”






      

  












      Chapter 12: The Trick Is To Keep Breathing
  


    Chapter Summary

    Shane's brilliant and finds a suspect... and then he has a panic attack



    Chapter Notes

      TW - Shane has a panic attack. He also pulls Ilya's stunt of digging his nails into his arm. Just a little.

Chapter is The Trick is To Keep Breathing by Garbage







  Shane woke early for his run as usual. He got dressed, but as he took off Ilya’s clothes, rather than throw them in the laundry like he should have, he folded them carefully and set them on his bed. Not letting himself examine that too closely, he followed the rest of his morning routine and was downstairs to meet Hayden on time.
They chatted amiably about the weekend, Hayden at one point remarking that Shane looked remarkably relaxed, which Shane chose to ignore and just tried not to blush. He waved at Hayden and asked him to tell Scott he wanted to see him when he got in.
His yoga went well, though some of his muscles were sore and he couldn’t keep the blush away this time as he remembered why. His voice was a little raspy also and his throat felt like he was on the verge of a cold, barely hurting when he swallowed. Smiling to himself, he found that he didn’t mind at all.
He took the print out he had made with him when he headed to the office. Walking in, he headed straight to the conference room where Scott and Hayden were waiting for him. He greeted them both and got straight to the point, dropping his bag on a chair by the door.
“Scott, can you pull up the headshots of the three Russians you flagged a couple of weeks ago.”
Scott shrugged and nodded, “Sure, what’s up.”
“Let me see it and then I’ll decide if it’s anything.”
Scott, somewhat used to Shane’s eccentricities when he worked by now, just rolled his eyes. “Fine, here you go.”
He scrolled through a few screens and then the headshots came up. Shane pointed at the one he wanted, “Can you make this one bigger? I don’t need the other two for the moment.”
After a few fumbles with the remote, the picture was the only one on the screen and took up most of the area. Shane walked right up to the screen and tilted his head as he stared at the photo. Tracing his fingers along the screen on the man’s neck. 
“Do you see this?”
Scott walked closer and followed the line where Shane’s finger traced. “Barely. Looks like a scratch, or even just a glitch on the video.”
Shane nodded. “Maybe.” Taking the picture he’d printed off which was rolled in his hand, he flattened it out, holding it up to the screen. The man’s face was dark and features just weren’t prominent. But he pointed at the same spot on the man’s neck, and he ran his nail along a line in the picture. “Or maybe it’s a tattoo peeking out from under his collar. See how the end kinks up here, like a small curve.” He followed it on the screen again and stopped, his finger pointing at the curve.
Scott and Hayden walked closer and followed the lines before Scott started nodding. I think you could be right Shane. He switched the screen back to the page with all three of the men with their dossiers next to them. “Daniil Popov. Where the fuck have you been hiding? Hayden?”
“On it. Nice job Shane. I love how your mind works,” Hayden grinned at him before he left the room.
Shane chuckled and turned back to the screen. "Do you have the airport photo? The one with four guys." Scott nodded and went through another couple of screens before it popped up. They both just stared, Scott shaking his head. The picture of the man in the baseball hat came up on screen. His face couldn’t be seen much at all, but it was there. Faintly.
“Your ability to recall obscure things, Shane. It’s a little crazy.”
He walked closer and jabbed at the screen at the man’s shadowed face. “It’s a beard isn’t it. That shadow. Motherfucker has a beard doesn’t he. Shane, if I didn’t have a boyfriend, I could kiss you.”
Shane shrugged, but smiled. “That one won’t matter as much if we can’t find an ID. Even if you found Popov and brought him in, he didn’t go into the building. Nothing will stick. Unless we can rattle him and keep a tail on him to find this one.”
“Way to kill the mood Shane. But we gotta start somewhere and this, thanks to you, is the first chance we have. We weren’t looking super hard for them before, but now, we’ll have every agent and every PD in the city looking. We’ll find him.”
“Hope so. Nothing else from the cafe? Guy that came in often hasn’t called?”
Scott shook his head. “Not yet.” 
“And nothing else? No other changes?”
Scott shook his head as he ran his hand through his hair. “Nothing. It’s just like every other time. We’ve got the shell casing which does no good without a gun. And we’ve got the video, but that isn’t super helpful. Well actually it is, thanks to you now. Gives us a direction to at least look in.”
Shane nodded and headed towards the door, leaving the print out on the table. “I’ll be in my usual spot.”
Scott nodded and then called out, “Hey actually Shane, can I ask something kinda personal?”
Shane turned and nodded. “What’s up.”
Scott walked over and shut the door and Shane tilted his head watching him curiously.
“Oh the dreaded door close. What’d I do.”
Scott shook his head and came over and sat on the edge of the table. “Nothing, just a question.”
He started to speak, then stopped, then took a breath.
“Just spit it out Scott, it can’t be that bad.” Shane got a nod in return.
“You’re right. So the other day, when you left the scene.”
Shane just watched him.
“Hayden said you rode with him, so I assumed you called a car. But when I came out, probably 45 minutes later, you were leaving the cafe across the street.”
Shane’s thumb went to his mouth where he pulled at the cuticle with his teeth. “Yeah?”
“With what looked to be Ilya Rozanov.”
Silence met this statement and he shifted on the table. “You sorta looked like you were leaning on him. Or that maybe he had his arm around your waist.”
“Is there a question here Scott or just observations.”
“Shane, I’m not trying to be a dick. I’m just asking. Is there something going on there? Kyle told me he gave you a ride home from the bar. And that he seemed maybe a little… intense?”
He stared at Scott, thinking, finally asking, “Are you asking as a friend or as a colleague? You are not my superior Scott and I don’t have to self disclose to you if that’s what this is about.”
Scott shook his head. “So I don’t really need an answer now, I think you’ve been quite clear. I’m asking as both Shane. As a friend, I don’t want you to get hurt. I’ve known him awhile, he’s got quite the reputation. As a colleague, well, you said it yourself. I’m not your superior and you don’t have to tell me anything. But you know you should be telling someone.”
Shane said nothing, just waiting. He’d known it would come up, he just hadn’t expected it quite this soon. He finally spoke since Scott was just staring at him. “I’m not going to answer the question Scott because I don’t want to put you in an awkward position if it comes up. Which it won’t. But I won’t do that to you.”
“Shane. Your clearance is clearly higher than mine. But even at my level, I had to disclose Kip when we became a couple and they did a deep dive on him. You know how this works. The higher your clearance, the more they dig.”
“Even if I was with someone, there’s nothing to dig up. You did a pretty extensive investigation if I’m not mistaken. You said he was clean.”
Scott chuckled, “Do you really want to do this Shane? Because we can. He was clean. For what we looked at. I don’t know who you work for. Like you said, I don’t want to. I know it’s not us. I’m pretty sure it’s not CIA or you wouldn’t be using an office here. So if it’s some top secret thing that’s fine, but that just means their rules are probably twice what ours are. Your security clearance is higher than mine, and do you think for a second they’re not going to flag a Russian citizen who went to one of their elite military schools? One who still has a Russian passport? While you’re investigating what is probably a Russian unsub? Your clearance would be yanked so fast it’s not even funny.”
Shane could feel his face getting hot and his chest seizing up. He put his hand under his jacket pocket and dug his nails in as hard as he could to stop his spiral. He knew he was getting upset and he could feel his eyes starting to burn. The worst part was that it was all because Scott was right. He knew it. Scott knew it. He knew Scott wasn’t trying to be an ass. But he couldn’t deal right now. He refused to have a panic attack in front of Scott.
He shook his head, his voice ragged as he tried to breathe. “I’m not doing this right now Scott. I would like it on the record with you that I am not substantiating your thoughts regarding this subject.”
Scott stood up and looked upset, “Shane, don’t. I didn’t mean it to be like this. I won’t say anything. I just wanted to be sure it was on your mind. I didn’t think about it with Kip until they brought it to me. Wanted to know why I hadn’t filled out disclosure paperwork. And honestly it was more of a friend thing, I don’t want to see you get hurt. Rozanov is fun, but he doesn’t seem like a relationship kinda guy.”
Shane just shook his head. “Not right now. We can talk later. It’s ok Scott. I have to go.”
He spun and left the room, Scott’s protests dying on his lips. He had to get out, he didn’t want to be here, he needed air. Ignoring everyone else, he nearly sprinted to the elevator. One two three four in, hold, one two three four out  over and over again he breathed, trying to calm himself. By the time he got downstairs he realized it wasn’t working. He went into the parking garage, not wanting to be exposed on the street.
His chest was tighter and his breathing was getting threadier as he started to wheeze. Realistically he knew it was a panic attack. He knew he would be fine. But knowing and telling his brain and his body to listen was not as easy. His lungs were burning and he felt lightheaded, his eyes letting tears fall over his cheeks as he started to choke.
He tried to switch to his other grounding technique, tried naming 5 things he could see, but he had waited too long. He couldn’t focus. He mumbled out loud as he tried though. “The concrete. The blue car. The pebbles” He couldn’t, he couldn’t breathe. His fingers tightened on his phone in his pocket. Fumbling it out, dropping it. He slid down along the wall until he was sitting, his legs up, head on his knees. He weakly swiped the phone on the ground and hit the top contact, as he started to cough and choke more. He heard the phone ringing and finally was the voice he needed.
“Hollander, couldn’t even go one day without me. It’s ok kotik, I missed you too.”
Shane tried to speak, but he couldn’t. He tried to take a breath and all it resulted was more choking and wheezing as spit leaked out the corner of his mouth. He felt like he was going to pass out. Here in the corner of a dark parking garage. He knew he wouldn’t. He’d researched it, knew all the blood pressure evidence, but right now, he truly thought he might.
“Hollander? What are you doing? Kotik? Shane? Shane answer me right now.” he could hear Ilya's voice and impossibly it let him get half a breath and wheeze out a plea.
“Ilya. Can’t brea” his voice choked off and he tried to breathe again. One two three His wheezing got worse.
“Fuck Shane, where are you?”
“P. p. parking. Work. p..panic.” he stopped and closed his eyes. Then he heard it. That deep voice that Ilya had.
“Shane. I need you to breathe. I need you to take a breath. Just one kotik. Shane. Breathe now.”
Shane managed a ragged breath before his throat started closing again. “pls talk. be ok. Just tell me”
Ilya seemed to understand. “Shane, I’m coming. To your work. The FBI office? I’m coming. But right now I need you to breathe.”
Shane let his head fall down on his knees, his hands over his head as he tried. His chest hurt so bad. Maybe it wasn’t a panic attack, maybe he was actually having a heart attack.
His eyes closed and he heard it again. 
“Shane fucking breath. Now.”
He sucked in a mouthful of air that went nowhere and he coughed again.
“Shane, be a good boy for me and take a slow breath.” There it was. The deep voice.
He focused on it and slowly sucked in just a tiny breath. It forced its way down and he tried again, managing another small trickle of air. His chest was still constricted so he didn’t try to talk, just willed Ilya to tell him again.
“Another. Now. Do it for me.”
Another trickle, he managed a small noise.
“Good. Another one right now.”
He wasn’t sure how many times they did the same thing, before his chest slowly started to loosen. He managed to get a couple of trickles in a row. Trying to tell Ilya, his voice sounded like he was drunk, “m’ok. isss ok.”
“Shane breath again, now.”
He managed a nod and did it. His head dropped to his knees again, his arms going around them to tighten them to his chest. He curled himself into a ball and just leaned against the wall. Not answering. Just listening and taking tiny breaths.
Shane had no idea how much time had passed. The pain in his chest had lessened and his breathing was better. Not perfect, but he wasn’t choking or making that horrible wheezing sound. He just sat there curled up, his eyes closed.
He heard the car stop near him, heard the door open, heard the voice come through the phone and from in front of him at the same time. He still didn’t open his eyes. He just focused on small breaths.
He felt trembling arms wrap around him, a head pressing against his. A voice murmuring to him, “Shane you scared me. I thought you were dying. Fuck. Never do that again.”
Shane had no energy yet, he didn’t bother to move.
“Shane, I’m going to take you home. Ok?” 
He nodded. His voice came out tiny, “Need keys. Bag’s upstairs.”
“Fuck. ahh, ok. I will get.” He sat down in front of Shane, putting his legs on either side of the man, keeping his head resting on Shane’s.
He reached over and hung up the call on Shane’s phone. Because it was out and he’d left his sitting in the car, he swiped down the contacts until he saw Scott. He hit the button and brought the phone to his ear. He heard Scott answer, his voice sounding concerned.
“Shane? Are you ok? You ran out of here so fast, I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you.”
Ilya’s vision turned red as he realized Scott had something to do with this. With Shane being a quivering mess in his arms. His voice was a growl, a beast on the hunt. “What the fuck did you do to him Scott? I need his bag. He said it’s upstairs. Bring it now. First floor parking, in the west corner.” He hung up without waiting for a response. If he had to go up there, he would get arrested when he murdered Scott.
Scott must have run because he was there in what seemed like seconds. He came skidding to a stop, the bag falling from his hands as he saw Shane curled into a ball and Ilya curled protectively around him. His voice uneasy, “Why are you here Rozanov? You can’t be here with him.”
“Why the fuck not? He had a panic attack. Sounded like he was dying, he managed to call me and say he was at work. I thought he was actually dying Hunter. He couldn’t fucking breath. And you did this? You did this to him?” Ilya’s hands were clenched into fists and he was having a hard time controlling himself.
“Can we get him in the car? I can explain but you really don’t want to be photographed with him. Not here. He won’t like it. That’s what caused this whole thing.”
“What the fuck are you talking about.” Ilya scooted back, whispering in Shane’s ear first, “I’m here kotik. I’ve got you. I’m going to pick you up and take you to the car. Please Shane, just nod if you can hear me.”
Shane’s head moved a little. He spoke, his voice a hoarse whisper, “I’m ok. I can get up. I’m ok now. Please don’t fight with Scott.”
“Don’t move. I will get you.” He stood and pocketed Shane’s phone before leaning over. He slid a hand under Shane’s knees, forcing him to uncurl slightly. “Put your arm around my neck Shane.” He waited until Shane obeyed and then took a deep breath. In one smooth move, he straightened, picking Shane up as he did. He stood there, and rearranged him a bit so he was easier to carry. He glared at Scott but nodded at the SUV.
“Back door.”
Scott hurried over and opened the door. Ilya managed to get Shane in the car without hitting his head or any other part of him. Shane sat there, his eyes open now. His face was tear stained and splotchy. “I’m going to talk to Scott kotik. Then we will go to your home. Don’t move.” He closed the door gently before spinning around to Scott, violence in his eyes.
Scott’s hands came up and he took a step back. “Rozanov, don’t do anything stupid.”
“What did you do to him? If you were so worried, why didn’t you check on him? Do you know how long he’s been down here like this?” He pushed right up into Scott’s space, the other man putting a hand on his chest.
“You need to go. Now. Get him out of here. When he’s better, you can ask him what upset him. If he doesn’t want to tell you, that’s not my place.”
“Bullshit. You did this to him. What the fuck happened.”
Scott sighed. “Do you know what a disclosure agreement is?”
Ilya rolled his eyes, “No?”
A huff came from Scott. “I don’t know if I can explain this to you right now. You need to leave. A quick version though, it has to do with you Ilya, the reason he’s upset. I asked if you guys were.. together. In any sort of way. When you work for the government here, depending on your clearance level, you have to disclose close relationships. Whoever you work for, then does background checks, sometimes very deep ones depending on the clearance level. They don’t want… security risks.”
Understanding was dawning in Ilya’s eyes. “And I am one. A security risk? Because I am Russian?”
Scott nodded. “Yes. Well no. Not just because you're Russian. But yes. You’re Russian. Your father worked for the Ministry of Internal Affairs. You are not a US citizen. You went to military school. It's all of it together. It’s not a great look as far as they would be concerned. When you do what Shane does,” he stopped before he went any further. “Its just not a good look. They would, most likely, revoke his security clearance if he discloses a relationship with you. It’s not 100%, he would get to argue it, but in a case like this, it doesn’t usually matter. It wouldn’t be as big a deal if it were like Hayden or something with lower clearance. But you cannot be seen with him here. He’s not disclosed anything to anyone that I’m aware of. In fact, he put it on the record with me that he was refusing to answer questions about you at all. So as far as I’m concerned this didn’t happen. But go. Before someone else recognizes you.”
Ilya snarled. “We will talk about this again. That you left him here. Alone in a parking garage while he could not breathe.”
He picked up Shane’s bag off the ground and got in the car without another word. He was shaking he was so angry, but he wasn’t sure if it was anger at Scott or the situation that had just been explained to him.
He turned to look back at Shane, who was sitting there, just breathing slowly, his eyes closed.
“Shane, you are ok? You want to go home? Or you need a doctor?”
Shane managed a small smile, and shook his head, his eyes opening. They were so bloodshot that Ilya almost winced. A hoarse voice came to him, “I’m ok. I just want to go home. I haven’t had one that bad in a long long time. I’m sorry I called and scared you.”
Ilya shook his head and turned around before Shane could see the wetness lining his lashes. “No kotik. Never be sorry. We talked about this. You always call me. Always. Now rest. We can talk later.”
Ilya took a deep breath and headed towards Shane’s apartment. It was closer than his was. The whole time he’d been driving here, he was panicking about what he was going to find, he was surprised he hadn’t gotten pulled over on the way.
When Ilya pulled up he cursed softly, wishing he could go into the garage, but it was residents only. Parking across the street like he had before, he grabbed his phone and Shane’s bag. Pulling the bag over his head and shoulder so that he didn’t have to carry it.
He went around to the back and opened the door. He’d thought Shane was asleep, but his eyes opened sleepily when the door opened.
“We are home Shane. Can you walk if I help?”
Shane nodded and when he spoke, his voice sounded much stronger. His legs wobbled a little when he first stood, but he let Ilya put his arm around him and seemed better. “I’m ok. Really. It’s better. I promise.”
Ilya nodded but held onto him anyway as they walked in. They got in the elevator and he realized he didn’t know what floor. “Shane, what floor?”
“12.”
Ilya stabbed the button and pulled Shane’s bag around so he could open it before he thought better about it. “Can I go through your bag? Where are your keys?”
“They’re in the little pocket on the top. You can get them. Apartment 1204.”
Ilya found the keys easily and they walked off the elevator, Shane standing on his own now. He pointed to the left and Ilya went to 1204. Unlocking the door, he put his hand to Shane’s back as he went inside. Ilya followed and shut the door. He watched Shane kick his shoes off, so he did the same, seeing the small rack near the door. He leaned over and put their shoes on it, as Shane walked to the couch and sunk down, his legs curling up beside him.
Looking around as he walked in, he pulled Shane’s bag over his head and set it on the kitchen island which was open to the living area. He pulled Shane’s phone out of his other pocket and set it next to the bag, with Shane’s keys.
The apartment was immaculate. Not a thing out of place that he could see. A small smile tugged at his lips. No wonder Shane couldn’t stand a mess if he lived like this. Moving over to the couch, he sat gently down next to Shane and leaned over to kiss his forehead. Trying to think of what might help, he finally asked, “Shane, what can I do? Do you need a drink? Food? To sleep? A shower?”
“Bath,” he opened his eyes and gave Ilya an angelic smile. Ilya could feel what was coming before he saw it.
“Do not…”
“Too late.”
Ilya chuckled as he leaned over and kissed a freckle on each side of Shane’s scrunched up nose. “I will go run you a bath, yes?”
“Yes please.”
“I’ll be back.”
Shane nodded and closed his eyes again. Ilya went wandering down the hall, assuming the bathroom would be at the back. He did glance in each doorway that was open though, just in case he was wrong. The first door to the left was open and it looked to be maybe where Shane exercised. He kept going and glanced in the door to the right, coming to a halt as he did. There were several computer screens on a desk, all of them on and with several programs running on them. One of them had a video paused on the screen and Ilya immediately recognized the building. Taking a deep breath, he pulled the door closed so that he would not be tempted. Swallowing hard, he went to the end of the hall to an open door.
He walked into a spacious bedroom, the bed made perfectly. A walk-in closet was open on one side and from what Ilya could see, it was organized and neat. An open door lay to the left of the bed and he headed that direction. He stopped as he passed the bed and looked down to see his sweats and t-shirt folded neatly on the bed. He smiled but did not touch them. Going into the open door, he looked around and was impressed. The shower was large, not as big as his, but he’d been going for a particular option there. The bathtub though, was huge, looked like it had jets also if one was so inclined.
He leaned over and turned the water on, spinning it towards hot to let it warm up. Walking to the sink, he saw nothing laying on the sparkling counter. Of course Shane would put everything in drawers or cabinets, no messy toothpaste tubes here. He opened a cabinet and saw what looked to be hair products and lotions. He was feeling a little self conscious going through the cabinets and he breathed a sigh of relief as the next one had perfectly folded towels with the same number of washcloths right next to them. He pulled a couple of them out and set them on the counter. He walked back to the bath and adjusted the temperature a little, holding his hand under it until it was where he wanted it. Leaning down, he pushed the plug to hold the water in.
He walked back to the front room, leaning down and whispering to Shane, “Come with me, let's get you undressed for your bath.”
Shane stood lazily and walked with him, letting Ilya undress him. Not sure where the laundry was, he muttered to himself as he folded the clothes and set them on top of the dresser. Far be it for him to ruin the aesthetic of Shane’s room. The other man walked into the bathroom and Ilya followed. He turned off the water, and watched carefully as Shane climbed in the tub without assistance.
Ilya set a washcloth over the edge, and went to lean against the edge of the counter. “Do you need anything kotik?”
Shane nodded. “I need you.”
Ilya smiled, but didn’t move. “I think sex is not what you need right now.”
“Not that. Just you. Can you take a bath with me? No sex? I just want to feel your skin.”
Ilya watched him for a moment, taking a slow breath. “If that is what you want.”
“It is.”
He slowly stripped, folding his clothes. Shane watched him and smiled, “Look, I trained you already.”
Ilya laughed, but his eyes darkened just a bit and he whispered, “Careful kotik. No sex remember.”
Shane nodded but was still smiling.
Ilya walked to the bath and motioned him to scoot forward a little. When Shane moved, he stepped in behind him, settling down into the water, admiring that the tub actually fit both of them rather comfortably. He put a leg on either side of Shane and pulled him back against his chest, his arms wrapping around Shane while he leaned his head down to nuzzle the quiet man’s neck. 
“Ok?”
Shane nodded and sighed happily. “Yes. Better.”
They sat there for a while, peaceful, steam rising up into the room, gentle breathing sounds the only noise, amongst an occasional splash if one of them shifted. Ilya felt Shane relax more against him.
Shane finally spoke, “I know you said not to apologize, but I am sorry. It was my fault. I have pills. But I haven’t had anything that bad in a long time, so I don’t always keep them with me.”
Ilya nodded, “You do not need to apologize, but I understand. Maybe you keep them with you for a while, yes? In your bag at least? You scared me. I did not know what was wrong or where you were or what to do for you because I could not get there fast enough.”
Shane nodded, but Ilya continued, “But it was not your fault. Hunter upset you, stupid dinosaur man. He should not have. But Shane, here is where you listen, yes? Words please.”
The black hair in front of him nodded, but he also heard him agree, “yes, m’listening.”
“You can apologize because you did not have your pills. You do not apologize for calling me. I will always come. Always. If you need me, you call. When you are ready, maybe not tonight, but later, we can talk about why you had attack.”
He got another nod and then a soft, “Did Scott tell you anything?”
Ilya debated lying but he knew Scott would tell him later. “Yes. A little. I want you to explain it better, but he tell me a little. Mostly that I needed to get out of there before someone saw us together.”
Shane snuggled back against him and nodded again. “I’ll tell you. I would have had to eventually. Later.”
Ilya reached over and took the washcloth and the bar of soap that was in a container that was made for it on the edge of the tub. He lathered up the cloth and took Shane’s right arm, washing it slowly, letting Shane drop it into the water before reaching for his left arm. Shane pulled away, leaning up, not letting him grab the arm.
Frowning, he wrapped an arm around the man’s chest, forcing him back and realized his breathing had picked up just a bit. “Kotik? Are you with me?”
“Yes, I just. Ummm, well.” He hummed for a second before he finally let Ilya pull his left arm up. Ilya immediately grew still, seeing why he was being cagey. He washed the arm, paying careful attention to the new indents on Shane’s arms; these had managed to break the skin. Barely. 
“Explain please.”
“I couldn’t breathe Ilya. My exercises weren’t helping and I knew I was spiralling. I was just trying to stop it.”
Ilya said nothing, just brought the arm up again, inspecting the small crescents, placing a kiss on them before letting the arm go. He said nothing, just washed Shane’s shoulders and neck.
“You’re mad? I’m sorry.”
Ilya shook his head even though he knew Shane couldn’t see it. “I am not mad. We had this discussion already, you will get mad before I ever will. At you at least. Do not be sorry. I understand.”
He took Shane’s hand and worked his arm back so that he could feel along Ilya’s left side where he had many tiny scars clustered together. Shane couldn’t see the spots so he asked, “What is that?”
Ilya smiled. “I am not mad because we do same thing, kotik. Use our claws to stop things from happening. I do it much more than you do, for other reasons. Much worse also. But I do not like it when you do it. I was not with you though, so I could not keep my promise to help you. But do not do it when we are together. I mean it Shane. And please try to not do it at all.”

He took a deep breath, “It is a small thing. But small things can lead to bigger things and bigger things. Do not make it a habit to hurt yourself. Understand?”
Shane didn’t like the sound of that from Ilya, felt maybe there was something there he should ask about, but for now, he just agreed, “I won’t.”
They sat until the water was no longer warm, just relaxing against each other. They finally got up and rinsed off in the shower. Shane dried Ilya off, liking the feel of rubbing the towel all over his hard body. It also gave him an excuse to look at all of Ilya and make note of the many scars the taller man had that he hadn’t seen before. He didn’t ask though, he just wanted them to relax. Ilya returned the favor and they walked into the bedroom where Shane’s eyes dropped to the folded clothes.
He picked them up and glanced at Ilya, “Your clothes aren’t clean yet, sorry.” Shane stared him in the eye as he put them back on himself. Ilya just laughed.
“You are going to wear the same clothes twice? You must be getting ill, Shane.”
Shane ignored him and opened a drawer and threw him a pair of sweats. “Your turn to wear my clothes. But they're probably going to be a little tight.” Ilya just shrugged and put them on. They were a little tight, but not uncomfortable and Shane had to stop himself from staring at the way the fabric clung and emphasized the muscles underneath. He didn’t offer Ilya a shirt, which simply got him a smirk in return.
Shane looked at the bed and wanted nothing more than to go to sleep, but he knew it was still early. He walked into the living room and sank onto the couch. 
Ilya followed him and sat next to him, watching him carefully for a few minutes. “You are tired Shane. You can go to bed, or I can get you food if you need. I can go so that you can rest, if you think you are ok now. I do not want to talk about what Scott said today. We can wait a few days.”
Shane nodded, “I’m not really hungry. I don’t normally eat much if I have an attack like that. Can you stay? For a while at least?”
“Yes. Only because you asked so nicely,” Ilya grinned and lay back on the couch, pulling Shane against him. “Tell me about your family.”
They sat there for a long while, Shane doing most of the talking while Ilya listened. Shane would occasionally try to ask things about Ilya, but he would give a short answer and deftly switch focus back to Shane. The light shining through the window slowly angled away, the room becoming dimmer and dimmer.
Shane yawned at one point in the middle of telling Ilya a story from when he was in college. Ilya shifted and asked softly, “Shane, do you want to go to bed?”
Dark hair nodded at him as Shane yawned again.
Ilya stood and held his hand out, pulling Shane up. “No food?” At the negative nod he received, he led Shane back to the bedroom. Pulling the blankets down for him, he watched as Shane crawled in bed and sighed.
“You have to leave?”
Ilya just shook his head. “No,not really.”
“Please sleep with me. I think I’m too tired for.. Well. Just please stay? I don’t want to be alone tonight.”
“Whatever you want kotik. Let me get us some water though.”
He headed towards the kitchen and found bottled water in the fridge, bringing it back to sit on the nightstand next to Shane. Climbing in bed, he wrapped his arms around the man and pressed close to his back, tucking his head against Shane’s neck.
Ilya lay there listening to Shane breath, smiling as it evened out quickly and he knew the other man was asleep. He didn’t move though, just stayed pressed against him, enjoying the way they fit together.
He was too keyed up to fall asleep just yet though. His thoughts drifted to the night before and tried to process some of the things Cliff had told him. He sniffed once as he thought about trying to break things off with Shane. He didn’t think he was a good enough person to do it, even though he knew he should.
So ignoring that, he started running through ideas, trying to figure out how he could extricate himself from his situation. Nothing was making sense though and he knew that even if he did manage, if Shane ever found out what he had done for years, he would leave and never look back. Ilya was determined to make sure it didn’t happen. He lay there thinking for a long time before he finally drifted to sleep, his lips against Shane’s shoulder.
Shane woke in the morning and felt the body behind him, smiling into his arm. He didn’t want to move, but he knew he needed to get up. He hadn’t cancelled with Hayden and knew he would be downstairs soon waiting. Trying to slip out from under Ilya’s arm, he felt the arm tighten around him and soft “No,” in his ear.
"Is that the only word you know if I want to go somewhere?"
He got a kiss on the shoulder and another, “No,” in his ear.
“No it’s not the only word, or no, I still can’t move?”
He felt a shrug behind him, “Whichever you want.”
Shane punched the arm surrounding him. “I have to get up. Hayden will be downstairs in half an hour.”
“It was definitely a No to you moving then.” Ilya’s mouth nuzzled his neck and sucked gently.
Shivering he tried to turn around, but the arms were like steel bands around him, unmoving. “Ilya, I have to get up.”
“Fine zolotse. Get up. Go run with Hayden.” Ilya’s voice was mocking when he said Hayden’s name and when Shane managed to wiggle away from him, he looked back.
“You don’t even know him. Stop acting like you hate him."
“I’m sure that he will give me reason sooner or later.” 
Shane snorted as Ilya stretched. “He will not. He’s like my best friend, you’re gonna have to meet him and like him.”
“I have to like him? What fun is that? Are you feeling better?”
“Yes, much. Thank you for staying. It helped me sleep.”
“Oh kotik, I will always help you sleep, next time though, maybe not so much sleep. You need exercise.”
Shane threw a glare over his shoulder but broke into a smile. “Do you want a smoothie, I usually make one before I run.”
“Ahhh, no. Thank you. I can only imagine your boring smoothie Hollander.”
“Fuck you.”
“Yes? Come here, I will.”
Shane ignored him and stripped off his clothes, watching Ilya’s eyes grow heated.
“Ilya I can’t. I have to go. I’ll make it up to you?”
“Oh kotik, I will remember you said that. Go get, ready, I will get dressed so you can go run.”
Shane pointed into the bathroom, “There’s a toothbrush in the right hand drawer if you want..”
“Of course I want, I need kiss before I go.”
They both brushed their teeth and then Ilya grabbed him and kissed him, his body pressing against Shane’s, his cock growing hard against him. He finally shoved Shane away gently.
“Go. Before I do not let you for real.”
Ilya dressed in his clothes from the day before, while Shane dressed for running. Ilya’s eyes skimmed over him appreciatively in his running tights and compression shirt. “Now I know why I hate Hayden.”
Shane rolled his eyes and they went out the door into the hall. Ilya looked a little uncomfortable as Shane walked to the elevator. Realizing that Ilya wasn’t following, he looked back confused.
“What’s wrong?”
“Maybe you should go, then I will take the next one once you are gone.”
Shane stared at him, “You really hate Hayden that much, that you don’t even want to meet him?”
Ilya shook his head, looking down at the floor. “Scott said I am a.. Mmm, bad? Bad to be seen with you.”
Shane huffed. “A liability. No. I do not take orders from Scott. You will go at the same time I do and you will say hello to Hayden. My superiors don’t work here in New York. It’s fine. We can talk about this later, but today, you are not a liability. I would never think that.”
“Shane. I do not want you to lose your job because of me.”
“Ilya. No. We’ll talk about it later, but you’re coming with me. I’m not scared.”
Ilya nodded but didn’t say anything, walking to the elevator slowly. Before the elevator opened, Shane reached over and took his hand, walking out with him that way.
Hayden stood in the lobby stretching and glanced over and gave his half wave. Then his hand fell to his side and his mouth opened.
“Shane?”
“Hayden, hey, good morning. I know you’ve met before you mentioned, but just in case, this is Ilya. Rozanov. Ilya this is Hayden. He works with Scott, but more important is my best friend.”
Hayden’s mouth was still open and he just repeated, “Shane?”
Ilya snorted and rolled his eyes. “Wow. He’s quick. Yes, he’s Shane, you are Hayden, I am Ilya. Are we done here?”
“Ilya, please.”
“Ohhh fine. It’s nice to meet you Hayden. Never shower with Shane again.”
“Oh my god, Ilya.”
Hayden was just looking confused.
Shane shook his head and leaned up to kiss Ilya gently, which actually took the other man by surprise. It took him a second to react, before he leaned in and made the kiss much hungrier then it needed to be, his tongue sweeping inside Shane’s mouth to swirl with Shane’s before he pulled back.
He gave Hayden a mock salute. “Goodbye Hayden. Close your mouth now.” Glancing at Shane he smirked and blew him a kiss. “Kotik, put your pills in your bag today. If it happens again, I will murder the old man.”
Without waiting for an answer, he strode out the lobby doors, leaving the two alone.
Shane gaped at him until Hayden once again just said, “Shane?”
Shane turned around and looked at him, “Hayden. Is there a problem?”
“You and him. You’re? What are you?”
Shane just laughed. "Let’s go run, we can talk."






      

  












      Chapter 13: Somethings Got A Hold Of Me Lately
  


    Chapter Summary

    Shane gets what he wants - and more.



    Chapter Notes

      There is a little under-negotiation here, regarding condoms and spanking. Not like a serious spanking, but a couple of taps.

I hope you enjoy!

Chapter title is from Lose Control by Teddy Swims







  Shane sank into a routine for the next couple of weeks that felt like something he could get used to. It actually made him a little nervous how settled it made him feel. He ran with Hayden, poured though cases, worked out and enjoyed his evenings. Evenings which were spent either texting with Ilya or actually with the other man, sometimes at Ilya’s apartment, sometimes at his. 
The night after his panic attack, Shane had gotten home to his apartment and realized it felt almost empty. Quiet. He chewed on his lip, trying to ignore the feeling and went to work in his office, changing the databases, smiling as he noticed his facial recognition had come back with a partial match for Daniil Popov. He had resisted texting or calling Ilya, knowing he needed to take a step back and be objective about what he was doing. But when his phone lit up with a notification later that night, his smile was the biggest it had been all day. That had started their evening routine, if they weren’t in bed together, they would text for a few minutes each night, which Shane was loath to admit helped him sleep better.
Scott and he had circled each other warily for a couple of days, but they were settled back into their normal friendliness without much fuss. Scott had apologized for days about what had happened and said he had been trying to call Ilya to apologize but the man wouldn’t take his calls. Shane had tried to talk to Ilya about it, but every time he mentioned it, Ilya would just shake his head and change the subject. They still hadn’t talked about Shane’s disclosure policy either, he knew Ilya was waiting on him to bring it up, but he just couldn’t. He didn’t want to deal with it right now, which he realized was unhealthy procrastination that could possibly backfire.
Hayden had seemed alright after Shane had explained that first morning about he and Ilya and the panic attack from the day before. He’d shrugged and said if Shane wanted to date a rude, hot, conceited, egotistical guy, that was fine with him. Shane had burst out laughing and Hayden had given him a hug and told him really, do whatever made him happy.
Determined to fix the Scott problem though, Shane was not above a little manipulation to at least try. Maybe a lot of manipulation. It was a Wednesday night and Ilya was coming over for dinner. He knew Ilya liked pasta, so he made his father’s classic, chicken parmesan. It wasn’t his normal type of dinner, but he wasn’t above using it to get what he wanted. Which was peace between Ilya and Scott. Scott had invited them to drinks each weekend and Shane was tired of making excuses. Next time he was going to go whether Ilya came or not.
Ilya arrived just as the pasta was finishing, and Shane let him in, greeting him with a hungry kiss. He pulled the other man close and showed him how much he had missed him, his tongue soft and gentle as his hands ran through the curls he loved so much. Ilya moaned into his mouth as Shane intensified the kiss, becoming greedy, wanting and taking everything Ilya’s mouth would give him. 
Shane finally pulled back and smiled up at Ilya, wiping the saliva from the corner of his mouth. 
Ilya chuckled and threw his coat over the back of a chair. “Did you miss me kotik?”
Shane just nodded and walked into the kitchen. “Dinner’s almost ready.”
The man stalked in like a predator and made Shane want to abandon dinner and go straight to bed, but he held his ground, refusing to move. Ilya’s body language changed as he looked around the kitchen. They normally ordered in, so this was quite a surprise.
“You cooked? Shane Hollander, you cooked for me?”
Shane pointed at the table. “I did. Sit. I’ll get you some wine.”
Ilya cocked his head at Shane’s tone. It was a little off, but not necessarily in a bad way. Internally shrugging, he went and sat. And watched with curiosity.
Shane brought him a glass of wine, leaning over to give him another long, slow kiss after he sat it down.
“How was your day?”
Ilya shrugged, “Boring. Your kind of day,” he chuckled as Shane rolled his eyes. “I just did some paperwork that Sveta needed, called a few clients, convinced them to give me more of their money.
Shane hummed as he fixed them both a plate, his portion much smaller than Ilyas. He brought them to the table and Ilya’s eyes lit up.
“Pasta. With breaded chicken. Cheese. What is happening today Shane? Is my birthday and I forgot?”
He got a shake of the head in return, although then Shane turned around with a curious look. “No, I just wanted to make you something you’d like. You’re always so good about eating my healthy stuff. But when is your birthday?”
Ilya pulled him into a hug and kissed his neck. “I don’t mind eating your food. Besides, I eat junk with Marleau all day to make up for it.” Laughing as Shane sighed, he told him, “My birthday is in June kotik, you have a long time to think of special dinner.”
Shane sat and waited for Ilya to try the food. He knew it was good, it was the one thing he could make well. His father used to make it all the time when he was little, and Shane would help, standing on a kitchen chair, helping him pound the chicken, bread it, laughing when his hands would get all messy. And then running to wash them as fast as he could. He was rewarded fairly quickly after Ilya took a large bite of the chicken and pasta together. His eyes rolled and he glared at Shane.
“You could make this all the time and we don’t have every night? Shane! I want all the time now.”
Laughter bubbled out of Shane’s mouth and they ate quietly for a few minutes. Ilya’s plate was half empty when Shane dropped a piece of pasta and it landed on his shirt. Ilya chuckled at him as he picked the pasta up and threw it towards the sink. 
“Ooops.” Shane stood and pulled his shirt off, draping it carefully over the chair behind him before he sat back down.
Ilya stared at him, his eyes running over Shane’s muscled chest. “Really?”
Shane just shrugged, “I don’t want to get more stains on it. I’ll go put it in the laundry when we’re done. Ilya ate a few more bites, his eyes never leaving Shane’s body. Shane took a bite and a noodle somehow landed half out of his mouth. His tongue came out to lick it up, his finger following it, wiping sauce off his chin before he stuck it in his mouth and licked it clean. A small noise came from Ilya. Another bite later and Shane somehow dropped another piece of pasta, which landed on his pants. Ilya's eyes followed the small piece before he looked back up to Shane’s face, which had a small grin on it. He stood and took a step back from the table, before shimmying out of the pants, leaving Shane in the smallest, sluttiest pair of black boyshorts he’d been able to find, his half hard cock starting to strain against the material. He draped the pants over the shirt that was already on the chair.
Ilya was staring at him, his eyes beginning to get that slow burning look that Shane loved. Shane just shrugged and sat back down. “Guess I’m clumsy tonight.”
He got a slow nod in return before a low raspy voice answered, “I guess you are.”
They finished eating and Shane asked if Ilya wanted more, which got him a slow shake of Ilya’s head. He stood and took their plates, turning, giving Ilya the first look at the back of Shane’s boyshorts. Which were tiny. And pulled up so that half his ass was hanging out of them.
Biting his lip as he heard Ilya’s groan, he took the plates to the sink and rinsed them before putting them in the dishwasher. Bringing the bottle of wine back, he refilled both their glasses. He could see Ilya was struggling to not grab him, but trying to hold back to see where this game was going.
Shane took a sip of his wine before picking up the clothes. “I’ll be right back. I’m just going to put these in to soak.”
Ilya said nothing, just watched as Shane walked off, his hips swaying much more than they normally did. When Shane disappeared, his eyes closed and he readjusted his rock hard cock, with a groan. “You are trying to murder me.”
Shane reappeared a moment later, walking about half way to Ilya before he glanced down at his floor. Frowning, he leaned over, running his finger over something non existent. “What is that?” He looked up at Ilya and sank to his knees in the most graceful movement Ilya had ever seen. Poking at the spot on the floor, he shrugged. “Guess it was nothing.”
“Kotik please, what are you doing?”
“Looking at my floor?” His eyes came off the floor and up to Ilyas, delighted to see the wide blown pupils staring down at him. His hands hit the floor and his back arched down as he slowly, licked his lips and staring straight at Ilya’s, crawled to him.
Ilya let out a choked noise and made like he was going to get up. Shane immediately put a finger up. “Stay.” Ilya stayed.
Shane crawled the last foot to him and ran his hands up Ilya’s calf underneath his pants. Raising the pants just a little, he leaned down, his ass in the air, his head down and gave Ilya’s ankle a kiss, his tongue coming out to lick his way up his calf as far as he could. He could feel Ilya’s hand come out to hover over his ass, but he didn’t touch.
“Shane, kotik, please.”
Shane sat up and put his head in Ilya’s lap, nuzzling him, his mouth open over Ilya’s cock. He murmured very softly, his hands gripping Ilya’s thighs. 
“Hmmmm? Am I not being a good boy? If I’m not a good boy, then maybe you should fuck my mouth and make me one? Or maybe you want to fuck me so hard that I can’t forget who I belong to? Or maybe..”
Shane’s words were cut off as Ilya’s hands moved impossibly fast. One tangled in his hair, the other going under his arm. He was hauled up immediately, none too gently, which quickly had him whimpering. Ilya stood and picked him up, Shane’s legs wrapping around his waist as the larger man carried him to the bedroom, and threw him on the bed. Ilya’s shirt was off in an instant, his pants not taking much longer. He leaned over to rip his socks off and for once Shane didn’t care where they landed on the floor. Ilya stood at the end of the bed, his cock making a wet spot against his boxer briefs. Shane looked up at him and licked his lips slowly.
Ilya’s eyes were gone and his chest was heaving as he stood and stared at his beautiful boy, before his voice growled, making Shane’s nerves jump with anticipation.
“Get my cock in your mouth now.”
The sentence wasn’t even out of his mouth before Shane had moved. He dropped to his hands and knees on the bed, doing that impossible arch again which left his ass high in the air. His mouth licked at Ilya's fabric covered cock as he reached up to yank the boxers down. He immediately filled his mouth with the hard thickness that was already leaking from the slit. Ilya’s hand ran up and down his back as Shane wasted no time, his tongue working Ilya’s cock like it was a popsicle. He teased and pulled back to lap at Ilya’s slit before taking most of him back in his mouth, one hand wrapping around the base and stroking also.
“Fuuuck Shane. You are such a good boy, you know you are. Only for me. Only my good boy.”
Shane whimpered again, reaching up to grab one of Ilya’s hands and bring it to his head. He pulled off with a pop, his face flushed and wetness covering his mouth and chin. “Then show me. Use me. Now. Don’t ask how I am, I’ll be fine, I want you to own me tonight.”
Ilya stood frozen at the words before a roar rushed over the inside of his head. Pulling Shane’s head forward, he looked down and nearly snarled, “Open.”
Shane’s mouth obediently opened as wide as he could and Ilya slammed into him, causing an immediate gag and watering of Shane’s eyes. The noise brought Ilya back to reality and he started to pull back and apologize, but Shane was already looking up at him, those dark eyes glazed and wet, but shaking his head. His hands grabbed Ilya’s ass and kept him close, to tell him no, he was fine. His mouth started humming, his tongue sliding over the underside of Ilya’s cock, whimpering coming out of his full mouth. His ass wiggled a tiny bit in those delicious shorts and it was Ilya’s undoing.
With a hand firmly in his hair, the other stroking his back as Ilya leaned over him just a bit, he moved. There was no hesitation as his hips moved, pounding into the willing mouth wrapped around him. 
Shane was in heaven. He had never been touched like this, not with this wild abandon. Distantly he knew he might have pushed Ilya too far, he’d never actually seen Ilya’s eyes as glassy as they were now. He wasn’t worried though, he knew Ilya wouldn’t actually hurt him. One hand wrapped around Ilya’s thighs, mostly to hold him upright, the other fisting the blanket underneath him while the man’s cock ravaged his throat and mouth. Shane focused on breathing, not an easy feat with Ilya’s size and his nose being covered by Ilya with each thrust. He hummed and hollowed his cheeks, swallowing when he could, each time that beautiful cock pulled back. He could feel drool, dripping down his face and he knew his eyes were watering onto his cheeks. He didn’t care. He let himself stop thinking and just exist. Something to be used. By Ilya. Only Ilya.
Even as his only thought was the mouth he was abusing, Ilya noticed the moment that Shane’s body went slack around him. His mouth was still working Ilya with every thrust and his hand still gripped his thighs, but Ilya knew he was gone. He slowed down and looked down, his own eyes watering at the beautiful man who was so trusting. He was so close to coming, but realized, he needed to fuck his beautiful boy. 
He thrust one more time as he watched the face below him, those freckles taunting him as usual. His breath hitched as he pulled out of Shane’s mouth, still holding his hair tight. Shane immediately whimpered and chased him, but Ilya held him back. The eyes below him opened, Ilya could barely see any colors in the pupils at all, they were so wide. Shane’s voice sounded hoarse when he whispered, “Give. I want it.”
Ilya stepped to the side and shook his head as he crawled on the bed, releasing Shane’s hair, but keeping his hand on his head. “Stay kotik. Just like that, ass in the air. I want to fuck my beautiful boy. You said you want me to own you tonight, so be quiet and do what I want.”
Shane nearly crumpled onto the bed, but managed to stay upright, doing what he was told. He had never felt this needy, this floaty during sex before. He just wanted to feel. To be touched.
Ilya got behind him, his lips coming down to press kisses and lick a slow hot trail down Shane’s spine. He’d pulled out lube and condoms from the side table and Shane saw them from the corner of his eye. Shaking his head, he whispered, “Don’t”. Ilya tilted his head, his breathing still hard.
“Don’t what? Fuck you?”
Shane didn’t think he could speak again, but managed, his throat burning, “Condom. Want to feel you.”
Ilya sat back, his cock jerking at the thought of being inside Shane without the condom. “Kotik are you sure? We haven’t talked about this and perhaps now is not the time.”
Shane shook his head and sat up just a little, managing to reach back and swipe the condom from next to Ilya’s leg. He threw it across the room before sinking back down. “Don’t”
Ilya’s eyebrows arched and he grinned. In the back of his mind, he knew he shouldn’t, but he was far past that point now. Pushing Shane’s head down, he murmured, “Stay. Beautiful little brat.”
He pulled the bottle of lube close and then reached up to the waist of Shane’s sexy little boyshorts. Pulling them over that luscious ass and halfway down his thighs. His hands froze, and noises came out of his mouth, his cock jerking impossibly hard. “Kotik?”
Shane, even in his floaty space, just smiled, didn’t even try to speak, keeping his head down like he was told.
Ilya reached forward and reverently touched the plug that was filling Shane’s ass, stretching him so that he would be ready. His mouth spewed curses in Russian that were incomprehensible before he slowed down a little, “Fuuuccck Shane, moya lyubov, you are mine. Only mine.”
Shane felt Ilya’s hand running over his ass, gently touching the plug. His lips pressing kisses on Shane’s flesh around it. He finally lifted one of Shane’s legs at a time, to pull the underwear off. He leaned over Shane’s back and whispered in his hear, “kotik, I’m going to fuck you so hard. I need you to say something if it’s too much, yes? Say Red. Understand?”
The man with his head on the bed, holding so still despite his trembling body, nodded and then added a soft, “yes”.
Ilya sat back up and pulled the plug out gently, setting on to the side of the bed. He looked down at Shane’s loosened hole and immediately his lips were there, sucking and licking. His tongue plunging into the opening Shane had made for him tasting and teasing over and over until Shane was jerking and whining. Just to be sure, he put a little lube on his fingers and rubbed them until it was warm, and slowly pushed in three fingers. “Oh my good boy, so good for me, all ready for my cock. Such a slut for me.”
Shane felt the fingers leave and whimpered a soft, ‘please.’ He felt the tip of Ilya’s hardness against his hole and he felt when Ilya gripped his hips, his fingers digging in almost painfully. With a single hard thrust, Ilya entered him, making good on his promise to not be gentle. Shane felt himself burn and stretch almost impossibly as Ilya seated himself fully. The burning started to fade already and he could feel every vein in Ilya’s cock, felt his warmth against his walls and it nearly drove him crazy. He wiggled a tiny bit and Ilya’s fingers dug in tighter, causing another whimper to escape his mouth, He heard the words sink into his head,
“You will hold still kotik. And take what I give you.”
Ilya's hips rolled then, just a gentle movement, but it was enough that Shane nearly moved back again. He bit his lip and closed his eyes, waiting, his cock dripping so much it was leaving a wet spot on the blanket.
He heard the pleased sound behind him. “Good boy. Taking it all like that. So good for me.” The second the words were out, he felt Ilya pull almost all the way out of him and then snap back inside, feeling the man’s heavy balls slap at him when he bottomed out. Then nothing, no movement, no words, just the feeling of being stretched and impossibly full. He whined. Still nothing. He let out an unhappy moan and without thinking, pushed back.
Without being able to see, he had no idea of the wicked smile that Ilya let cross his face. He’d known Shane wouldn’t be able to hold still if he just waited.
“Mmmm, kotik. I told you to hold still. You are a bad boy now, yes? What should we do with bad boys? You want to be good for me, I thought. My good boy? Who does what he’s told?”
Shane nodded into the blanket. “Good boy. Yes. m’sorry. didn’t mean to.”
Ilya pulled back again and with no warning, he pulled a hand off of Shane’s hip and spanked one side of Shane’s ass. It wasn’t hard, but it was enough to get attention and make a ridiculous slap noise in the room. 
Shane yelped in surprise, tears falling even as his insides turned to lava. The tingling spot where Ilya’s hand had landed was a molten rope right to his cock which jerked against him.
“That’s it kotik. One more I think.”
Shane felt the crack of Ilya’s hand in nearly the same spot and his mouth opened, but no sound came out. His entire body was trembling like a live electric wire. He held incredibly still though, being good. So good.
Ilya’s hand went back to his hip and his silken voice whispered along Shane's spine as he leaned over to kiss the dimple in his boy's lower back, “that’s a good boy. Now hold still. Remember, you can say Red if I need to stop.”
Shane didn’t dare even shake his head, just waited, panting. He didn’t have long to wait as Ilya suddenly was pounding into him over and over, not giving him a chance to breathe. Shane’s ass was impossibly stretched as Ilya’s thickness rammed him, feeling like it might tear him apart. He felt Ilya pull one of his legs a small amount to the side, and knew that Ilya’s foot had come up on the bed, so he was at a higher angle and suddenly those pounding thrusts were hitting, sliding along his prostate each time.
Mewling and keening came out of his mouth as his cock throbbed against him, he didn’t even need to touch or push himself against the bed. “Ilya please, going to come.”
“No,” That deep voice was there and Shane cried for real, tears streaming down his face as he tried, he tried so hard not to come. Every nerve he had was on fire though and he didn’t think he could stop if Ilya kept going.
He could feel Ilya’s thrusts getting uneven and erratic though, harsh breathing and groans coming from behind him.
“Please. Need to come. Going to come, Ilya please, can’t stop”
“Then come. Come for me my good little slut, just for me.”
Shane felt himself tense as soon as he heard the words, his cock jerking and spilling all over the bed, his chest, it felt like he came forever, ropes of it coating him in a warm, musky smell.
Ilya, who had been trying not to come for a few strokes now, immediately exploded. His eyes rolled up into his head and he yelled Shane’s name into the room, “Fuuuuuccck my Shane, kotik” He could feel himself spurting into Shane, feeling those tight warm walls tremble around him, milking him.
Shane cried out when he felt the hotness explode in him. He could feel it filling him, Ilya’s cock pulsing inside of him while he came, that wetness in him everywhere. Finally there was nothing but heavy breathing and the smell of sex and sweat and come filling his nose. He felt Ilya pull slowly out, and he made a soft noise of disappointment at the feeling. It didn’t last long though as he suddenly felt those big hands pull his ass cheeks apart and suddenly Ilya’s tongue was there. He jerked, he didn’t mean to, but he did. He half expected another spank, but instead just felt Ilya rubbing the cheek that he’d slapped already as he lapped at Shane’s hole, licking and sucking. He felt Ilya’s tongue run down the inside of his thigh where he had already leaked out, cleaning up the come that dripped down him. Soft, contented noises escaped Shane’s lips.
Finally Shane felt him pull away. He felt arms come around him, as a hand pulled a knee out from under him, letting him collapse onto the bed. He felt Ilya crawl over him until he was on the side Shane was facing. He saw Ilya's face, wet with his own tears leaning in to kiss him. Shane sucked on his tongue, wanting to taste the part of Ilya that had been inside him. Ilya’s arms wrapped around him causing Shane to sigh happily as his face buried into Shane’s neck. Shane held him back tightly and neither of them spoke, just lay together, existing.
Ilya lay there, letting himself be held. He knew he needed to get up and take care of Shane, and he would. But for a long moment, as he came back to himself, and he couldn’t remember the last time he’d been so far out of himself like that, he just wanted to be held. He’d been touch starved for most of his life. Once his mother was gone, he couldn’t remember anyone touching or holding him in a positive way. He wasn’t counting sex. He’d turned to sex as an escape and he used it a lot. To run away from his own thoughts. But that wasn’t the same. He never stayed overnight, never stayed to cuddle, it was just his way of having brief interludes where he didn’t have to think. This. This was different and he was holding on to it for as long as he could.
Eventually when their breath had softened, he pulled away. Shane, half asleep, frowned and said something too soft to be heard. Ilya went and cleaned himself up in the bathroom quickly, bringing back 2 warm wet washcloths to the bed. He cleaned Shane’s face first. Wiping the tear stains away, frowning as he saw blood on his lip. He wiped it also and realized at some point Shane had bitten down so hard it cut him. He leaned close and pressed a kiss to the small cut. He knew he had been too rough, he would apologize when Shane was more awake. He would also be apologizing about other things. He knew they should have talked about the condom more, and also he shouldn’t have spanked him like that. He knew better, but had let the moment overcome him.
He slowly moved down and cleaned Shane’s beautiful ass. He ran the cloth over the faint redness his spanks had left, admiring them even though he knew he shouldn’t. He wiped slowly and softly around the sensitive hole that he had used so ruthlessly. Shane shivered as he touched it, but made no sound. He wiped between his thighs before slowly rolling him over to the side. He smiled at the sight before him. Stickiness all over his beautiful boy. He leaned over and licked a spot on Shane’s stomach, through the come that was swiftly drying. He loved the taste of Shane and would have it every day if he could. Pulling back, he cleaned him with the cloth until nothing was left. He took the cloths back to the bathroom, coming back and rolling the stained blanket up over the wetness before pulling Shane to the other side, so he could take the blanket off the bed. He took it to the laundry and retrieved another one from Shane’s closet. When he got back to the bed, he saw that Shane had moved and was now laying the correct direction and smiling at him sleepily.
“Do you want clothes kotik?” Normally Shane liked to sleep with at least sweatpants on, but this time he just shook his head.
Ilya climbed next to him and pulled the blanket over them, not about to make him move to get the sheet. “Sleep.”
Shane nodded, but then looked up at him a little more alert.
“Ilya.”
He waited for Ilya to look at him. “Hmmm?”
“I need you to do something for me.”
“Anything.”
He looked down to see Shane with an almost delighted look on his face as he scrunched his nose a tiny bit.
“Oh no. What. What do you want?”
Shane blinked at him once and Ilya groaned as Shane began speaking. “I want you to talk to Scott.” Seeing Ilya’s head begin to shake, he stopped him. “You said you would do anything. You said it. Just now. I want you to kiss and make up. Ok. No kissing. But I need this anger to be gone. It wasn't really his fault. I promise. Please? Can you talk to him?”
Ilya on the inside was trying not to be angry. And he wasn't angry. At Shane. But he did not know if he could talk to Scott without punching him. Every time he thought of that day, he could only hear Shane’s voice on the phone, trembling and wheezing. He could only see him sitting miserably in a little ball while he tried to breathe.
Shane spoke very softly now, “Please Ilya? For me?”
Ilya nodded once, curtly. “I will try.”
His body relaxed as he felt Shane curl into him. Ilya woke in the morning, Shane tangled up with him. He realized what time it was and gently leaned over to kiss him on the cheek.
“Shane, wake up. You will miss your run with worst FBI agent ever.”
By the time they were both dressed and out the door, Hayden was waiting in the lobby. He gave Ilya a half wave as they all left.
Back at his apartment, after a long, scalding shower, he sat down and pulled out his phone, scowling as he thought about the request he had agreed to. His teeth scraped over his lower lip and then he smiled. He scrolled through his phone and found what he wanted, hitting the button.
“Bennett. Hey. It’s Rozanov. Yeah, great great, how’ve you been? mmm, yeah, I bet. So I wanted to see when your next game with Scott is? Tomorrow? That’s actually perfect, I wanted to ask you a favor, see if I can play. Haven’t been in awhile and I need to get some time in on the ice.”
They talked for a while longer, hashing out details and Ilya finally hung up, satisfied. They would play hockey, and then they could go drink at the Kingfisher. He would bury the axe. Hatchet? He didn’t know.
He called Shane around the time he would be eating lunch to tell him. 
“Soooo, I’m going to play a pick up game tomorrow with Bennett. Scott is on the team. I can talk to him then ok? Then we can go have drinks after and work things out.”
“That’s great Ilya, thank you so much. Do you think I can come watch? Does anyone ever watch?”
Ilya flinched a little but answered honestly, “Yes. Kip is there sometimes and a few other people usually. But will that not bother you? To watch and not play?”
He could almost feel Shane’s smile. “Not if I’m watching you.”
Ilya bit his lip again, but shrugged. “I’d love you to be there. I’ll pick you up tomorrow then. Oh, and kotik, can you not tell Scott. I’d like it to be a surprise.”
Shane was silent for a moment before finally answering, “Ok. If that’s what you want.”
 

 
Cliff was driving when Ilya picked Shane up the next evening and drove to the rink. Giving him a long kiss in the car before they went in, Shane told him, “Thank you for doing this. It means a lot. I don’t want you guys fighting.”
Ilya said nothing, but nodded, thinking perhaps his idea had not been so smart after all. Shrugging, he decided it was too late at this point.
They separated at the door, Ilya heading towards the locker rooms and Shane and Cliff towards the stands.
Shane saw Kip sitting and went to sit next to him. Kip was surprised to see him, but gave him a hug, telling him, “I’m so glad you’re here! I usually have to watch these games alone. You should come more often.”
Shane nodded and said truthfully, “I’m looking forward to it.”
He sat back and watched the team on the ice warming up. He finally saw Scott and noticed when he saw him. He got up with Kip, leaving Cliff at the seats and they walked over to the entrance, where there was an opening in the glass and they could talk.
“Wow, Shane, I didn’t know you were coming. You should have told me. I could have given you a ride.”
Shane shook his head, “It’s ok. I didn’t need a ride. “Have you seen Ilya?”
Scott looked at him oddly. “No. He’s not playing, we have a full team today, why?”
Shane stared at him for a moment, not comprehending. “No, he is. He told me. I rode with him.”
Scott just shook his head, “There must have been a misunderstanding. I can tell Bennett he’s here. We can work him in a few shifts. I’m surprised though, he still won’t take my calls.”
“I know. I’m sorry. He said he was going to talk to you at the game and that maybe we could all go to the Kingfisher after and have drinks.”
Kip nodded and Scott said, “Sure, if he really isn’t mad anymore.”
Scott leaned over to give Kip a kiss and they talked softly to each other.
Shane suddenly grew warm and he looked up and smiled. Ilya was coming out onto the ice, and he stood over by the benches watching them. Shane’s breath caught. He was so beautiful. Standing there in hockey gear, holding his helmet, his curls getting long and coming down in one eye, he looked so natural. Like this was what he had been meant for. Shane was almost overcome with emotion as he so clearly saw the 11 year old who had been dazzling. As he finally took in the rest though, his mouth let out the little soft, “oh” that was normally meant for Ilya’s ears only.
This caught Scott and Kip's attention and they both turned to see what he was looking at. Ilya waved, chewing on his mouthguard that was half out of his mouth. The mouth that was curved up in a mocking smirk. It was almost as if it were a sitcom moment. Kip and Scott, nearly simultaneously gave out a soft, “fuck” when they realized, like Shane already had, that Ilya was dressed in the opposing team's uniform.  






      

  












      Chapter 14: I Tell Myself I'm Doing Ok
  


    Chapter Summary

    Ilya is out for blood, but realizes he might be upset about the wrong thing.

Shane and Ilya have a nice talk.



    Chapter Notes

      TW - Ilya remembers back to when he was burned purposely by a cigarette and maybe thinks about doing it again. Maybe. He doesn't. But the implication is there.

Ilya also gets called a slur at the hockey game.

Russian is still in bold.

Chapter title is from Everything is Going Great by Tiny Stills
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  Shane’s eyes went to Scott nervously to find him staring. “I didn’t know Scott, I swear. Maybe it was just because your team was full? Not on purpose?” Shane knew he didn’t believe that any more than Scott would.
Kip said something about not playing, but Scott shook his head. “We’re acting like he’s a complete thug. It’s a casual game. It’ll be fine. He’s just trying to intimidate me.”
Scott skated off, to talk to his own teammates and Kip went to sit. Shane stood staring at Ilya, a plea in his eyes to come talk to him. Ilya met his eyes and stood for a moment, before he shook his head and went to talk to his new team.
Shane went to sit, and glared at Cliff as he sat down next to him. “Did you know Cliff? Did you know what he was doing?”
Cliff snorted, “How the fuck would I know what goes on in his head. He does his own thing if you haven’t noticed by now. He won’t do anything too crazy. I hope. He’s been pretty mad though Shane. He really blames him.”
Shane sighed and started chewing on the nail of his thumb.
 

 
Ilya dressed slowly in the locker room, not wanting to go out much before the game. He’d talked with the strangers that he would now be playing with, they had a gameplan. He stepped out onto the ice and took a deep breath, loving the cold crisp air that was tinged with sweat, plastic, old popcorn. Loving the snick the blades made on the ice as he slid to a stop. He missed it. As soon as he stepped out, he saw Shane find him and he smiled at him. Scott and Kip were there talking, but hadn’t seen him yet. Shane looked at him with a radiant smile. Until he didn’t. He saw the moment that the other man realized what he had done. He must have said something because suddenly Kip and Scott both looked at him.
Ilya took a breath and didn’t waver. It was too late for that now. He hadn’t thought Shane would be here and this would have worked out much better if that was the case, but he wasn’t going to back down. His smile morphed into the smirk he used when he wanted to taunt and he waved casually. He watched as Scott and Kip seemed to be discussing something, Scott finally shaking his head and skating off towards his team. When Kip walked off, Shane stared at him, his eyes begging Ilya to come over. He wanted to, but knew it wouldn't be a good idea, he wasn’t letting Shane talk him out of anything. For the first time that he could remember, he shook his head and turned away from Shane.
The game started and his team sent him out to take the face-off, wanting to see what they had to work with. Scott did not come out, which Ilya knew was unusual. He was pretty sure Scott usually played center with this team and usually started. He wasn’t worried, he had plenty of time. The opposing center was a burly guy with a big beard and he blew a kiss at Ilya and called him a pretty boy. Ilya watched the ref and as soon as his arm raised with the puck, Ilya’s eyes met the man’s and said casually, and honestly quite tame for him, “Pretty boys give pretty blow jobs,” the puck dropped and Ilya swept it away easily to his winger, the other man stunned for a second too long.
Ilya flew up the ice, the left wing with the puck managed a not horrible pass past a slow defender, Ilya snapped his wrist and the puck flew top shelf over the goalies shoulder. 1-0 in 30 seconds. He glanced to the bench, but they waved him to stay out. He lined up against the same man and gave him a blinding smile.
“Here we are again. Same play?”
The man rolled his eyes and just growled, “Fuck you.”
“Sure, before or after the pretty blow job?”
The man reacted a little faster this time, but not enough. Ilya took the puck himself this time and deftly passed it through the defender’s legs that was close enough to swipe at it, but Ilya just spun and went around, winding up for a slap shot the goalie lunged to the left for, but at the last second, Ilya just tapped the puck instead and it slid under the leg pad. 2-0 in the first 50 seconds.
He blew a kiss to the other center as he headed to the bench. He sat, grabbing a water bottle and squirted some in his mouth as he looked up where Shane and Cliff were. Shane was watching with a small smile on his face that Ilya couldn’t quite interpret.
He turned his attention back to the game. His new teammates were clapping him on the back, talking about his speed, his shot, did he want to join their team permanently. He laughed and said maybe, that he’d think about it, knowing that he would not.
He smirked as Scott came out for the other team on the next shift. There were some back and forths, but no one scored. Not on the next shift either. Ilya felt the tap on his shoulder and hopped onto the ice, tearing after the other team's right wing that had the puck. He caught him and slid his stick effortlessly, taking the puck right off the other man’s stick. He spun with and flipped a perfect pass to one of his guys who for some reason was alone in front of the other goalie. The man buried Ilya’s pass straight in. 3-0.
Ilya took the face off at center ice against a new man, still not Scott. The new center decided his best chirp was to call Ilya a Russian commie bastard. Ilya nearly snorted, his stick smacking the other man’s while they waited for the ref to drop the puck. In a good mood and hoping it might get back to Scott, he tilted his head and once again with perfect timing as the puck fell, “Yes, yes, but Scott told me that his testicle can dangle better than you.”
Ilya won the face off again, but his intention was not to embarrass the other team, at least too badly. He knew he was better, he didn’t need to run the score up. He skated lazily around the defense, passing it off to a winger up the ice, who shot, but the goalie finally made a save.
It was late in the first period when he finally managed to catch Scott on the ice during one of his shifts. He jumped over the boards and went full tilt, crossing the ice in seconds, unfortunately for Scott, just as his teammate passed it to him. Scott was near the boards and just before he could hand the puck off, Ilya slammed straight into him with a massive body check. Scott slammed into the boards before falling, Ilya taking the puck and not looking back as he swatted it over to a teammate, who managed a shot and a rebound, but didn’t score. He gave a glance back and Scott was getting to his feet, just staring at him with a look that knew it was just getting started. Ilya gave him a feral grin and went to the bench as the next shift came out.
He hazarded a look up to the stands where Shane was and was not surprised to see his kotik with a small frown on his face. He knew probably better than anyone that Ilya could have avoided the hit and still taken the puck.
In the second period, he declined to take the opening face-off, and Barrett for the other team actually managed a goal. Ilya waited until he saw Scott come out before he hopped over the boards, going to center ice where the other man watched him warily. When they leaned over for the face off, Ilya had to give him credit. Rather than a chirp, he shook his head. “Ilya, please. I didn’t mean it to happen. I’m sorry.” Ilya ignored him and purposely lost the face off letting Scott have it. He drifted backwards towards his defensive end, the other players yelling at him to go get the puck. Ignoring them though, he waited. His team managed a take away, but didn’t score and Scott snagged the rebound and came racing down the ice. Ilya wasn’t a defenseman, but he knew how to play. He took off at full speed and as Scott reached him, he lowered himself and threw his hip into Scott's midsection in a devastating hip check. Scott was going fast enough that Ilya achieved what he wanted and the other man went flying over Ilya before landing hard on the ice. Ilya took the puck this time, skating around the other team, and passing it off to a young guy right in front of the goal, who managed to tap it in.
The third period went the same, the two teams played, while Ilya hunted Scott. Scott was moving slowly, his body hurting more with each hit and Ilya knew he would be black and blue the next day. He knew Scott was getting tired towards the end, because he finally pushed back. The difference being that Ilya was good enough to make big, but legal hits. He hadn’t taken a penalty all game. Scott was tired and the last time that Ilya checked him into the boards, actually pulling up a little because he knew that Scott was almost done, he retaliated. He took his stick in both hands and cross checked Ilya in the back as he turned to skate away. Ilya stumbled, but came up with a smile on his face, and slowly turned towards Scott. He dropped his gloves and Scott just stood there chest heaving, finally dropping his.
“Let’s get it over with then.” he said tiredly.
Ilya’s fists were clenched and he wanted nothing more than to punch him. Just once. That’s all it would take anyway. He made the mistake of glancing up where Shane was sitting though and the miserable look on his face suddenly made all the anger drain out of Ilya’s body. He looked back at Scott, who really did look sorry. He just shook his head and held his hand out. “I think we’re good. Still want to get a drink later?”
Scott stared at him in disbelief, leaning over to pick up his gloves. “You are a monumental asshole.” He turned to skate off but looked back with a half grin, “Yeah, we’ll meet you there.”
Ilya skated off the ice, his teammates looking at him in awe and fear. His team won the game 7-1.
He showered quickly and grabbed his stuff, heading out to the common area, not sure how he would be received. Cliff stood there with Shane and Kip, trying not to laugh. Kip gave him a sour look, giving him a droll, “Thanks for not killing my boyfriend.”
Ilya nodded, his voice quite serious. “I like you Kip. He can’t give you blow job if I break his jaw.”
Kip tried not to react, but his lips quirked up slightly. He glanced at his phone. “So Scott says we’re meeting you at the bar, even after all that. You’re done with whatever that was?”
Ilya just nodded sheepishly. Kip nodded and finally allowed a small genuine smile. “Good. I’m tired of hearing every night what an asshole you’re being.”
Ilya tried but couldn’t help himself, “Oh my god, dinosaur man talks about me at night. You really need new boyfriend.”
Kip shook his head and turned to go.
Having looked everywhere but where he wanted, Ilya finally set eyes on Shane. He waited. Shane just stared at him. Ilya waited more. He was good at this game. Shane started chewing on the side of his thumb while he stared. Cliff looked between the two of them and started laughing outright.
“Ok. Well. I’ll be in the car when the standoff is over.” He turned and spun, giving Ilya an almost apologetic look.
Once he was gone, Ilya decided he didn’t want to play anymore. That’s not losing, he just didn’t want to play. “So..”
“No.”
His mouth snapped shut.
“You lied to me, Ilya.”
His mouth dropped open. “I did not.”
“You told me you were going to talk to Scott at the game and that you were playing with him. Not that you were going to trample him time and time again.”
Ilya shook his head, “No. Untrue. I said I would talk to him at the game. True. That he plays on Bennett’s team. True. I did not say which team I would play for. I also said drinks after, and we are going to have drinks now. After. All true.”
Ilya was quite proud of his reasoning in this. Shane stared at him before shaking his head. “You are unbelievable.”
“What? Shane, I’m..” he stopped. He was going to say he was sorry, but he wasn’t. He tried again. “Shane. I’m sorry that you are upset. I am not sorry for what I did. He deserved it. He made you have panic attack. He made you not be able to breathe. Then he left you alone while you did it. A few bruises are the least he deserves. He told you that I.. “ his voice actually trailed off as it suddenly hit him. Why he was so upset. He wasn’t even sure he had realized. He stopped talking.
Shane was watching him, still chewing on his thumb. “What were you going to say just now? When you stopped. Why did you stop?”
“It doesn’t matter.”
“It does. To me.”
“Stop chewing your thumb and I will tell.”
Shane arched an eyebrow. “I think if you want any sex for the next month you’ll tell me anyway.” He did pull his thumb away from his mouth though.
Ilya's mouth however had dropped open. “Shane. You are joking with me, yes?”
Shane just stared again. “Am I?”
Ilya groaned. “I do not want to tell you. Is stupid.”
Shane’s voice was a little softer when he spoke this time. “Ilya, what. Scott told me that you what?”
Ilya’s voice was very small when he answered, ‘He tells you that I am not good enough for you. That you should not be with me because I am not good enough. I will get you into trouble. All my life I have been not good enough. Not for my father, not for my brother, and,” his voice got a little harder, “not for my mother. I was not good enough to make her stay. So when he told you this about me, I got mad. And now he is probably right.” Ilya realized the worst part was that he was right and Ilya knew it.
He looked up at Shane and saw a tear drip down his cheek. He put his thumb up to wipe it away, sure that Shane would push his hand away, but he didn’t. Ilya wiped it and then left his palm cupping Shane’s face.
“Stop. You are mad at me. Crying is not fair.” 
“I’m not crying.” Shane sighed and pulled Ilya’s palm away from his face and kissed it before wrapping his arms around him. He just held him for a minute, finally pulling back.
“We need to talk about my situation. It’s not that you are not good enough. That’s not what he meant. I should have cleared this up with you already and I didn’t and now you’ve let it fester and tried to kill Scott. I’m sorry Ilya.”
“I do not know this word. Fester.”
“Hmmm, like… you let it build up and build up and it makes it worse?”
“Ok. I think. So because you didn’t talk to me, it made me make it worse.”
Shane nodded, “I think so.”
Ilya shook his head, still looking slightly confused. “I do not think so. Can you be mad at me later? I need to get drunk now.”
Shane smiled gently and linked his arm in Ilya’s as they walked back to the car.
Because he always needed the last word, Ilya couldn’t resist. “I told you that you would get mad before I did. I win.”
“Fuck you”
“Yes, later.”
Climbing in, Cliff glanced back, “All kissed and made up now? I swear to god you guys are like my own reality show.”
“Shut up Marleau and drive.”
 

 
They walked into the Kingfisher and Ilya trailed a little behind Shane and Cliff. He knew he was in an odd space in his head. He understood now why he was so angry, but that was just making it worse because he knew Scott was absolutely right, whether he had meant it in the way Ilya was thinking or not. Trying to shake off the blackness that was rising up in him, he forced a smile on his mouth and followed them to a larger table that Kip and Scott were sitting at.
Cliff started to excuse himself as they walked up to the table, but Shane frowned.
“No, Cliff, you are not going off to sit by yourself. Stay. Just to be formal, this is Scott and Kip, guys, this is Cliff.”
Ilya watched Cliff glance at him questioningly, and he shrugged, he wasn’t going to argue with Shane about it. He walked by Cliff touching him lightly on his back as he walked by to sit next to Shane. He felt Cliff’s gun in its normal spot and he just gave him a warning look as he sat, watching as the man said hi and sat down finally.
His eyes dragged over to Scott who was watching him carefully. Groaning, he held his hand out for the other man to shake. There was a long hesitation, but Scott finally reached out and shook his hand. He figured he may as well get it over with, though it was purely for Shane’s benefit.
“Hunter. Shane tells me that I may have been a little… mmm.. aggressive tonight. I am sorry. I was angry. For the wrong reasons maybe.”
Scott stared at him and finally nodded. “I get it. I’d have been mad also probably. We’re good now though right? I’m not sure I’m even going to be able to walk tomorrow. Next time we play, same team?”
Ilya nodded slowly. “Yes. I will not endanger ancient dinosaur again.”
Shane rolled his eyes and muttered under his breath, “asshole.”
Watching Scott’s face, Ilya smiled wickedly and answered him. “Yes, but you keep me anyway.”
As he predicted, Scott's eyes flicked between the two of them, but he sat back and chose wisely, to say nothing.
Kyle came over to take orders, his eyes flicking between Ilya and Shane as he walked. Ilya felt that darkness get a little bigger. Maybe that’s what Shane needed. A nice guy who wasn’t bad for him. They ordered and everyone seemed to relax a little, chatting with each other, even Cliff joining in. Kyle brought the drinks and when he set Ilya’s vodka in front of him, Ilya touched his arm, causing him to look down in alarm. Trying not to laugh, he just muttered, “Bring me the bottle.”
He knew Cliff was watching him, a little concerned. He also knew he’d been drinking more the last few weeks, but he didn’t really care. Vodka he could handle. Ilya just sat back and watched, not really paying attention, just getting more and more lost in his own head.
He managed an hour of socializing before the roar in his head threatened to spill out. He’d knocked back several pours of vodka, but it wasn’t helping like it usually did to drown out his own thoughts. Dropping a kiss on Shane’s head, he whispered to him that he was going to get some air and would be back in a few minutes. Shane looked at him with a little frown, but let him go.
He went outside, walking a few feet away from the door. It was cold and he pulled his coat closer around him as he lit a cigarette. Leaning against the wall, he tried to shake off his mood. He got this way sometimes. Not often, but he recognized it when it happened. When he’d still been in Russia, he would just go pick a fight with someone. It was harder here. If he just started something here, there was always a chance he’d get arrested for assault or something equally stupid.
He stamped his feet in the cold and tried to shrug off the buzzing in his mind. Finishing the cigarette, he immediately lit a new one. He took a long hit and let the nicotine sink into him. He rubbed his eyes as he tried to make the voice shut up, the one telling him to go, to find a fight, to hurt something, to let them hurt him.
“Fuck.”
He reached up through his shirt collar to scratch his shoulder and his fingers went across the small scar that Shane had asked about. He stopped, the rest of his body going very still as he let one finger run over it, thinking. Remembering the short burst of pain. He remembered that day. He remembered all of those days, most of them vividly. He’d been in a mood, not unlike what he was today. He’d been 19 and he’d picked a fight with another trainee who was full of himself. He and Ilya had always been at each other's throats, both of them determined to outperform the other. It had turned into a fairly brutal brawl, neither of them noticing the Colonel that had stopped and was watching. Fighting wasn’t against the rules, so they probably wouldn’t have stopped even had they noticed. Losing though. You didn’t want to lose when someone could see. Both of them were bloodied, but Ilya had finally prevailed, landing on top of the man’s back while he was on the ground and pulling his arm back in a submission hold. The other man yielded finally, but as Ilya was about to let go, he’d heard the officer’s voice. He sat on the other man’s back, still holding the arm, but loosening the hold so it wasn’t causing pain.
“No. You will not let him yield. If you’re going to fight like men, then you will finish like men. If you let an opponent up with no penalty, what is to stop him from coming at you again? Break his arm. He will learn not to accept a fight he cannot win.”
The man he was sitting on struggled underneath him, but Ilya applied pressure again to hold him still, while he stared at the officer. He finally stood, shoving himself off the other man and letting go, watching as his fellow trainee stood slowly and stared at Ilya with an unreadable face. A tiny nod was all he allowed in thanks.
“I am not breaking a helpless man’s arm. We fought, it’s over. He is your top recruit. Next to me. Why would you want him compromised like that?”
The Colonel had watched him and shrugged finally. He lit a cigarette and stood watching the two of them.
“So you think you are honorable? Not hurting a helpless man? You are here to take orders and do what you are told. You think you are above that?”
Ilya had held his tongue, knowing there wasn’t a right answer. His itch to fight had been met, his head was cleared, now he just wanted to get out of this with as minimal damage as possible.
“You think he would not hurt you if I told him to? Should we see? Maybe he will be thankful to you. Maybe not.”
Taking a last pull on the cigarette, he held it out and motioned the other man to take it, which he did, hesitantly, just holding it.
“Put it out.”
The man went to drop it and the Colonel shook his head.
“On him.”
Ilya didn’t move, his eyes just flicked to the cigarette and then to the man’s face. He sighed and just pulled his shirt to the side, baring his shoulder. “Just do it. I’m hungry and want to go eat.”
To his credit, the other man didn’t waste time or make it worse than it could have been. He simply stepped forward and pushed the lit end into Ilya’s shoulder, looking at the ground as he did it. Ilya remembered the delayed reaction of pain, then the hiss that had escaped him as the flesh melted and charred. The man refused to look at him, just dropping the cigarette to the ground once it was out.
Ilya had taken one deep breath, forcing more of himself into the box he had still been building inside him at that point. Letting go of his shirt, he refused to wince as the material scraped over the burn. He looked up with his bored expression.
“Are we done now?”
The Colonel barked out a laugh.
“By all means. Go on about your day. Just remember, if you won’t follow orders, someone else always will.”
“Ilya?” 
He heard his name being spoken almost with caution. He glanced up and realized it was Cliff. He also realized that he was holding his lit cigarette barely above the skin on his arm. Horrified, he yanked it back, tossing it on the ground.
He looked up to see Cliff watching him. “I didn’t… I wasn’t going to. I was just remembering the last time, and I don’t even remember putting it near my arm like that. I wouldn’t.”
Cliff held his hands up and nodded. “I know. Please don’t though. I don’t know how I would explain that I let you put out a lit cigarette on your arm to Shane.”
Ilya chuckled at him. “Sorry, am just in a mood.”
“I know. Is there anything I can do?”
A harsh laugh burst out of Ilya’s lips, “No, unless you want to go a few rounds. Which might be hard to explain to Shane also.”
Cliff looked like he was thinking about it, and Ilya laughed genuinely this time.
“Stop. I can’t fight you. Shane would never forgive me.”
Cliff scoffed, “You mean he won’t forgive me when I messed up your pretty face.”
“You wish Marleau. I’m fine. Just a little dark today.”
He lit another cigarette which got a look from Cliff. 
“Fuck off, it’s just to smoke.”
He took a long hit and blew it out, watching the smoke drift away.
“Usually, when I get like this. I go pick a fight. Nothing like a couple of punches to clear the cobwebs out of my head. But I don’t know what to do with it now. If I go pick a fight, I could get arrested, or worse, Shane will notice.”
Cliff grinned, “He might be worse than jail if he thinks you picked a fight on purpose.”
Ilya nodded and took another drag off the cigarette. “Did he send you out here to check on me?”
“Nah, you know I’m not great in crowds. I’m used to watching for threats, not sitting in a group chatting.”
“If you say so. I’ve seen you charm the ladies before. Oh wait. No I haven’t.”
Cliff shook his head laughing, “Fuck you. Maybe we can fight. I can just give you a bunch of body shots. Asshole.”
Ilya smiled, for the first time that night feeling a little lighter. “Let’s go back before we get a rescue party sent out.” He clapped Cliff on the shoulder and looked at him seriously. “Thanks Marleau. For just..”
Cliff nodded and gave him the finger, “Don’t get all sentimental on me asshole. It’s what I do. If something happens to you, I don’t get paid.”
“Fuck you Marleau.”
“You wish.”
They walked back into the bar laughing and Ilya could see the worried look on Shane’s face lessen. He walked straight up to him and hugged him from behind, giving him an exaggerated whisper that he knew everyone else could hear.
“Can we go yet kotik. I have kissed the endangered species ass, and now I want to kiss..”
“ILYA.” Shane’s face was bright red, which was the entire purpose of Ilya’s comments. Quite pleased with himself he slid into the chair he had vacated and poured more vodka.
“No? Fine. I will sit here with the boring people.” He leaned over and kissed a freckle on the tip of Shane’s nose.”
Looking up, he saw Scott watching them. Arching an eyebrow at him as he took a drink. “What’s wrong ancient wise one. You going to disclose us?”
Shane gave him a warning look, “Ilya don’t.”
Scott just rolled his eyes, “It’s fine Shane. It’s not Rozanov if he’s not giving someone shit. So to answer the question, no, I am not. I’m out of it. That’s up to Shane at this point, if he’s not worried, then I won’t worry.”
Ilya, feeling frisky now, more of the darkness dissipating or at least loosening it’s hold, couldn’t help himself. “Good good, I’d hate to have to kill you.”
Scott laughed as he leaned over and gave Kip a kiss. “Me too, I have better things to do than to be killed by a pretty boy Russian who can’t even play hockey.”
“Shane! He called me pretty! And he said I can’t play hockey. Why are you friends with him? You should defend my honor.”
Shane sighed, “Ok, that’s my cue to leave. Before he gets any worse.”
Ilya leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek, blinking at him.
“No no, I will be on my best behavior. I promise.”
Shane stood and shook his head. “You lie is what you do. Let’s go.”
Ilya shook his head solemnly. “Never do I lie. You know this. Do you remember what I told you at restaurant? If I say something I will do it. So now when I tell you that I’m going to take you home and..”
Shane clapped his hand over Ilya’s mouth and hissed at him. “STOP.”
Kip was nearly falling out of his chair as he laughed and even Scott had an amused look on his face. Scott waved and offered them a parting, “I don’t know how you have the patience for him Shane.”
Ilya, suddenly feeling so much better, waited until they were nearly at the door, so that he could say it very loudly, “Is because I give the best blow jobs dinosaur man.”
Shane sighed heavily and kept walking, not even turning around. Ilya threw his arm around him as they walked outside to the car. Cliff followed, his eyes watering from trying not to laugh.
Once they reached the apartment, Cliff got off at his floor and as soon as the elevator was empty, Ilya was curled around Shane, fingers wrapping his chin, tilting his head so he could kiss him, his tongue stroking Shane’s lip until he opened and let Ilya in. He was breathless when Ilya let him go as they reached Ilya’s penthouse.
Walking in, Shane pointed at the couch, “Sit.”
Ilya arched an eyebrow at him. “Am I your dog now?”
“Maybe.”
“Ok. Just remember that dogs eat kittens.”
“OH my god Ilya, what has gotten into you in the last hour. What did you and Cliff do out there?”
Ilya went and sat on the couch and just shrugged as he looked at Shane expectantly. “Ok, puppy is sitting. What do you want to yell at me about.”
Shane came and sat next to him. “Nothing, but I do want to talk. Before anything else.
Ilya nodded and settled back. “Can you sit on my lap while we talk?”
“ILYA.”
“No please, kotik. I just need to hold you. I think I will not like this conversation.”
Shane looked at him seriously before he finally nodded. “But really Ilya, we need to talk. I don’t like what you’re thinking about the whole thing.”
Ilya nodded, “Ok,” he pulled Shane into his lap where the other man immediately scrunched his nose. Ilya had to resist kissing him, but then Shane stood back up.
“You smell like cigarettes. You were smoking?”
Ilya flashed back to the cigarette above his arm and flinched. “Yes Just one.”
Shane hummed at him. “Just one. I’m not sure I believe that, you were out there a long time and then you and Cliff even longer.”
“Go shower. It’s going to distract me. Please.”
You are so bossy today. Sit here. Don’t hurt Scott. Go shower.” Ilya’s eyes lit up, “Ohh, will you make me beg?”
Shane glared at him. “Yes. Someday, you will. And I will remind you of this moment when you do it.”
Ilya scoffed as he got up and took off his shirt, purposely letting it drop on the floor as he walked off, ignoring Shane’s huff of annoyance. “We will see. Who begs for who.”
Ilya stripped quickly, putting his clothes in the laundry where they belonged, only wanting to annoy Shane a little, not a lot. He showered quickly, not really minding, he knew the smoke bothered Shane. He tried not to smoke if he knew he was going to see him soon after, but he had needed to tonight.
Drying off, he walked naked into the bedroom, thinking about trying to convince Shane for sex first, but knowing he shouldn’t. They’d waited too long for this conversation already apparently if it had bothered Ilya that much.
He dressed in sweats and a t-shirt, rubbing a towel through his curls so he wasn’t dripping all over. Heading back out to the living area, he saw Shane with a ginger ale on the couch, looking at his phone. He started to sit at the exact moment his phone rang, Shane looked up and motioned for him to get it.
He answered without looking at it, figuring it was Cliff, “What, hurry up, I’m busy.”
Ilyukha, what kind of greeting is that?
Ilya groaned. “What do you want? I’m busy. Can you not call me every two days? It’s getting old.”
So do what I tell you then and it will be easy.
“Fuck off Alexei. Again.” Ilya glanced at Shane, who was still just scrolling on his phone, not paying any attention to him. “What do you want?”
I told you Sergeev wants to meet. Soon. When can you go to Moscow?
Ilya laughed out loud. “You know that’s not happening. I’m not setting foot in Moscow. If he wants to meet, it will have to be somewhere else.”
Fine, he will pick somewhere else, but in the meantime, he needs you to do a job. A little one. He will delay the meeting so you can do it.
Ilya chewed on his lip, “Delay it how long”
I don’t fucking know Ilyukha. Delay. He’s even going to pay you still. I don’t know why, I think I should get paid, but whatever. Just do it. I don’t want him to tell me to go looking for your little boyfriend. Well he was a big fucker wasn’t he.
Ilya tried to keep his voice calm to avoid alerting Shane that he was upset, “Fuck off. I’ll do it, but I’m not meeting him for at least 3 months. Maybe more.”
Why the fuck do you care when you meet him Ilyukha, as long as it’s not in Russia. Besides, maybe if you just do what you were trained to do, he won’t even need to meet you.
“Do you need anything else?”
No little brother, I will call you when I get the details and we can set a meet for you to get them.
“Fine, don’t bother me again until then.”
He hit the disconnect and looked up to see Shane watching him. 
“Sorry, my brother.”
Shane just nodded before glancing back at his phone. “Everything ok?”
“Yes, he’s just an ass.” He took a deep breath, “Ok, I no longer smell like cigarettes, can we talk now. I have important begging business to get to.”
 

 
Shane had sat and tried not to listen to Ilya’s half of the phone call. But that hadn’t worked very well. Clearly Ilya’s brother wanted him to go to Moscow for some reason, but Ilya was refusing. The rest hadn’t made a lot of sense to him, but it didn’t really matter. That was between Ilya and his brother.
When Ilya mentioned the begging, Shane rolled his eyes. He knew he shouldn’t have risen to the bait earlier.
“Do you still want me to sit with you or are you past that now?”
Ilya shook his head, “I always want you to sit with me, kotik.” He sat and put his legs up on the couch, holding out his arms.
Shane put his phone down and walked over, sitting on Ilya’s lap and snuggling into his chest. “Ok, but really, no touching. We need to talk. I feel bad.”
Ilya nodded and wrapped one arm around Shane so he could hold him close, but left the other stretched out on the edge of the couch.
Shane thought about where to start, he had no idea Ilya was this upset about this subject until today. He hadn’t brought it up and Shane honestly thought it was just wasn’t a worry to him 
Chewing on his cuticle, he realized Ilya was staring at him and pulled the offending thumb down. Stupid habit.
“What did Scott tell you?”
Ilya thought about it, not wanting to get it wrong. “He said that I should not be there at your work. That I should not be with you in case someone saw us. That when you work for US government you have to do disclosure.. Something.”
Shane agreed, “A disclosure agreement. Yes. What else.”
“He said that when you are.. ‘Involved’ with someone you must do this thing. That then your government will do, I forget what he called it. But like background yes? Finding out what I do?”
Shane nodded again, not wanting to interrupt.
“He also said that for you, because you are higher security, no, not security. Mmmm, clearance. Is that right? You are higher clearance than he is?”
Shane didn’t answer right away, not sure that Scott should have said that, but it was too late now. “Yes. Higher clearance.”
“Ok. So he said because you have higher clearance they would look at your people you are with closer. He said that if I were involved with bad FBI man Hayden then it would not matter as much what I do.”
Shane was trying not to laugh. “Ilya, he did not say that.”
Ilyas eyes went wide, “Shane, I swear he said that. You ask him. He did. He said Hayden is lower clearance and it doesn’t matter as much who he discloses.”
Shane wasn’t sure whether to believe him or not, but he let it go for now, “Is that all?”
“No. He said that if I was only Russian, then it would be ok. But. I am Russian. I have Russian passport still, so not citizen here. My father worked for Ministry of Internal Affairs. I do not understand why that matters, he is dead. Oh, also that I went to military school in Russia. He says that all those things would make me security risk for you. Not Hayden, but you. That you would get in trouble. Because of me.”
He stopped, waiting.
“That’s everything? That’s actually a lot.”
“So explain please. He is right? You will get in trouble?”
Shane thought about it for a moment. “Not trouble. But yes, if I list you as a personal relationship, they will look at everything they can find about you. Everything. Things you think people don’t know about, they can probably find. And then they will look at my job and what I do and decide if it’s a risk for me to associate with you. To be with you. If they decide that it is a risk, then they will take away my security clearance. It does not mean I am fired. But I might as well be. I wouldn’t be able to do the job I am good at. I would get to argue why you are not a risk, but unfortunately Scott is right, they usually don’t care. If you had just one of those things, it would probably be ok. But you know, you have to know. You went to school there Ilya, our countries are not exactly friendly.”
Ilya ran his hand through his hair, rubbing the side of his head like he had a headache. “So what then. You can be with me but not do job. You can not be with me and do job. Or we can hide. What happens if we hide?”
He pulled Ilya’s hand down and kissed the palm gently. “I don’t know. If they find out, without me telling them first, then I get fired. Not just security clearance, but actually fired. Probably anyway. I do want to talk about what you said tonight though. That you think you are not good enough. That you weren’t good enough for anyone. Your father, your brother, even your mother. Ilya you have to know that’s not true right? I don’t know about your father and brother, you’ve said they are not good people. But you know that your mother loved you. She didn’t leave you because you weren’t good enough. I remember how you talked about her that summer. She didn’t want to leave you. You need to believe that. Please.”
Ilya leaned his head back and closed his eyes. Thinking. Trying to process. His English was better each year, but this was a lot.
“Maybe. I was very angry for a long time. I’m not sure I can just decide that I am not angry now. But I will think about it. That part. It is hard to hear for years that you are not enough, and then have someone try to say you are. It is not so easy to believe.”
Shane nodded, before realizing Ilya couldn’t see him since his head was back. “I understand, but I want you to try. And I will make you believe it. You are enough for anyone.”
“So what do you do about your disclosing me.”
Shane started chewing on his cuticle again. “I don’t know Ilya. I don’t know what to do. My bosses don’t work here in New York. So I don’t know how long it would take for them to actually find out. I don’t think we have to hide, at least not hide hide. But I do need to be careful. I guess that maybe we’re not too obvious if we’re out at a public event for some reason. I don’t mean like the bar, or the hockey game. But like your gala. Something like that, I shouldn’t go to again.”
Ilya must have heard something because his head jerked up and his hand wrapped around Shane’s wrist and pulled it down.
“Shane stop. You make it bleed.”
“I know. I can’t help it sometimes.”
Ilya thought of the cigarette hovering over his arm and nodded, “Yes, we are a mess Shane Hollander.”
His lips found Shane’s neck and gave it gentle kisses. “Are we done talking now? You have to decide what to do. I will do whatever you want. If you want me to go away so you do not lose job, then that is what I will do.” it will kill me, but I will do it for you moya lyubov
Shane was immediately shaking his head. “I don’t. I don’t want that at all, Ilya, that’s what makes this so hard.”
“So we hide then. Sort of. No big events.”
Shane nodded slow. “Yes. Is that ok?”
Ilya nodded, “I will do whatever you need kotik, I tell you this already. Whatever you need.”
Shane leaned his head against Ilya’s chest. “I did want to tell you, before you started smashing Scott all over the ice, you looked beautiful out there. You were made for hockey. So graceful. I would have loved to play with you had things been different.”
Ilya smiled and kissed him, his hands running down Shane’s back. “I am sorry I was difficult today. I will try to be better.”
Shane laughed, “No you won’t. And that’s ok. Can you take me to bed please now? Maybe no begging tonight.”
Ilya smirked at him, “That means I win.”
“No, it doesn’t. It means this conversation was serious and it makes me tired.”
“Ok. I will take you to bed. But I do win.”
“You’re a lunatic.”
“Yes, a winning lunatic. Stop talking or I will find something else to put in your mouth.”
He wrapped his arms around Shane tightly and stood up, Shane shaking his head. 
“I don’t know how you do that. I don’t think I could pick you up like that. I’m not some tiny girl.”
“Because I am Russian Sex God. You know this. No you are not a tiny girl. You are my malenkiy kotyonok.” (little kitten)
Ilya took him to bed and curled around him, stroking and petting gently until Shane fell asleep.
Ilya lay there a long time, his mind too full of information to sleep.
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      Chapter 15: My Soul Went Cold
  


    Chapter Summary

    Shane and Hayden get their guy while Ilya finds out news he is not happy with.



    Chapter Notes

      So yeah. Ilya. He's having a rough time on and off in these last few chapters. I swear I love him. He will have nice times too. I promise!

So just for clarity, in 2017-2018, Ilya would not have been able to obtain a conceal carry permit in New York. Even now, with non-residents able to apply, he would most likely not be approved. Cliff would have one, but Ilya they would have torn up his application. But I've made up a new law for 2018 that says he could get one. Just believe me. Pretty please.
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  The next two weeks passed quickly for Shane. His routine rarely varied and he liked it that way. There had still been no sightings of Daniil Popov and everyone was starting to get frustrated. They worked other cases in the meantime, Shane helping Hayden close two of his older ones. They just need a fresh perspective to look at them. He spent most afternoons in his office, searching for anything that might match his profile for victims or possible victims.
Evenings were spent the same, either texting with Ilya or spending the night with him. They both made it a point to not spend every night together, sometimes Shane thought they were both being silly. Was it really different if you were sitting on your couch texting with the person all night as opposed to actually being with them?
Ilya had become more relaxed around him though, Shane had noticed. He would take calls from Svetlana and his brother, who had called twice more. Part of that Shane knew was because he assumed that Shane could not understand. The calls from Svetlana, Shane would sometimes go out of the room for. He wasn’t entirely clear on Ilya’s relationship with her and sometimes he was afraid he would hear something he didn’t want to. Ilya’s brother on the other hand, those calls were interesting. A tiny part of Shane knew that what he was doing was wrong, listening to one sided conversations, but he had let it go on so long now, that he didn’t think he could tell Ilya without it causing a huge fight. He knew that he would be mad if the situation was reversed. His brother had called twice more, at least that Shane was there for. Ilya was always irritated, there was lots of cursing. A lot of talking about meeting someone still, that Ilya seemed reluctant to do. Shane got the feeling that his brother was threatening Ilya or holding something over his head. And he talked about doing a favor for someone at some point. But it wasn’t like he could just ask.
Some subtle changes had happened though in the last couple of weeks. They both kept extra clothes at both apartments. Groceries were now varied at both places also. If Shane opened his cabinet, he knew he would see a box of Frosted Flakes there, which actually made him shudder. He didn’t know how Ilya could eat the pure sugar, but he loved them. He would eat them every morning if he could.
It was a Thursday afternoon and he was in his office at his apartment when he got a call from Scott. Standing and stretching, he answered as he looked out the window down at the street below.
“What’s up Scott?”
“We got a sighting. Finally. In Brighton Beach of course.”
“Of Popov? It’s about fucking time he poked his head out.”
“Yeah, a patrol from the 60th called it in. They’re waiting for us though, just keeping a tail on him for now. Hayden is going if you want in, he can pick you up in 5.
“Of course, I’ll be downstairs.”
Shane took a deep breath. While they knew Popov hadn’t been in the building, this was the only lead they had to the man inside with the beard. He wanted to be there when they took him in and questioned him. He changed his shirt, and got his gun from his office, checking it thoroughly before he fastened into a belt holster he’d put on. It probably wasn't necessary, but it was protocol if he was actually going to be working in the field. He put a jacket over it, no sense in advertising.
He was downstairs waiting for Hayden when he got there, and they headed to the neighborhood they’d been told.
 

 
Ilya was uptight in the car. Cliff was trying to make jokes to lighten the mood, but it wasn’t going great. Finally he just asked,
“Why’d you agree to this job again?”
Ilya huffed and said rather tersely, “Because if I do it, then Sergeev will back off a little. I need more time to figure out what I’m doing with that. Once I get the info from Daniil though, I will make it a stipulation that Sergeev call Alexei off. I will not have an issue like last time.”
“So this is just a hand off then?”
“Yes, Daniil will give me a flash drive. That’s it. It will have all the information I need on it. This will be done my way which means we’ll have to move to get things going once I have the info. I don’t want to stretch it out too long and risk interference again.”
Cliff nodded, “Makes sense. So we going to the house?”
Ilya shook his head slowly, ‘No. We’re going to bakery. Neutral. I know the owner, in case something goes sideways. But is simple exchange. He gives me the drive and I leave.”
“Oh my god, is it the one with that honey cake thing you get sometimes? Can we get one?”
Ilya snorted. “Medovik. Yes, it is where I get them. They have the best. There is no we though Marleau. You will park several blocks away and I will go, then meet you back. But yes, I already ordered cake, although I did not realize you liked it that much.
“I do love the cake, but I don’t love that Ilya. You going in alone. What if it’s a set up.”
“It’s not. It will be fine. I have gun with me just in case, will be quick in and out.”
Cliff sighed but didn’t argue. He dropped Ilya off a couple blocks north and circled the block to find a parking spot, keeping the engine running.
Ilya casually strolled down the sidewalk. It was a sunny day, but he did have his jacket pulled close, so that it wasn’t readily apparent he was carrying. He slowed as he got closer, his eyes narrowing slightly as he took in the area around the bakery. Stopping to tie his shoe, he spent some time looking around before sighing. “Fuck. Daniil what did you do.” He pulled his phone out, hoping to text Alexei and tell him to call Daniil off, but he suddenly saw the man open the door and walk in. FUCK FUCK FUCK  He only hesitated a minute though. He couldn’t let that flash drive get taken.
Whistling softly, he walked into the bakery, glad to see it was empty other than Daniil who was standing at the counter. He saw Maria walking up to help the man and he nodded at her. Walking up behind Daniil, he glanced around and groaned as he saw them moving outside already. He came up right behind Daniil, close enough to touch him and spoke lowly to him.
“Daniil, it’s Ilya. Do not turn around, do not speak. If you do not listen, you’re going to have a problem. You’ve been made. I don’t know what you did, but they are about to come for you. If you are carrying, I suggest you give it to Maria in the next 30 seconds. She will keep it for you. Do not get caught with an illegal gun or Alexei will not be able to get you out.”
He turned his head slightly as he watched more movement on the street.
“20 seconds Daniil.”
He was relieved to see Daniil move slowly and pull a gun from his waist, sliding it under a bag that Maria had set there when she heard Ilya speak.
“Good. I need the drive, but they cannot see you give it to me Daniil or we’re both fucked. I will call Alexei for you after, but I need the drive. I’m going to drop my keys in a moment and you’re going to reach over and offer them back with the drive. Understand?”
A tiny shake of the man’s head was all he needed to see.
“Daniil, I need you to know I did not do this. If I did it, I wouldn’t be warning you.”
The door chimed and Ilya got his keys out and fumbled them, dropping them right at Daniil’s feet. He stood looking at his phone as if he hadn’t noticed. Daniil leaned over and picked them up, glancing back at him, his eyes widening slightly as he saw whatever was behind Ilya.
“Sir, you dropped your keys.” He held his hand out, his eyes irritated when he looked at Ilya.
“So I did. Thank you so much.” 
Ilya took the keys and slid them into his pocket, his thumb pushing the small flash drive that was with the keys into a hole in the corner of his pocket where it dropped down into the waistband of his jacket. If he was patted down thoroughly, it might be found, but it wasn’t obvious in his pocket at least. He was taking a risk, but he wasn’t sure what else to do. He didn’t have time to hand it to Maria. He knew from Daniil’s face that at least some of them were inside behind him.
He heard the door chime again, but didn't turn back. He could see Daniil starting to tense up though and willed him to not do anything stupid. He, of course, could not be so lucky.
He heard the guns being drawn behind him, the swish of the metal coming out of holsters at the same time, he heard multiple voices, 
“Hands up, both of you, on your head, turn around slowly.”
He calmly put his hands on his head and started to turn, when Daniil proved why he had never moved up very high and was still forced to follow his brother around. Ilya wasn’t really sure what he was trying to do, there were four city cops standing in the small area with their guns drawn and the door was opening to admit even more it would seem. But Daniil shoved Ilya as hard as he could towards the closest police officer. Ilya was knocked off balance and stumbled over a chair. He wasn’t sure if the officer closest was trying to catch him or make sure he landed on the floor. Either way it went poorly and Ilya ended up on the ground, the side of his head catching the corner of a table on the way down. He sat there partially stunned, trying to put a hand to the part of his head that was now bleeding profusely, but the officer yelled at him to keep his hands on top of his head. He obeyed and tried to blink the blood out of his eyes. 
Daniil in the meantime had tried to jump over the counter to head towards the back of the store. That might have worked had another officer not come walking in from the back. He immediately had Daniil on the ground and put handcuffs on him.
Ilya realized he was not going to be allowed to just get up and leave without some explanations at this point and knew he should mention his weapon before they found it themselves.
Daniil was being walked back into the main part of the room when Ilya spoke finally. His head was pounding and he was not really able to see much simply due to the blood streaming down his face. He knew head cuts bled a lot and wasn’t really worried, but he also knew it probably looked gruesome.
“Excuse me, officer?”
“Shut up. We’ll get to you in a minute.”
He heard the door chime again, how many people could fit in one tiny bakery.
“Ahh, excuse me, but I would like you to know I have a weapon under my jacket. I have a permit..”
That was as far as he got before hearing yelling behind him as the officer closest to him pulled his jacket back and did indeed see the gun Ilya was trying to tell him about. 
“Gun! He’s got a gun.”
Ilya groaned. He hated police. He didn’t move his hands, knowing he was about to be shoved to the ground. He tried once more as a hand took the gun and roughly shoved him to the floor, attempting to pull his hands behind his back, finally cuffing him and pulling him roughly to a sitting position. He knew he must look quite the sight by this point.
“I have a permit. It’s in my wallet, it's all legal. I tried to tell you. I think you have mistaken me for someone else.”
“Hayden what?”
As soon as he stopped speaking, he heard a voice that made him stop breathing. What the fuck. No no no no
He looked over and saw Hayden standing like the first day he had met him, his mouth hanging open in surprise.
His vision blurred as drips of blood clumped in his lashes, he still saw him, saw his Shane, push forward past the police officers, his eyes going wide as he took in what Ilya could only assume was not a particularly sexy look. His shirt was slowly turning bright red as blood continued to drip steadily from the cut across his hairline.
“Ilya? What the fuck are you doing here.”
Hayden pushed up next to him, his eyes doing a doubletake. Daniil must have seen Hayden’s FBI jacket and chose that moment to spew obscenities at them.
“Fucking cock sucking feds. You can’t hold me, I didn’t fucking do anything, you stupid mother fuckers. Get these cuffs off me, I’m going to sue the shit out of you, I’m just here buying some bread.”
Ilya let his eyes meet Shane’s and nodded slightly at Hayden also. “Hello. I was just trying to get a cake when”
The police officer who had cuffed him, pushed his head slightly. “I told you to wait. We’ll get to you.”
Ilya shut up and just looked at Shane, licking his lips and tasting blood. 
Shane glared at the officer, “Keep your hands off of him. Ilya, are you alright? I mean, I see you’re not, but..” his voice trailed off as he realized now was not the time to be asking until the situation was more controlled.
Ilya glanced at Daniil who was watching Shane and looking back and forth between Ilya and him, his eyes going feral as he realized they knew each other. FUCK FUCK FUCK 
Daniil started spewing in Russian again and Hayden looked over at the man. 
“What’s he saying?”
Ilya glanced up, trying to shake his head to get a bloody piece of hair out of his eyes. He thought Hayden was asking him, but when he was finally able to see, he realized the man was looking at Shane.
Shane’s eyes went to Hayden, to Daniil and then finally, slowly, to Ilya where they stayed. 
“Shane? What’d he say?”
Ilya’s mouth opened a tiny bit and he felt something splinter and break in his chest as Shane translated the filth spewing from Daniil’s mouth. He was a little hesitant with some words, but for the most part he was right. “He’s just calling us cock suckers and telling us he’s going to sue us, that he’s done nothing wrong.”
Shane took a step towards him and he just shook his head and forced his face into that mask he used when he did his work. His voice betrayed him though when it cracked as he spoke, “Do not speak to me right now please.” His chest started to hurt and he closed his eyes, letting his head drop and hang forward while he took slow breaths.
 

 
Shane was a bundle of nerves as Hayden drove. Finally. Maybe a break. A small one, but he’d take anything at this point. Hayden chattered the whole way there and Shane just nodded as he tried to plan out the questions he wanted to ask. He didn’t really care about Popov, he was just a means to the man inside.
He glanced up as Hayden slowed, pulling over, parking along a curb. They got out, and Hayden pointed up to the next block as he looked at his phone, reading the texts.
“He just walked into that bakery. Alone as far as they can see.”
Shane looked up and could see patrol officers heading towards the door, a couple more of them walking around towards the back of the building. Hayden took off at a quick walk, his ID in his hand to ward off any problems. They saw the first few officers go in, and then a few seconds later, another two. 
After Hayden flashed his ID and spoke quickly with someone at the door, they were allowed in. Hayden walked over to the corner, while Shane stayed near the door. He could see an officer walking Popov towards the front from behind the counter. His hands were cuffed behind him. There was a woman standing up against the wall behind the counter, Shane assumed she was a worker. It wasn’t a huge storefront, and with the amount of people, it was hard to see the the entire space, but he rested his hand on his gun as one of the officers started yelling, 
“Gun. He’s got a gun.”
Shane hadn’t realized there was another person in the store, they were hidden behind the four officers in front of him. He did not hear a struggle however, but could hear someone hit the floor, a moment later the click of cuffs being fastened. Hayden who was farther over than he was though was looking in that direction and his mouth dropped open, his head turning to look at Shane with disbelief.
“Hayden what?”
The next moment he heard a voice from the other side of the officers. It sounded a little out of breath, but a little desperate, just wanting someone to listen.
“I have a permit. It’s in my wallet, it's all legal. I tried to tell you. I think you have mistaken me for someone else.”
Shane’s breath caught in his throat when he heard that voice. Surely he was hearing it wrong. Just someone with a similar accent. He felt like he was walking through mud, his feet heavy, motion slowed as he pushed forward past the officers. He looked around them at the man sitting on the floor, seeing those beautiful curls first. He spoke before he could help it.
“Ilya? What the fuck are you doing here.”
As he was speaking, he took in the entire situation. Ilya was bleeding from somewhere on his head, there was so much blood. The front of his curls were red and sticking to his forehead, some of them hanging in his eyes. It was dripping down the side of his face, and onto his shirt. He was sitting up, but cuffed and there was a gun on the table next to the officer standing next to him. Shane wanted to run to him, but knew that would be the worst thing he could do. He gauged the amount of blood and decided as bad as it looked, he hoped that it probably wasn’t. But it definitely needed to be looked at soon.
Popov saw them and suddenly started screaming in Russian. Shane just ignored him. Ilya’s eyes met his, a calm look, out of place for the situation he was in.
“Hello. I was just trying to get a cake when”
The officer standing right next to Ilya reached over and pushed his head. Not harshly, but enough to get his attention.
“I told you to wait. We’ll get to you.”
Ilya listened and stopped talking immediately, though he licked his lip and grimaced slightly as he tasted the blood.
Shane glared at the officer who had pushed him and barked out,  “Keep your hands off of him. Ilya, are you alright? I mean, I see you’re not, but..”
He stopped talking, realizing he needed to be careful. He was not in charge here, but he was considering taking over if he needed to. He could pull rank and do it. He might get yelled at later, but he could. For the moment, he would wait. He needed to see what was going on and get Ilya out of the handcuffs first. He was about to speak to the officer and see why Ilya was cuffed in the first place. But glancing at the gun and remembering the words he’d heard Ilya say about a permit, he realized. Of course they would cuff him. They were there to arrest a murder suspect and another man in the vicinity had a gun. Why the fuck did Ilya have a gun
Popov started screaming again in Russian, the officers just shrugging at each other, they had no idea. Shane heard Hayden speak and his stomach cramped.
“What’s he saying?”
Shane didn’t move, thinking maybe he could just ignore Hayden and that Ilya would answer. Ilya was shaking his head, a piece of hair stuck in front of his eyes. Shane thought he was about to answer and this situation wouldn’t spiral, but then Hayden asked again, more pointedly this time.
“Shane, what’d he say?”
Shane looked over to Hayden, then to Popov, then finally, to Ilya. His breath started seizing up as he saw the realization in Ilya’s eyes as his lips opened in disbelief. Staring into those eyes that were shutting down on him, Shane listened and tried to make sure he wasn’t missing too much.
“He’s just calling us cock suckers and telling us he’s going to sue us, that he’s done nothing wrong.”
He took a step towards Ilya, but stopped as the other man’s face slowly turned cold and that bored look he had sometimes took over. He’d seen Shane move towards him and his voice, which was trying hard to be flat and cold, still cracked when he spoke.
“Do not speak to me right now please.”
Shane watched Ilya’s eyes as they closed and his head dropped, shoulders hunched as the blood continued to drip down, slower, but still moving. Shane blinked over and over again, realizing he could not do this right now as his chest tried to tighten. His hand flew to his arm underneath his jacket and he dug his nails in so hard he nearly yelped. But it helped. It startled him into moving.
He took a breath and decided he was done. Standing taller, he let himself be assertive. Looking over at Hayden, he pointed at Popov. “Get him out of here.” Hayden nodded and went to talk to the officer holding him.
Shane looked up at the officer next to Ilya. 
“Get him a towel right now. And then, what the fuck happened here?”
The woman behind the counter handed a towel to Shane and he moved to try and stem the still oozing blood, but Ilya opened his eyes at the touch and jerked his head away. Sighing, Shane set the towel on the table for the moment. When he asked again what happened, several people spoke at once and after a few sorted explanations Shane summarized.
“So they were both in line. This one, he pointed at Ilya, dropped his keys. Our actual suspect picked them up and gave them back, seeing the officers behind him as he did. He then threw this gentleman into you. He glanced at the man still standing next to Ilya. Where you tried unsuccessfully to stop his fall. (Sure you did) He hit his head on the table, causing the bleeding which none of you attempted to stop. The suspect jumped the counter, where he was then apprehended and cuffed. This gentleman, who was still bleeding but standing calmly with his hands on his head, tried to tell you he had a gun. At which point you shoved him to the floor and cuffed him. He then told you he had a permit and yet, it would appear that still, none of you have checked it. Sound about right? You have no idea if he had any connection with the suspect, you just assumed? So basically, you’ve possibly let an innocent bystander sit here and bleed, just because he happens to be Russian as well? While you’re in a Russian neighborhood where most anyone who comes in here is probably Russian.  I’m sure your Precinct Commander will be happy to hear that.”
The officers looked sheepish, but Shane knew realistically they hadn’t done anything horribly wrong. They should have checked the permit immediately, as well as tried to stop Ilya’s bleeding. But he didn’t care. He was angry now.
“Get him in a chair. Gently. Get his wallet and see if he has a permit. Get a medic in here to check his head. Now.”
One of the officers sneered at him and decided to be a big man. “Who the fuck are you? You can’t come in here and take over our scene.”
Hayden had walked back in and saved him from making a foolish decision.
“Yes he can. He’s with me, who you called since this is our case. We do appreciate your help, but we most assuredly can take over whatever we want, so do what he said. Now.”
Two of them helped Ilya up into a chair, he still sat with his head down, refusing to look at anyone or speak. His breathing was rapid though and Shane was a little concerned.
He watched as they checked Ilya’s back pockets for a wallet and didn’t find one, one of them asking him, 
“Sir, do you have your wallet? With the permit you mentioned?
Ilya spoke without moving. “Left inside pocket jacket.”
One of them reached in and retrieved it, opening it and pulling a few things out. Finally he held up a piece of paper that was folded in thirds and handed it to Shane.
Shane opened it and looked it over. Glancing at the man near the table. “What’s the serial on the gun.” Comparing the two he folded the paper and handed it back to the man to put back in the wallet. "It’s valid. The gun is licensed and he has a conceal carry permit."
He kept his voice neutral when he asked, “Ily… Sir, did you know the man in front of you? Have you ever seen him before?” He wasn’t sure if Ilya would answer him and he was about to have one of the officers ask instead, when a soft answer finally came, though the head stayed down, refusing to look up.
“No. I do not know him. I have never seen him until today. I came to get a Medovik, a honey cake. I had ordered already and was just picking up. I dropped my keys. They hit his shoe. He picked them up and gave them to me and I thanked him. Then he suddenly shoved me into officer, where I stumbled and hit the table with my head. I tried to do what officers wanted, but then realized I should.. disclose.. that I had a weapon, which I am legally permitted to carry. They took weapon and pushed me to floor, restrained me until you make them pick me up just now.”
His voice had almost come back to his normal mocking tone when he said the word ‘disclose’, and Shane wanted to smile, but did not. Especially when it went back to the coldness right after.
Shane looked at the woman, still standing near the wall. ‘Ma’am, can you confirm if this man had an order with you?”
She nodded immediately. “He did. He is a regular customer. He had ordered a Medovik for today.” She turned and pointed at a box on the back counter. “It’s there, ready for him.”
“And have you ever seen those two men together before?”
She shook her head. “I have never seen the other man at all. This was the first time he has been in, as far as I know.”
Shane looked at the officer near Ilya. “And you can confirm that his recounting of events was accurate?”
The officer nodded.
“So are you satisfied, can you take his information and let him go or do you need to take him downtown for more questioning?”
Shane’s tone of voice made it clear what the correct answer was.
The officer looked around and saw no one else was going to speak up, so he nodded at Hayden. “Like he said, it’s your case. If you’re satisfied, I’m satisfied.”
Shane’s voice was like ice. 
“Then uncuff him now.”
The officer waited for Ilya to lean forward, then reached behind him and unlocked the cuffs. Ilya’s hands immediately came in front of him where he rubbed his wrists, blood smearing all over them from where his hands had been on his head for so long. Those long beautiful fingers that Shane loved so much then went up and pushed his bloody hair out of his eyes before going up to gently touch the long cut that ran straight across his hairline. His face didn’t change at all as he dropped his hands to his lap.
Shane watched as the officer leaned over with his notepad and asked Ilya a few questions, writing the answers down. Shane knew it was just his contact information. 
The officer straightened up and spoke into his radio, listening back for a moment.
“Sir there is a medic outside who can come in and check that cut for you. I’m sorry for the inconvenience.” He handed the gun to Ilya, who took it and shoved it into the holster he had on beneath the jacket.
Ilya stood, his head still half down. “I do not want a medic. I am free to go?”
The officer nodded and told him, “Yes sir. We may be contacting you if we have questions, but you can go.”
Ilya walked out the door without a backward glance and having not looked at Shane even once.
 

 
Ilya had sat in that bakery, bleeding, with his eyes closed just trying to breathe. His body was not cooperating and kept threatening to pull him down into the darkness. As angry as he was, he still focused on listening to Shane’s voice as he took charge. Angry or not, the voice calmed him. Had he not been so upset, he would have admitted that he loved hearing Shane so confident, so different from the Shane he had at home. He would have loved to see that in a different situation. But right now he was broken inside. He didn’t even know what to think. Shane had lied to him since the beginning. Maybe not lied Ilya realized, but omitted. Why wouldn’t he have just told Ilya that he spoke Russian. Why was that something he felt the need to keep secret? Did he not understand how thrilled Ilya would have been, how happy it would have made him to have someone to talk to that way.
He pulled his phone out of his pocket, sighing as he realized there was blood all over everything. Stupid fucking head wound. He had multiple notifications from Cliff. He’d been gone much longer than expected and he was sure Cliff would have attempted to come and seen law enforcement everywhere.
Not bothering to read through them, he continued walking until he was out of sight of the bakery. He glanced at the street signs and texted him where he was. Then he went to stand against the building he was closest to. His head was pounding and he was a little lightheaded.
He let his mind go back as he thought about all the calls with Alexei he had taken with Shane there. He was going to have to go over those word for word in his mind, to see what Shane might have heard. He sighed and tried to stop thinking. That’s what he needed. To not think at all. He didn’t want to think about Shane or Alexei or the flash drive now in his pocket. He just wanted the noise to stop.
He watched as Cliff pulled up. He hadn’t seen himself, but if the look from Cliff was any indication, it was not good at all. Cliff jumped out of the car so fast, running to Ilya.
“What the fuck Ilya, what happened? Are you ok? Get in the fucking car, we need to get you to a hospital.”
Ilya’s voice was still flat as he shook his head. “I want to go home. No hospital. It’s just stupid head wound, wouldn’t stop bleeding. If I clean it up and you really think it needs stitches, I will get it looked at.”
He got in the car and Cliff jumped in, staring at him with a horrible look on his face.
“Ilya, you are covered in blood. Are you sure it’s just the one spot? What the fuck happened?”
“It’s just the one, it’s just a long cut. Please drive Cliff. I want to go home. I will tell you on the way.”
Cliff knew it was serious when Ilya actually called him Cliff. He never did that. It made him even more nervous.
Ilya talked the whole way home, his voice quiet and holding no emotion whatsoever. When he got to the part where Shane showed up, Cliff looked at him in alarm. He kept talking and when he got to the part about Shane speaking Russian, his voice finally cracked from that cold composure it had been holding. It held so much pain that Cliff wanted to go scream at the other man.
He watched as Ilya fumbled and dug in his pocket and held up a flash drive.
“I got the drive though. Fuck, I told Daniil I would call Alexei.”
He dug out the phone, hit the button. Alexei answered with an insult, and Ilya, too tired to fight, just told him in a simple explanation what had happened. Explained where Daniil’s gun was, swore that he had nothing to do with it, why would he have warned the other man if he had set him up, and listened for a moment, before hanging up.
They arrived at the apartment and the doorman looked at him horror. “Do you need assistance Mr. Rozanov?”
Ilya waved him off with a soft, “No, but thank you.”
Cliff did not get off at his floor, going with Ilya to his place. 
Ilya took his jacket off and threw it on the floor, taking his holster and gun off and laying them on the table. “Can you clean this for me, they took it and then I had blood all over me when they gave it back. Please.”
“Of course, go clean up, I want to see the cut closer.”
Ilya stripped off his shirt and left it on the jacket as well before setting the flash drive on the table. “Can you put that in the safe also?” He didn’t wait for an answer before walking towards his room. He stopped halfway there and looked back.
“Marleau. I don’t think it will happen, he will be busy with Daniil. But if Shane shows up… send him away. Do not let him in.”
Cliff said nothing, just nodded slowly as Ilya disappeared.
Walking into the bedroom, Ilya closed the door gently rather than slamming it like he wanted to. He stripped the rest of his clothes off, leaving them in a heap that he would dispose of later. Walking into the bathroom naked, he stood staring at himself in the mirror.
He really did look like he came from a murder scene. His curls on top of his head and on the side were matted with blood. Streaks ran down his face, the eye on the side of the cut looked deformed as clumps of dried blood tangled in his eyebrow and lashes. His neck was streaked as was that side of his chest, where the blood had soaked through the shirt. His hands were covered, dried streaks everywhere that he had touched.
He finally tore his eyes away and turned the shower on, stepping in before it warmed up. He stood there in the cold spray, watching as the water turned red and dripped down his body. He washed slowly as the water warmed up, finally going from shivering to scalding. He washed his hair carefully as well as his face, working hard on the eyelashes that were clumped together. He had to do his hair a couple of times, but eventually the water was running mostly clear. He thought it was clean and the water was faintly pink merely because he’d probably made the cut start bleeding again. He scrubbed his hands and fingernails until they were nearly raw, but finally clean. Standing there in the spray, he took a deep breath and let his cold mask fall away from his face. Another deep breath, then another, then another. Sometime during the steady breathing, he realized that the water was washing away not only the blood that slowly oozed still, but the tears that were streaming down his face.
Allowing himself a few minutes of feeling sorry for himself, he finally pulled it together and got out of the shower. He dried off and looked in the mirror where his hairline was already oozing again. He pulled the hair back and looked at it critically. It probably needed some butterfly bandages if not actual stitches. He sighed heavily, not wanting to deal with it, but knowing Cliff would make him. Grabbing a hand towel, he held it to the cut and went and threw on a pair of sweatpants.
When he went into the living room, he arched an eyebrow at Cliff when he saw a short red haired man standing there, a black bag in his hand. Cliff just shrugged and said, “I could tell.”
Ilya sat and pulled the towel away from his head and nodded at the man, “Hello Jake. Imagine seeing you here. How did you possibly get here so fast?”
“Ilya, a mess you’ve made of yourself I see. I happened to be close, so when Cliff called I said I could stop by. Let me see.” He leaned over and pushed Ilya’s hair up, and examined the cut. “You probably need real stitches on one side at least, it’s more open on the left. We can try butterflies if you want though. It might be ok. It’s up to you. Either way it might leave a thin scar, but it’s in your hairline and with your hair, I don’t think it will be noticeable unless you shave your head.”
“Butterflies please. I will be careful with it.”
The man nodded and took supplies out of his bag. He cleaned the wound again, making Ilya hiss as he put something on it that burned and made his eyes water. Applying the butterfly strips carefully, he stepped back.
“That should do it. Let me know if they start to come off. I’ll check with you in a couple days, see how it looks.”
“Thank you Jake, for coming so fast.”
“I owe you, you know that. I gotta go, I was on the way to Amy’s for dinner. Let me know if you see any redness around it tomorrow, otherwise I’ll see you soon.”
The door closed behind him and Ilya glared at Cliff. "I was coming to tell you to call him."
“Sure you were boss.”
Ilya stood and went to get a drink. He picked up the vodka, but then looked at it for a moment and put it down. He opened the fridge and got a bottle of water instead, his eyes lingering on the ginger ale that was next to it.
Walking back into the living area, he watched Cliff reassemble his gun, nodding his thanks.
“I’m going to bed. Please Marleau, I mean it. If Shane shows up, tell him no. I don’t want to see him until I’ve sorted out what I’m feeling. I do not want to say things that I cannot take back.”
“I understand. I’m not thrilled with him myself right now. But Ilya. You know he cares for you. I don’t know what he was thinking, or what reason he had for not telling you. But you know he cares.”
Ilya nodded slowly, turning and walking to his room again. He glanced at his phone when he got in bed, seeing several text notifications from Shane along with a call. Setting the phone down without looking at them, he closed his eyes and pushed the thoughts out of his head. He didn’t want to think about it right now. He needed some time. It took a long time, but he eventually fell asleep, his head still aching.
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        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Shane watched Ilya walk out that door without looking at him and he nearly shattered. He stood there staring out the door so long that Hayden finally nudged him.
“Shane? You want to go? They’re taking Popov to MDC Brooklyn to hold him.”
“What? Oh. Right. Yeah, let’s go.”
“You wanna talk about whatever just happened?”
Shane looked up and realized he was in the car and Hayden was pulling away from the curb. He didn’t even remember walking back. He looked over at Hayden and tried to focus.
“Umm, I don’t know Hayden, I don’t really know what just happened.”
“Why wouldn’t he talk to you Shane, I’ve never seen him that distant before. Fuck, asshole didn’t even insult me.”
Shane gave him a look, but swallowed hard and decided it couldn’t hurt to tell him. Maybe it would help him sound out why he’d done it because he still wasn’t sure of that either. Because you’re a fucking idiot
“I’m guessing it’s something to do with the fact that we’ve been doing whatever we’re doing for a while now and he didn’t know I speak Russian.”
Hayden was gaping at him. “What? Why?”
Shane shrugged and realized that was the problem. “I don’t even know to be honest. I just didn’t tell him. Then I overheard him on the phone with his brother, but he didn’t know I could understand, and I felt like he wouldn’t have understood if I told him, and so I didn’t, and it just got worse and worse, and now he knows, and I think he hates me because I didn’t tell him, and I”m such a fucking idiot.”
Shane took a deep breath, knowing he had just rambled a long and nonsensical answer.
“I don’t know Hayden. I don’t have a good answer. But I let it happen and then today, he found out and he wouldn’t even fucking look at me. Not to mention, it’s just weird to go to a bust and see your…”
He trailed off because he didn’t even know what to call Ilya. Lover? FWB? Boyfriend? Shane shook his head, he needed to focus.
“So what’s the plan Hayden. You just going to try and rattle him in hopes he leads us back to mystery man?”
Hayden shrugged, “I’m not sure, I was hoping you’d have an idea. We can’t hold him for long, and I’m not sure what we would charge him with to keep him longer. Loitering outside a building? Following a guy who was inside the building? That’s not gonna fly. So yeah, rattle him and hope that he’s stupid and leads us right back to the guy with a beard.”
“He didn’t seem to be the brightest guy. Trying to hop the counter and go out the back? Has that ever worked?”
Hayden laughed and shook his head. “He’s probably lucky Rozanov fell when he pushed him, or he’d have probably decked him.”
Shane gave a small smile. “Probably.”
Hayden frowned as he glanced at him, “Did you know Rozanov had a conceal permit? Kind of odd for a business guy isn’t it?”
“I didn’t know. I knew Cliff had one, he’s his security. He had a stalker awhile back, he must have gotten it the same time Cliff did maybe. I’ve never seen him with it before. Never seen it at his place.”
He brought his thumb up to chew on his cuticle, but stared at it instead, finally dropping it back to his lap. “Hope you guys got a lot of money for overtime to tail this guy.”
Hayden snorted, “Long as it’s not me, Jackie will kill me if I’m gone more than I already am.”
They arrived at the detention center and found Scott waiting for them. He clapped Hayden on the back as they walked into a small interrogation room. 
“Nice job guys, I hear there were no problems.” Glancing at Shane, “other than another bystander sustaining a small injury.”
Shane didn’t take the bait and just looked at him.
He continued after a moment, “So I’m not even sure what the plan is here. Go hard at him or just basic questions like… what the fuck were you doing at the murder scene of an international arms dealer.”
Shane managed a small smile. “You can only hold him what, 72 hours before cutting him loose? If no charges.”
Scott nodded, “48 is usually what we manage. We have to get him in front of a magistrate within 72 and if we aren’t charging him, he needs to be let go before that. He hasn’t lawyered up yet, that I’m aware of. Maybe he’ll make a slip.”
Shane nodded, chewing his lip. “He’s pretty hot headed. He was fairly calm until he realized there were feds there. Maybe leave him to stew overnight and go at him in the morning. It’s your call though, I’m just along for the ride. This is your show.”
Scott looked like he was thinking about it and then nodded slowly. “I don’t want him calling for a lawyer between then and now. I think we start now, just in case. Then we can leave him overnight and try again tomorrow if he gives us nothing. Shane, come with me, we can watch from next door. Hayden, have fun.”
Hayden rolled his eyes but nodded.
Shane and Scott went a few rooms over to watch from a live feed that would come from the camera in the room. Shane sat down and pulled out his phone, shooting off a text to Ilya.
‘I’m so sorry. I don’t know how to explain, I was stupid. Can we talk? Please?’
Shoving the phone back in his pocket, he looked up to see Scott watching him.
“What?”
“Do you wanna talk about the bystander at the bakery?”
Shane brought his thumb up again before slamming it to his lap. Fucking bad habit. 
“What’s to talk about? It’s a Russian neighborhood. Ilya loves sweets. They apparently have the best fucking honey cake in town. It was a coincidence. A shitty one, but it happens. Stupid fucking patrol officers let him sit there and nearly bleed out though. Was ridiculous.”
“I heard.” Scott glanced at the screen, which was still showing just Hayden in the room. “I also heard that you sort of took charge there for a few minutes. You know you can’t do that Shane. You’re there as a courtesy, you can’t use our name to pull rank. I know Hayden backed you up, but he shouldn’t have had to.”
Shane growled. He was so over this day. He looked up at Scott, his eyes blazing.
“I didn’t use your fucking name. I just did something when the stupid fucking PD stood around with their thumbs up their asses. They’ll be lucky if Ilya doesn’t sue that precinct for everything they have.”
“Shane..”
“No, Fuck that. I can’t take over? Scott, if I had actually pulled rank, everyone in that room would be fired and there wouldn’t be a god damn thing the FBI could do about it. I could have my team come in and snatch this case away in an instant if I wanted. So don’t fucking tell me what I can and can’t do.”
Scott held his hands up, 
“Shane. Please calm down. I’m not. I’m sorry. It didn’t come out right. I’m well aware that I can’t really stop you from doing what you want on this case. That’s why I try to make it easy for you and just drag you along. And I can’t tell you how much I appreciate you helping with some of our backload in the meantime. I just want you to make sure that you’re thinking about what you’re doing. I think today, that maybe you lost focus and got angry at the patrol because of who was sitting there bleeding. You just need to be careful. That’s all. Please calm down before you have a panic attack again. Rozanov will literally kill me I think.”
Shane stood up and paced around the room, noticing on the screen that they were bringing Popov in the room with Hayden. He exhaled long and slow and nodded,
“You’re right. He was bleeding everywhere Scott. It was ridiculous. He tried to tell them about his gun and they threw him on the ground anyway like he was threatening someone with it. But you’re right. It took me off guard to see him there and I didn’t react well. I’m sorry. I’ll try to watch myself better.”
They both turned to the screen where Hayden was now sitting at a table in front of Popov, whose hands were cuffed in front of him. Shane sat back in his chair and watched as the basics were gotten out of the way. When he told the man about recording the interview, Popov’s eyes looked around until he saw the camera in the room and then he sat there glaring, lifting his hands to flip the camera off.
Hayden led him through some preliminary questions to which he got mostly one word answers. When he finally asked about the night Coste was murdered, the man shrugged, and spoke in heavily accented English,
“I don’t fucking know. I was taking walk. Stopped to rest. Is crime? To lean against building?”
Hayden asked him a couple more questions, then asked if he had ever heard of Alain Coste.
“Who the fuck is that? Stupid name. I don’t know him.”
Hayden just nodded and asked about the two men he had flown into the country with. He stiffened slightly, but then immediately loosened and rolled his eyes.
“I don’t know where they are. We do not follow each other. They go their way, I go mine.”
When asked why he was in the country, he shrugged,
“Why not? Hot American women here. They like accents. Maybe I find girlfriend.”
Hayden continued, just asking simple questions, but when he got to the bakery, the man’s eyes changed just slightly.
“Why were you at the bakery today?”
“Wanted bread. Heard they were good.”
“Heard from who? You have a friend who lives around there?”
“Heard from everyone. Best bakery in Brighton.”
Hayden nodded and threw a glance at the camera, looking almost sorry.
Shane was sort of zoning out when he heard the next question.
“Did you know the other man at the bakery today?”
Shane shot upright and glared at Scott, who was already talking,
“Relax Shane. You know he has to ask. It’s not personal.”
Shane nodded slowly but said nothing, watching the screen carefully.
Popov leaned back in his chair and stared up at the camera, finally shaking his head.
“No. Never seen him.”
Shane let out a breath that he didn’t even know he’d been holding.
“Why did you speak to him then?”
The man snorted. “He dropped his fucking keys. What am I? Asshole? I said here’s your fucking keys.”
He seemed to be thinking about something and then suddenly a grin came over his face.
“Where’s the pretty boy. I only will talk to him now.”
Hayden looked a little confused. “Who? What are you talking about.”
Popov waved at the camera. “The pretty one, who told you what to do.”
Scott was looking at Shane who started shaking his head. “No, I’m not an interrogator.”
Hayden shook his head, “He’s not here, but he’s not going to talk to you anyway. That’s my job.”
“Well I’m done talking to you. If you have more questions, bring other one.”
Hayden tried a few more questions and got only silence and smirking in reply.
Scott looked at Shane again. “Maybe just go in the room? Hayden can stay to ask any more questions.”
Shane rolled his eyes, “Fine.” He took his phone and everything else out of his pockets, leaving them in the room with Scott before he walked out and down the hall. A guard at the door waited until Scott walked out and nodded before opening the door.
He walked in the room, a little uncomfortable. This was not his thing. He worked behind the scenes mostly. Analyzing, studying, learning patterns. Being in the room with a suspect, nope, he didn’t like it.
Hayden stood and motioned for Shane to sit, while Popov looked gleeful that he’d gotten his way. He looked Shane up and down and whistled.
“You are a pretty one aren’t you.”
Shane was cringing, he hated that word coming from anyone but Ilya. He didn’t answer, just stared at the other man. “I’m here now, so can you answer the questions please.”
Popov ignored him, just staring for a long silent moment.
“You knew him.”
Shane arched an eyebrow, “I knew who?”
“That other guy. At bakery. You knew him. You called him by name.”
Shane sat up uncomfortably. “Agent Pike, did you have more questions?”
Hayden nodded, “Who picked you up from the airport?”
The man ignored him. “Is he boyfriend?”
Shane said nothing, but Hayden asked again,
“Who picked you up from the airport? Popov, answer the question.”
Nothing. Silence.
Shane stood up, “Alright, well I’m done here.”
The man spoke again, “He is boyfriend isn’t he.”
Shane decided to answer, hoping it would make the other man go back to Hayden’s questions.
“I did know him. I met him at a business function once, but only the one time. Now, answer the questions.”
The man leaned forward, resting his cuffed hands on the table, a glint in his eyes.
“Do you fuck him?”
Shane stood up, “I’m leaving.” He knocked on the door, waiting for the guard to open it.
Chaotic laughter filled through the room and then the voice, low this time and in his own language,
“Oh did I hurt feelings? Is ok. I take it back. Little pretty faggots don’t do the fucking do they. Do you scream when he fucks you? I bet you do. Will you scream for me?”
Shane walked out the door, his fists clenched as he tried to control his breathing. Scott was waiting for him in the other room, the look on his face unreadable.
“You ok Shane? He’s just trying to fuck with you.”
He waited for Shane to sit, giving him a minute to cool off.
“Why would he even think you knew Rozanov?”
Shane fidgeted, picking at his thumb instead of chewing on it. Progress.
“He’s right. They were leading him up to the front when I came in and saw Ilya sitting there. I didn’t even think and I did call him by name, asking what the fuck he was doing there. And again when I asked if he was ok. I shouldn’t have. I just didn’t think.”
Scott shook his head, “Doesn’t matter. He’s not going to give us anything, he’s just fucking with us. We’ll let him sit overnight.”
They glanced at the screen where the man was just sitting staring up at the camera, a small smile on his lips. Finally he looked over at Hayden, “I’m done with questions. What time is it?”
Hayden glanced at his watch and told him the time, then followed up with, “Doesn’t matter what time it is though. You’re not going anywhere until I’m satisfied that you’re telling me the truth. Right now you won’t even fucking answer the questions. You can sit in holding tonight and we’ll try again tomorrow.”
Popov smirked and looked back at the camera. “Maybe. But lawyer be here soon.”
Hayden stared at him. “Are you asking for a lawyer?”
“No. Just telling. He will be here soon.”
“Do you need to call a lawyer? You can have a phone call.”
“You feds. All stupid. I just tell you I don’t need. He will be here.”
Hayden glanced at the camera and back to the smirking man. “How will your lawyer know you’re even here if you don’t call him?”
He just smirked and waved at the camera. “Goodbye pretty boy.” He refused to say another word, though Hayden tried for quite some time after. Finally giving up, he had the guard escort him off. A few minutes later he walked into the room Scott and Shane were sitting in.
Looking up at Scott, he shrugged. “What a fucking asshole. Sorry, I can try again tomorrow.”
Scott shook his head, “It’s fine. Wasn’t expecting much. This is all just a game anyway. We’ll see what happens when we cut him loose. Hopefully he’ll take us where we want to be.”
Hayden looked over to Shane, “You ok? He was weirdly obsessed with you.”
Shane shook his head. “I’m fine. It was weird though.”
Hayden nodded. “What’d he say in Russian at the end?”
Shane felt himself go pink but he told them. He thought he got a couple of words wrong, but the idea was correct.
Scott looked apologetic, “Sorry Shane. You shouldn’t have to hear shit like that. Ok, let’s leave him to cool his heels overnight.” Glancing at Hayden, “What’s up with the lawyer shit? Little weird wasn’t it?”
Hayden just nodded, “Yeah, he’s clearly delusional. He hasn’t asked for a phone call. Nobody even knows we have him except the store owner, Ilya and all the cops that were there.”
Shane just shrugged, “I’m off then. I’m gonna go run through some theories I’ve been thinking about and check with my team, see if they have anything else for me.”
When the car he’d called picked him up, he checked his phone, not surprised that he didn’t have anything from Ilya. He just hoped he’d gotten his head taken care of. Unable to resist, he hit the call button, but hung up when it went to voicemail.
When he got home, he fixed himself dinner and sat at the island eating it. His mind was jumping from one thing to the next and he couldn’t really focus on anything. He texted Ilya again, just saying he was sorry and he was an idiot. But got no response.
He did the dishes and then sat down to work, shooting off a few emails before digging into some old case photos that he’d been trying to determine if they matched his profile cases. He didn’t last very long though before he gave up and turned on the tv to a hockey game, eventually drifting off to sleep on the couch.
 

 
Ilya woke in the middle of the night, immediately fumbling for his phone to look at the time. He saw the notifications from Shane and finally scrolled through them. He stared at them for a while, reading the apologies and pleas to talk over and over again, finally setting it down without answering.
He opened the nightstand and dug out his cigarettes from the back, lighting one and laying there. He could almost hear Shane now, Smoking is bad for you Ilya. Don’t smoke in bed, you’re going to set yourself on fire. He almost put it out after one drag, but out of sheer stubbornness, he lay there and smoked the whole thing.
Finally getting up, he walked into the kitchen and grabbed a coke. Setting it at the table, he noticed Cliff’s jacket still here so assumed he was in one of the guest rooms. He opened his laptop which was on the edge of the table and went to grab the flash drive that Cliff had put in the safe. Plugging it in, he started going through the info, reading everything that was there. Opening a hidden folder that was password coded, he pulled up a document and started typing a list of things to do. He shot off a few texts to contacts he would need and sat back thinking. 
Glancing at the time again, he realized it would be noon in Moscow. He walked over to the safe and picked up a phone that was sitting inside, next to a few others just like it. Sinking onto the couch, he typed a number in and hit call, waiting.
“Who the fuck is this?”
Ilya smirked, “Sergeev, is that any way to answer your phone? Have some manners.”
The voice on the phone turned to a silky dangerous lyrical tone, “Ilya. My wayward boy. I wondered if you would ever surface.”
“I’m not your boy and how could I not, you clearly can’t function without me, sending Alexei here to keep tabs on me. You don’t trust me to do what I’m good at anymore?”
“Well you left Moscow for a job and never came back, what was I supposed to think? You take less and less work. I don’t like it. Come home Ilyusha. All will be forgiven.”
“Fuck you Sergeev. What is to forgive? I do my job. I did my contract with you. Now I do what I want, when I want. You don’t get to pick anymore. Can we not just leave it like that? Don’t you have new recruits who can take your little baby jobs and do them just fine?”
The voice snarled at him, “Ilya, do not fuck with me. Alexei told me you didn’t even do the last one you took. He had to do it.”
“That’s bullshit and you fucking know it. You sent him here to fuck with me and he wouldn’t leave me alone. I went to do the fucking job and he showed up and interfered. I will not have that again Sergeev. I need you to call him off or I’m not doing the one I just took.”
“Ok ok. Calm down Ilyusha. I will tell him to let you do this one. But if it’s not done, then we have a problem. You will have a problem.”
“I will do what I said I would do. I always do.”
“Do you? I have to wonder. But you will do this for me. And the next one and the next one.”
“Sergeev.” Ilya's voice held a warning. “Do not push me.”
“Fine, when are you coming to Moscow so we can talk in person.”
Ilya’s response was a snort.
“You hurt me, Ilyusha. I cannot come to America, you know that. We will figure it out. But Ilyusha, do the job. Or perhaps Alexei will spend some time with your friends.”
Ilya’s voice was razor sharp and soft, “If he touches one hair on their head Sergeev, I will come for you. I will kill him and I will come for you. You do not scare me.”
Genuine laughter came through the phone, 
“Oh Ilya. You would not kill your own brother. And if you want to come for me, you will have to come to Moscow and you can’t do that can you. Your little deviant pleasures have forced you away from your only home. You can’t even come visit your mother’s grave now can you. Is it worth it? To touch a man like that? Your mother would be ashamed Ilyusha.”
Ilya hung up without another word, throwing the phone across the room, wincing when it hit the wall. He sat there staring into nothing for almost an hour. It probably would have been longer, but when he reached up to scratch his head, his fingers hit the edge of his wound and the tenderness startled him back into his own head.
“Fuck.”
Forcing himself off the couch, he went back to his laptop and started his document again. He slowly went through everything on the drive again also before sitting back. Feeling more in control, he allowed himself a small smile. Everything else in his life might be falling apart, but this. This he knew how to do.
When Cliff wandered out another hour later, Ilya was at the safe, rummaging through a folder. He looked back and nodded at Cliff, bringing the folder with him.
“Marleau, you got your beauty sleep I assume?”
Cliff was looking at the phone against the wall. “Who’d you call on a burner?”
“Sergeev.”
It took Cliff a moment to process that. “Mmm, ok. Why? And why the burner?”
“I didn’t want his number on my phone. He knows where we are, and I’m sure Alexei has given him my number, but I didn’t want it on a list someone could pull up later.”
He spread out 3 different passports in front of Cliff, “Which one I look the most like right now?”
Cliff glanced over them before looking back to study Ilya for a moment. Looking back at the passports again, he tapped the middle one. “This one.” Looking at the one he’d picked, “Where is Victor Zaitsev off to? And why?”
“Vienna.” He scooped the other passports back into the folder and took it back to the safe, pulling out a different folder and rifling through it for the ID and credit cards that matched the passport. “Because that is where my job is.”
Cliff nodded slowly. “So you’re moving quickly then. Any reason? Did he agree to call Alexei off for now?”
“Yes. For now. You know how this works. I need to go first before I can make sure everything else will go how it needs to. Am doing now because I have no other distraction right now.”
“Right. So you didn’t call Shane I take it.”
Ilya just shook his head. “No.”
“Are you going to?”
“No.”
Cliff was silent as he stared at Ilya. Finally Ilya looked up,
“What?”
“Nothing. What do you need me to do?”
Ilya shook his head. “Nothing yet. I need to go check it out, see if I can do what I need to. Then I come back and we get things we need ready. Then we go back and I will do job.”
“Ok. So you want me to stay here then?”
“Yes, this will be fast trip. I hope. Is just to look around, check it out.”
“Who is it?”
Ilya nodded at the laptop. “Is there. Ambassador.”
Cliff went over and skimmed through the first couple of documents. He looked up in disbelief.
“He wants you to kill the Russian Ambassador to Austria.”
“Yes.”
“And he called this a little job?” Ilya nodded and Cliff just shook his head and smirked. “You have the most interesting life, Ilya Rozanov.”
Ilya grinned, “Don’t be jealous Marleau. Can you get Mr. Zaitsev a flight please. Today if possible.”
“Sure, I”m just a glorified secretary now.”
Ilya nodded and gave him an angelic smile before turning more serious. “I do not want Sveta here right now. Sergeev made threats again. He is a problem. I will have to figure out how to solve at some point. Also, Alexei told him for sure.”
“Told him what?”
“That I like men also. He mentioned it. How I cannot go home.”
“Fuck. I’m sorry Ilya.”
“Is ok. I am not sorry. There is nothing there for me anyway. your mother would be ashamed Ilyusha  I’m going to have to figure out passport issue at some point. If he manages to revoke my passport, I will have problem. I don’t think he can, but I need to have plan if it happens.” 
Cliff dropped Ilya off at JFK that evening, his flight was leaving at 6pm. “Be careful Ilya.”
He nodded and headed inside, carrying a single black duffle back that would fit as a carry-on.
Heading back to the apartment, Cliff picked up some take out on the way home. He bypassed his own floor and continued to Ilya’s, coming out while he fumbled in his pocket for the keys. He stopped abruptly as he looked up and saw Shane standing outside the door watching him.
 

 
Shane had woken on the couch early, not even remembering why he was there. Hockey. He’d been watching hockey and must have fallen asleep. That hadn’t happened in a long time that he could remember. He and Ilya napped on the couch sometimes but he hadn’t fallen asleep there by himself in forever.
He stood and stretched realizing his back was going to be a little sore from whatever position he’d been stuck in all night. He looked at his phone and sighed when he saw nothing from Ilya. This was the longest they hadn’t talked in several weeks. He did see a text from Hayden though.
Hayden: Hey, need to cancel our run. That fucker’s lawyer showed up last night at like 8pm. I don’t even understand how. I gotta go there to meet. Talk later.
Shane frowned. He didn’t understand either, it was an oddity. Unless he somehow knew he was about to be arrested and had already spoken with a lawyer? No, that was unlikely. He would have to think about it. There was usually an explanation, you just had to find it.
He stayed home, working from there, not feeling like socializing. He checked his phone as if he were addicted to it. Frowning every time when there was nothing. He sent another text apologizing, but clearly that was having no effect. He sent another text, asking Ilya just to let him know that he was ok at least, that his head was ok.
Hayden called around noon, with about what he expected. Lawyer wouldn’t let him talk at all, said there were absolutely no laws that his client had broken. He did not have to tell them anything about who he spent time with or where. They were basically shit out of luck. They were going to hold him the full 48 hours though, making sure they had enough coverage to tail him full time.
Shane nodded to himself as he listened, thanking Hayden and saying he’d see him tomorrow. He went downstairs to the gym and worked out until he could barely move, knowing he was overdoing it, but needing to keep busy.
Skipping his yoga, he took a shower and found himself back on the couch. Suddenly irritated, he stood and said to himself, “Fuck this.” He ordered a car and found himself at Ilya’s building 30 minutes later.
The doorman recognized him and let him up the elevator with no problem at all. He knocked and knocked though and got no answer. Biting his lip he was about to go down and try to harass Cliff, when the elevator opened and Cliff walked out, with a bag of food in his hand.
They stared at each other, Cliff finally shaking his head. “You should go Shane.”
“Cliff please. I just want to be sure he’s ok. I know he’s mad. But I need to know he’s ok.”
“He’s fine Shane.”
“I want to see him. To see for myself.”
“Well he doesn’t want to see you.”
Shane felt a small stab in his heart, even though that much had been obvious. He felt his eyes start to burn though and he blinked rapidly.
“I know. And I deserve that. But I need to know Cliff. Please. I made a mistake. A huge one. I get it. I just want to tell him I’m sorry. And then I won’t bother him again. I promise.”
Cliff sighed and stretched his head from side to side, trying to relieve the tension.
“He’s not here Shane.”
That earned him a disbelieving look.
“He really isn’t. If you don’t believe me, you can look, but then you need to go.”
Cliff unlocked the door and motioned him in. The apartment was dark and silent, until Cliff reached over and turned a light on.
“Satisfied? I’m sorry Shane. I really am. I like you. But you hurt him. I don’t even pretend to understand why you kept that secret. It’s just beyond me. What difference would it have made to tell him?”
Shane didn’t have an answer. Still. His voice was very quiet when he answered, “I don’t even know Cliff. I wish I did. I don’t have an answer. Do you know when he’ll be back?”
Cliff immediately shook his head. “You cannot camp out on the doorstep Shane. Give him some time. He won’t be home tonight anyway. He’s out of town.”
Staring at him, trying to gauge if he was being truthful, Shane finally nodded. “Ok. I’m sorry. The last thing I wanted was to hurt him. I feel like he’s had enough hurt to last a lifetime.”
He turned and walked to the elevator. As the doors opened he didn’t look back, just walked in and leaned against the wall. 
 

 
It was early morning when Ilya’s flight landed in Vienna. He breezed through customs and security and flagged down a cab. He hadn’t been here in a long time. It was a lovely city though, he enjoyed it. He hoped to not be here long though. He made a few calls on another of his burner phones that he had brought and made a few inquiries. It didn’t take long to find what he needed.
He had the cab drop him off outside the Embassy building in the Landstraße district. He walked a few blocks and took a room in a mid level hotel. Setting an alarm on his phone, he lay on the bed planning on taking a nap. He looked through Shane’s texts again before pulling up the picture he had saved that Shane had sent him weeks ago. He stared at those freckles for a long time, before finally putting the phone down to sleep.
He was dreaming of pink cheeks and freckles and dark eyes when his alarm went off and he rolled over to grab onto a body that was not there. That woke him fully and he rubbed his eyes, trying to wipe the dream from his mind.
He showered quickly and dressed in a dark outfit. Looking at the time, he swiftly walked for 15 minutes to an address he’d gotten that morning. The neighborhood he was in was not great, but that was where he did his best business sometimes. He walked until he saw the door with a small green scratch on it and stepped up to it. He knocked once, walking in without a greeting as it opened. He followed the teenager who had let him enter into a back room and waited when the boy held up a hand. An older man came in and spoke to him in Russian and he quietly answered him, nodding yes to the questions he asked. He pulled a banded stack of cash out of his jacket and slid it onto the table, picking up the gun that was set down next to it. He checked the magazine, pulled the slide, and nodded. The teenager led him back to the front, where he slid the gun into his back waistband under his shirt. It was only for precautionary measures, he did not expect to need it, but nor did he want to be without protection should something not work out.
He spent the evening walking and watching, cataloguing locations, angles, dark corners, slipping into doorways to watch who came and when. The wind blew his hair and he took a breath of the air, smelling the food, the people, the scents that made the city what it was. With everything he was tired of, he knew that this was not it. This he enjoyed. The part of him that felt like he belonged as details slipped into place, noticing things others did not. Watching the time, he eventually disappeared into an open door in a dark building, where he sat and waited, his newly acquired gun in one hand casually across his knee.
Ilya was back on a plane the next morning, the gun left behind in the river, faint circles under his eyes from lack of sleep. He let himself think about Shane for a brief moment, taking notice of the anger that still tightened his chest when he allowed it. Pushing off that thought and thinking about what was accomplished here, he knew that things had gone well and he would be ready when he came back to finish the job.
He arrived back in New York City late that evening and took a cab, not having told Cliff when he would be back. Things had gone well enough that it was quicker than he had expected. His eyes barely open, he made it upstairs to his apartment and let himself inside. Cliff was on the couch dozing, while cars exploded and guns rang out on the tv. Ilya smiled, reaching for the remote to turn the tv off.
Cliff stirred when he did and looked up at Ilya sleepily before rubbing his eyes and sitting up.
“Some watch dog you are, I could have robbed the place blind before you noticed.”
Cliff laughed, his voice still a little thick with sleep, “Shut up. How’d it go? I could have come and got you.”
“I wouldn’t dream of taking you away from such important work that’s happening here.”
Cliff flipped him off.
“It went fine. Things will be good. I want to go back in two weeks to finish job if I can get everything else ready that fast.”
Cliff yawned and stood up. “Good. I’m going back to bed.”
Ilya turned around to toss his keys on the table and he froze. Looking back at Cliff, he pointed at the pink box on the table. “What is that?”
Cliff rolled his eyes, “It’s a cake Ilya.”
“Fuck off. Where did it come from? You went and got?”
“Of course not. Do I look like I would go get a fucking Russian cake? I’m not going to that neighborhood alone, I’d get murdered.”
Ilya glared at him.
Cliff shrugged, “Shane brought it.”
“What?”
“Shane brought it tonight.”
“Why? I told you to send him away.”
“I did. Do you see him here Ilya? No. Because I sent him away. He came once before to see how you were, to make sure you were ok, even though he knows you don’t want to see him. He wanted to check that your head was ok. I think I nearly broke him when I sent him away. Made me feel like shit. Especially when he gave me a line about how he was sorry for hurting you because you’d hurt enough for a lifetime already.”
Ilya blinked and took a deep breath.
“Then he showed up again tonight with the fucking cake.”
“Shane would not bring me a cake. He hates when I eat so much sugar.”
“Well he did. He said that he felt bad that you didn’t get your cake you ordered the other day, so he wanted to make sure you got one.”
“He went to bakery and got me a cake. Because I didn’t get the one I ordered.”
Cliff stared at him. “Are you a fucking parrot Rozanov? I just said that. Yes. He felt bad, so he got you a cake. Which I have already eaten some of. So there’s that. Now I’m going to bed, you can fill me in tomorrow on what we need to do.”
He walked off and disappeared into the room he used.
Ilya stared at the pink box for a long time before finally opening it. True to his word, Marleau had eaten some. Walking to the kitchen, he grabbed a fork and came back. He took a small bite, smiling at the familiar taste. His mother used to make them and this was the closest he had found.
The smile dropped off his face and he closed the box. A soft wounded animal sound escaped from deep in his chest and he walked slowly to his room and threw himself facedown on the bed, not entirely sure who he was missing more, his mother or Shane.
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      Chapter 17: I miss you, I'm sorry
  


    Chapter Summary

    Everyone has a horrible week, but Shane decides to take matters into his own hands and have a great Friday night.



    Chapter Notes

      Just to be clear, there was no drink spiking or shadiness going on. Shane was just very drunk and the dart players were.. players. The one that followed him into the bathroom was crossing a line, but there was no drugging involved.
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  Shane woke alone in his bed. He stared at the spot where some mornings Ilya would be laying, his mouth open just a little as he slept, his curls messy and in his face. Groaning, he rolled over and out of bed.
It was Saturday, but he was going to meet Scott and Hayden at the detention center. They were going to have to cut Popov loose today and they wanted to talk about it. He dressed and made a smoothie, drinking it while he stood at the island. He wondered if Ilya was home yet. Yesterday, on the spur of the moment, he’d gone and picked up a Medovik and taken it to Cliff. Once he got there, he was nearly so embarrassed that he left before he gave it to him. He hadn’t even asked to see Ilya. Cliff had answered, and Shane told him why he brought it, handed it off and left.
He called a car and while he was waiting thought about selling his car. He hadn’t used it in months, hadn’t even checked on it in the garage, it could be stolen for all he knew. He made a mental note to go check on it later that weekend.
He walked into the detention center, checking in, going through their rather rigorous entrance routine. Finally he was in and walking towards Scott who was standing in the hallway, watching through the door. Shane peeked around him and saw Hayden, Popov and another man, who he assumed was the lawyer. Glancing up at Scott,
“Anything?”
“Nah. His lawyer shut up him really fast, not a word. We can’t charge him with anything, but we’ve got people ready to go. 24/7 we’ll have eyes on him.”
Shane nodded, knowing they were pretty much back to square one if this didn’t lead somewhere. If it didn’t work out then they were back to waiting. Well he was back to waiting. Scott and Hayden would do their normal jobs. 
Hayden walked out and looked at them,shrugging. “I can’t do anything else. Lawyer won’t let him speak at all. We’re gonna have to let him go.”
Scott nodded, “Get it done then. May as well get this going.”
Hayden opened the door and motioned them out, the lawyer coming out first, Popov behind, his hands cuffed in front of him again. He saw Shane and his eyes lit up.
“Oh it’s my favorite fed. The pretty one. Has your boyfriend fucked you today? Looks like I’m free, if you want..”
His lawyer turned and barked at him, “Shut the fuck up Daniil. You want to stay here longer?”
Shane just stood calmly watching, not wanting to give him a reaction, which is what he wanted. Hayden gave him an apologetic look and led them down the hall towards the out-boarding area.
Looking up at Scott, “So what do you want to do?”
“Nothing, go home. Have a nice weekend. Ignore that asshole. We’ve got people ready, they’ll let us know where he goes, what he does, who he talks to. Only problem we have is if that lawyer gives him a new phone. Which he will. So we won’t be able to listen in on that. But we’ll catch him when he fucks up.”
They started walking down the hall in the opposite direction, where their things were at the security check in. Scott glanced over at him, 
“So how’s Ilya? His head ok?”
Shane kept his face carefully neutral. “I don’t know. I haven’t seen him.”
A surprised “Oh” came at him. “Everything ok?”
“I don’t know. I don’t really want to talk about it, but thanks.”
Scott just nodded and kept walking. Once they collected their belongings, Scott opened the door for him, “I’ll let you know if we hear anything. Maybe the dumb fucker will just run straight to his buddies.”
“Mmm maybe. We can hope. I’ll see you later Scott.”
Shane got home, worked out, did his yoga and then stared at his phone. He pulled up Ilya’s contact, then closed it. Then pulled it up again. Closed it. Looked over at the tiny marks that were left on his arm. Ran his finger over them. Fit his nails to them and cocked his head. Pressed them in just a tiny bit to see the skin indent. Pressed a little harder. 
He exhaled hard and yanked his hand away. “For fuck’s sake.”
The weekend passed excruciatingly slow, he was actually glad when Monday rolled around. He ran with Hayden, did his yoga, went to work. Rinse, Repeat.
Tuesday Scott called them into the conference room. For an update that wasn’t. 
“He checked into the Travelodge in Brighton. Hasn’t left his room. Has food delivered. Nobody in or out other than a maid that we can tell. We know he’s still there, he comes to the window once in a while, looks out. He’s not using the phone he had on him at the bakery. So like I was afraid, I assume the lawyer gave him a new one. But we’re not letting go of this. We’ll watch him as long as we have to. He’ll get restless eventually.”
They scattered off to their own spots after and Shane trimmed his database of cases a little. Discarding a few. Adding one new one that he thought might be appropriate. He emailed with his team, they told him to be on standby, there was some chatter they wanted to check out, but to be ready to go if they needed him. He laughed out loud in the room, “Got all the time in the world now.”
The rest of the week passed, Hayden tried to run down how the lawyer knew about Popov, but got nowhere, the lawyer wasn’t speaking of course, and they hadn’t found anything else. They checked out the woman from the bakery even though she’d said she had never seen him, but she seemed to have no affiliation with Popov that they could find. It was just a waiting game. People thought being in the FBI or any other government agency was exciting. They'd seen too many movies. It was mostly desk work and waiting.
Hayden invited Shane over Friday night for dinner, but he said he wasn’t up for it. He knew he should go, he hadn’t been in forever and he knew he needed to see the kids before they forgot all about him. Promising soon though, he headed home. He hadn’t texted Ilya since the weekend, but he still checked every day in the hopes something had changed. It hadn’t. It wouldn’t.
He fixed himself dinner and turned on the tv, flipping channels until he found a game. His feet up on the coffee table, he stared aimless at the tv. Getting up he wandered into the kitchen and looked through his cabinets. He saw Ilya’s cereal. His chocolate syrup. His nutella. His vodka. Shane reached out and picked up the bottle of vodka. Looking at it, he made a decision. He put it down and walked to his bedroom. 
He showered and dressed in tight jeans and the light colored cream shirt that Rose had left him, that clung to him like a second skin and showed off his arms nicely. He put on a chain and said fuck it and wore the earrings also. A few swipes of product through his hair and he walked out the door. An hour later he was at the Kingfisher, walking in and heading to the bar where Kyle was smiling at him. 
“Shane! It’s good to see you.”
He gave the man his brightest smile and nodded, “You too Kyle. I needed a night out. I think I need to have some fun.”
“Well you're at the right place, sir. What do you want to start off with?”
“Surprise me. Something strong.”
Kyle grinned and nodded, “Coming right up.”
Shane sat on a stool at the bar and watched as Kyle made him a drink that had too many things to count in it. It was a beautiful orangey red color also. He popped a little straw in with a lovely twirling effect and slid it in front of Shane.
“Just for you. Enjoy.”
Shane took a sip and his lips curled up in a smile. “I don’t know what you did Kyle, but it’s perfect.”
Kyle just nodded and went to help someone at the other end of the bar. Shane spun around on his stool and looked around the bar. It was Friday night and pretty busy. Hockey was on the tv, music was playing, there was a lively darts game going on.
Shane took another drink and let himself stop thinking for a while. Kyle was watching and when the drink was almost empty, he slid a new one right in front of him.
“Thank you Kyle. You’re pretty good at that.”
The man chuckled and nodded, “It’s my job. I enjoy it. These are stronger than you think, so you tell me when you need a break.”
Shane took a long drink as he watched Kyle, having no idea what he looked like while he did it. His lips red, his cheeks flushed, the straw in his mouth, looking up slightly through his lashes. Kyle actually turned away to take a breath before he went to help the next person down.
Shane spun back to watch the darts game, occasionally checking the score of the hockey game. Kyle was back soon, another drink in his hand and Shane realized his was empty.
“You ok Shane? You want another or you good? I know you don’t usually drink that much.”
“I’m not driving Kyle, so you keep doing your magic.”
With a laugh, the drink was suddenly in front of him.
Shane took another drink. “These really are good, are you sure there’s even alcohol in it Kyle?”
Kyle nodded at him solemnly. “Next time you get up, you tell me.”
Shane rolled his eyes and kept drinking. He was more relaxed than he had been in a week. Maybe more then a week. Since he had sex he decided. A small giggle escaped his mouth, which he found hysterical, suddenly laughing. When he finally managed to stop, he discovered his drink was empty again. Was someone else drinking them?
“Kyle.” The bartender glanced over at him. “Someone stole my drink, can I have another please. Then I’m going to go play darts.” 
The other man looked over at the men playing darts and gave him a small frown. “I don’t know Shane, those guys are pretty rowdy usually.”
“Yeah, but I work for the government. I can just arrest them all. Drink? Please?”
Kyle chuckled and made another drink. “Yell if you need help arresting someone.”
Shane gave him a serious nod before giggling again. “Yes. Yes, I will.”
He stood up and wondered why the floor was suddenly crooked. He stood there a moment and walked carefully over the group. They looked up at him and smiled, one of them greeting him.
“Hello handsome. Can I do something for you?”
Shane nodded, “I would like to play.”
The men all chuckled at him. “I bet you would.” the one who had greeted him said as he beckoned Shane over to him. “Have you played before?”
“Nope. Teach me. Throw the dart at the board. Make points. Good?”
“That’s about it, here give it a try.” He took Shane’s drink and set it on the table, handing him a dart.
Shane took it, lined it up and threw it. He squinted at it before grabbing his drink again and taking a sip. “The black part of the 20. Is that good?”
His new friend nodded and chuckled, “It actually isn’t bad. Let’s play boys.”
The other men all went and it was Shane’s turn again. He sat his drink down and took the three darts the man handed him. He threw the first one and it missed the board, just barely above it. He let out a giggle. “Oops”
The man laughed also and came up behind him. “Here, let me show you.” He stood right behind Shane and put one hand on his waist, the other coming up to around him to hold the wrist that was holding the dart. Pulling Shane’s arm back, he then flicked it forward, stopping at one point and telling Shane, “When you get here, let go.” Shane gave a little frown at the touch, but the man let go, so he didn't say anything.
Shane nodded and the man stepped back… a little. Shane stared at the board and did exactly what the man told him, the dart flying true and landed on the outer circle of the 8. He smiled, quite pleased with himself. The man moved closer and put his hand on Shane’s waist again as he lined him up again. Shane suddenly felt a little itchy. Nobody had really touched him at all since he’d seen Ilya. He smiled, but took the man’s hand and pulled it off his waist. The man didn’t put it back, just watched him.
“Last one, you got this handsome.”
Shane threw it and it hit the outer ring of the bullseye. The man behind him whooped and lifted him off his feet in a huge hug before Shane could say no. “You’re a natural.” The other men were all cheering and laughing as well. 
Kyle stood at the bar watching, not liking what he was seeing. Shane was drunk. Way drunker than he’d seen him before. And he’d done it, giving him those drinks. He should have known better. He picked up his phone and called Scott but it went to voicemail. He looked up and got a beer for a customer that had walked up and then turned his eyes back to watch Shane and the men who were his new best friends.
Shane sat down and finished his drink. The man who’d been helping him asked if he wanted another.
“Sure, why not. You don’t mind if I keep playing do you?”
The men all laughed and shook their heads. One of them tossing out a wink at him, “You can play with us as long as you want.”
Kyle watched the man walking to the bar with Shane’s glass. “Can I get another one of whatever he was having.”
He shook his head, “I think he’s probably had enough.”
“Oh relax, pretty boy, we’re not gonna hurt him. We’re just playing darts and he wanted another drink.”
Kyle stared at the man, who he had seen get in fights a few times and finally nodded. He fixed another drink, but went very very light on the alcohol. Handing it to the man and watching him walk off, he served another few people before turning to watch again.
Shane took the new drink and sipped it, waiting his turn. He looked back to the bar and saw Kyle looking at him. He waved and smiled. Kyle just nodded.
When it was his turn again, he swayed a bit as he stood, and the man put his hand on his waist again. “Steady there.” He saw the Shane's frown though and moved his hand off again as Shane threw and laughed as he barely hit the edge of the board. His next two throws hit, but were both in outer circles.
He laughed and went and hopped up on a table to sit rather than a chair. He felt his phone buzz in his pocket and he pulled it out to look at it. It was just Hayden, texting him a picture of the kids. He gave it a heart emoji and sent it back. Noticing Ilya’s contact, he scowled. It wasn’t fair that Ilya was still mad at him. It had been a week. The man looked at him on the table, and Shane realized he didn’t even know his name, “Hey. I’m Shane. What’s your name?”
The man smiled at him. “Rob. Good to meet you Shane.” He stepped away to take his turn and Shane turned to his phone and hit the call button.
He took another big drink of his drink as he waited. “This is Ilya, I will never listen to your voicemail.”
He didn’t care, he was leaving him a message. 
“Ilya. Is Shane.” He giggled. “You prolly know that huh? I just wanted to say sorry. So sorry. I was stooopid. Sooooo stooopid. I should have said, Hey Ilya, I know what kotik means.” he snorted and took a drink. “But I didn’t. Then it was toooo late. I couldn’t tell me. You. I couldn’t tell you. Oh hold on, issmy turn.” 
He hopped off the table and cackled as he bumped his hip. He set the phone down and took the darts. “Ok guys, watch this Dart player extraaordine. Umm, extraordinnn. Hmm. Good dart player.” He threw his three darts and they all hit. His new friends cheered for him. He should come out more often.
He got back on the table, a little slower this time, finishing his drink again. Picking up the phone, he dropped it once and found that hysterical. Finally getting it back to his ear, “Sorry. I dropped you. Ok, shoulda said this. I know how to speak Russian. Kotik. Solnyshko. Spasibo. Pozhaluysta. Please don’t be mad anymore. I hate it. I lied. I’m sooorrry. I hate it. I dunno why I did. Please forgive me. Please.”
“What language are you speaking there handsome?”
Shane pulled the phone away from his ear slightly, “Me? Oh yeah.” he giggled again. “Russian. My boyfriend hates me, so I have to say that I was dumb.”
“If he hates you then hang up, don’t beg him. I can be your boyfriend. For tonight anyway.” The men all laughed.
Shane laughed and was shaking his head no. “Youuuu can’t. He’s sooo handsome and I misssss him.” He frowned slightly again. “He says mm’only his. Nobody else, but I think he dssnt want me anymore.”
Rob smiled at him and took the phone, grinning at Shane. “Don’t worry boyfriend, we’ll take care of him for you. Say bye Shane.”
“What? Nooo, give me my phone.”
The man disconnected the phone and handed it to Shane. “Your turn handsome. Here, have a beer, the bartender wanted to cut you off earlier.” He poured a glass of beer from the pitcher sitting on the table. 
Shane drank it, thinking he would call Ilya back in a minute.
Kyle watched the man take Shane’s phone from him momentarily. He picked up his phone again and tried Scott. Nothing. He tried Kip. Nothing. He bit his lip and then finally remembered. He called Bennett. Who thankfully answered. 
“Hey, sorry to bother you so late on a Friday. It’s Kyle at the Kingfisher. Yeah, I’m ok. But do you have Ilya Rozanov’s number? Yeah, weird ask I know. But I need to talk to him, it's kind of an emergency. Great, thanks so much.”
He thought about texting, but decided a call would be better. The call went to voicemail, “Hey this is Ilya, I will never listen to your voicemail.” He hung up. Fucking dick. He texted then after all, “Hey Rozanov, this is Kyle. From the Kingfisher. I know you don’t like me, but Shane is here and he’s really drunk. Some guys are hitting on him. He’s fine. They’re just playing darts, but I don’t like the vibe I’m getting. I tried Scott and Kip but they aren’t answering. Fucking call me please.”
He put the phone down and proceeded to stand at the bar and watch the group playing darts.
Shane’s dart throws were getting progressively worse and worse, which he was getting annoyed with. The man offered to help him again, but he shook his head. He didn’t want to be touched again. They played for awhile and Shane finally stood and picked up his phone.
“Where you going Shane? It’ll be your turn soon.”
“M’going to the bathroom. Be back in a minute.”
He walked slowly towards the back where the bathroom was, his head suddenly spinning a lot. Walking in, he leaned up against the wall. Maybe he should go, he realized he was a lot drunker then he had realized. He splashed some water on his face, and turned to the door. 
It opened before he could leave and Rob walked in. “Hey Shane, just wanted to be sure you were ok.”
Shane nodded, but his eyes were a little unfocused. “Mmm, I’m ok. I think I'm going to go though. Thanks for showing me how to play darts.
Corralling Shane up against the wall, Rob smiled down at him. “I think you should stay. We could have some fun. Maybe we could go to my place?”
Shane shook his head. “No. I’m just gonna go now. Thanks for games.”
He flinched away as the other man leaned down close to his face. “Sure? I can make you forget about that boyfriend who hates you?”
He shook his head again. “Nooo, thanks. Can you move please?”
 

 
Ilya’s week had been productive. He’d done some work that Sveta needed, avoiding her questions about how things were with Shane. He’d also gotten a lot of things that he needed for his job in Vienna.
Alexei had been conspicuously absent as well. He would have loved to know what was going on with Daniil, but he didn’t want to know enough to call Alexei.
Every day he looked at his phone to see if Shane had texted. The first day that he noticed there was nothing, he was actually glad. The second day, he had been laying in bed and frowned a little when he noticed there was nothing. The third day he was actually getting upset. Was he ok? Was he giving up? The fourth day, he almost texted Shane but his stubbornness held him off.
Coincidentally, with each day he didn’t get a text, he realized he could think of Shane without that tight band of anger around his chest. He lay in bed when he woke up Friday morning and counted back. 8 days. He hadn’t seen him in 8 days. He still had a small ball of anger somewhere inside, but he was beginning to think maybe he should call him.
Cliff must have thought the same because at a late dinner, after Ilya logged off his laptop and they were eating pizza Cliff had ordered, he looked up.
“So you’re done with Shane then? For good?”
Ilya looked over at him with a guarded expression. “I don’t know. Maybe he is done with me. He doesn’t text asking to see me anymore.”
“Did you think he would? You made it very clear that you didn’t want him to.”
“I.. “ he trailed off. “I was very angry Marleau.”
“Yeah, so angry that you’re willing to let him go? For good?”
“Fuck Marleau, you’re the one who told me to break it off with him anyway.”
Cliff nodded and took a bite, chewing slowly. “Yeah, and you’re the one who said it wasn’t a fling and that you didn’t want it to be. He makes you feel. That’s what you said.”
Ilya scowled at him. “Yes. He makes me feel. Angry.”
“Bullshit Ilya. Don’t do that. Are you willing to let him walk away? For good. Over this. I get it, it sucks. He was wrong. 100%. But he knows that. He’s not trying to say he wasn’t wrong. So is it worth never being with him again? You need to decide. If you ignore him much longer, he’ll decide for you and then when you suddenly decide it’s ok, that you’re not mad anymore, he’ll be gone. You probably should just let him go. But I don’t want you moping around here anymore.”
Ilya just stared at him for a long time. “Fuck Marleau, I didn’t know you went to shrink school.”
He let out a small smile. “I think no. I do not want him to go away forever. I want to yell at him. I want to yell at him so much. And then I want to kiss him. And then I want to..”
“ENOUGH. I do not want you to finish that statement, Rozanov.”
Ilya smiled, feeling lighter than he had in a week.
“Marleau.”
Cliff looked up at him warily, not liking the tone of voice he was hearing, “What?”
“I love you.” 
Before Cliff could move, Ilya lunged at him and grabbed his face, giving him a big kiss on the cheek with an exaggerated, “MWAH”. He leapt back before Cliff could shove him, cackling like a fiend.
“Fuck off Rozanov. You fucking freak.” He started laughing though, so he knew his horrified act wasn’t going to work.
“Maybe it’s too late though. I was so mad at him that maybe I messed it up already.”
“Only one way to find out.”
Ilya glanced at his phone. “Is getting late tonight, I will call him tomorrow. He’s probably in bed.”
They sat there and insulted each other for another half hour before Ilya finally stood.
“I’m going to bed. But Marleau, thanks. Really.”
“I’m literally going to start charging the two of you for therapy bills.”
Ilya chuckled as he walked to his room and tossed his phone on the bed. Walking into the bathroom, he turned the shower on and looked at the cut on his head. Jake had said he could probably take the butterfly bandages off after 10 days. He tugged at one and it came loose.
“Oops. 10 days. 8 days. All the same.”
He slowly pulled them all off and looked at the red, slightly puffy line across his hairline.
“Ugly. I am ugly now. Stupid Daniil.”
He got in the shower and washed quickly, not lingering so as not to get his new exposed cut too wet. Drying off, he walked into the bedroom with the towel around his waist and picked up the phone.
He smiled as he saw a missed call from Shane. Maybe he wasn’t too late after all. He was about to see if he left a voicemail, when he got a text from a number he didn’t know. He frowned and opened it so that he could delete it.
Unknown: Hey Rozanov, this is Kyle. From the Kingfisher. I know you don’t like me, but Shane is here and he’s really drunk. Some guys are hitting on him. He’s fine, but seems oblivious that they’re hitting on him. They’re just playing darts, but I don’t like the vibe I’m getting. I tried Scott and Kip but they aren’t answering. Fucking call me please.
“What the fuck”
He stood immediately, grabbing a pair of jeans from the closet and shrugging into them. Remembering the voicemail, he decided maybe he was overreacting. Hitting play and putting it on speaker, he continued getting dressed just in case. He froze when he heard Shane’s voice, his heart pounding, smiling when he heard him giggling.
“Ilya. Is Shane.” Shane giggling “You prolly know that huh? I just wanted to say sorry. So sorry. I was stooopid. Sooooo stooopid. I should have said, Hey Ilya, I know what kotik means. But I didn’t. Then it was toooo late. I couldn’t tell me. You. I couldn’t tell you. Oh hold on, issmy turn.” 
(Ilya was smiling, he’d never heard Shane this loose before.)
Shane laughing “Ok guys, watch this Dart player extraaordine. Umm, extraordinnn. Hmm. Good dart player.” Lots of yelling and cheering
(Ilya's smile fell, listening to other men yelling.)
Phone drops “Sorry. I dropped you. Ok, shoulda said this. I know how to speak Russian. Kotik. Solnyshko. Spasibo. Pozhaluysta. Please don’t be mad anymore. I hate it. I lied. I’m sooorrry. I hate it. I dunno why I did. Please forgive me. Please.”
(When Shane started speaking in Russian, it was fractured and messy, probably because he was drunk, but it was the most beautiful thing Ilya had ever heard. His eyes were starting to water. Why had he been mad, he’d wasted so much time.)
“What language are you speaking there handsome?”
(The smile fell off completely and Ilya started to bristle as he yanked on a shirt)
“Me? Oh yeah.” more giggling “Russian. m’boyfriend hates me, so I have to say that I was dumb.”
(Ilya froze again at the word boyfriend)
“If he hates you then hang up, don’t beg him. I can be your boyfriend. For tonight anyway.” lots of laughing
(Ilya's vision was starting to go red, his fists were clinching.)
Shane laughing “Youuuu can’t. He’s sooo handsome and I misssss him. He says mm’only his. Nobody else, but I think he dssnt want me anymore.”
(Ilya actually let out a low moan at Shane’s words. ‘No no no no, I do want you. Only mine.’)
“Don’t worry boyfriend, we’ll take care of him for you. Say bye Shane.”
“What? Nooo, give me my phone.”
Ilya picked up the phone, yelling as he did.
“MARLEAU. Car now.”
He practically ran into the other room. Cliff was standing up and looking over at him concerned.
“Ilya, what’s wrong?”
“Car now. Kingfisher. Marleau now. MOVE.”
Ilya stuffed his feet into some tennis shoes and was at the door.
Cliff grabbed the keys and followed him, still having no idea what the problem was. They got in the elevator and Ilya held his phone up and stabbed a button. The voicemail played again, and Cliff wasn’t sure if he should laugh or be worried. The longer it played though, the more worried he got.
“Wow, he’s wasted Ilya.”
“I know. Kyle texted me also, said he was drunk and he’s playing darts and they’re hitting on him and he doesn’t even realize it. My sweet oblivious kotik. But he also said he didn’t like the vibe it was giving off. Can you drive faster, fuck.”
“I’m going, if we wreck, it won’t help him.”
He called Shane, but got no answer. Looking at the text he got, he called the number it came from. 
“Kyle speaking.”
“Kyle, where is Shane? Is he ok? He left me voicemail, he’s fucking wasted.”
“Ilya. Are you coming? He’s here. He’s still playing darts, but he’s really really drunk. He went over and asked them if he could play. They’re here a lot. They’re not horrible guys, but they’re players, they’ll fuck anything that moves. I don’t think he even realizes they’re hitting on him. Wait. Not that I think he’ll fuck them, that’s not what I meant. I just don’t want any trouble, there’s 4 of them, but only one seems to be really trying to touch him.”
“TRYING TO TOUCH HIM? What the fuck?”
“No no no, wait. Well yeah. I mean, like putting his hands on Shane’s waist, trying to stand behind him and show him how to throw the dart. Just little touches. But the couple of times I’ve noticed, Shane moves his hand off of him.”
Ilya forced a breath down. “He doesn’t like people to touch him.”
“Marleau how far?”
“5 minutes.”
“Kyle, I’ll be there in 5. Watch him! Call me back if there’s a problem.”
“Ok, I’ll try.”
Ilya hung up and started tapping the phone on his leg.
“Ilya, calm down. They’re just flirting. If you go in there swinging, it’s going to make a bigger problem.”
“Well then no one better be touching him when I go in.”
Marleau pulled up at the bar, but there wasn’t any parking close, so he stopped at the door for Ilya to get out. 
“Go. I’ll find you.”
Jumping out of the car, he ran inside, skidding to a stop inside the door looking around. He saw the dartboards and a few guys around it, but he didn’t see Shane.
“Ilya.”
He looked up and saw Kyle pointing at the bathroom, where another man was walking in. He half ran to the bar.
“Shane is in there?”
“Yeah, that guy that just went in is the one that’s mainly flirting and trying to touch him a little.”
Ilya nodded and stalked to the back of the room, opening the bathroom door. He could see the larger man corralling Shane against the wall, leaning down and tell him,
“Sure? I can make you forget about that boyfriend who hates you?”
Ilya snarled just as Shane spoke,
“Nooo, thanks. Can you move please?”
The man leaned down, his hand going to Shane’s waist again,
“I don’t think you want that.”
Ilya was about to grab the man by the scruff of the neck, when Shane moved. His beautiful, drunk, little kotik pulled his claws out.
His knee went up into the man’s groin and when the man doubled over into him, his hands went onto the man’s shoulders and he shoved as hard as he could. The man went flying backwards and slammed into one of the bathroom stalls. 
A smile spread across Ilya’s lips, until he glanced back at the man, who was enraged and straightening to swing at Shane. Ilya caught his wrist with his left hand, pulled his right hand back and punched him once in the right side of his jaw. The man went down and didn’t move.
Shane looked up at Ilya with the most beautiful smile. His eyes were glassy, his hair a little sweaty, but he was the most perfect thing Ilya had seen.
“Illllyaaa”
He barely had time to brace himself as Shane launched himself towards him. He leaped on him, and Ilya barely caught him, staggering against the wall as Shane’s legs went around his waist, his mouth finding Ilyas and smashing against it with a ferocious aggression.
It was a sloppy, drunken, tongue filled kiss and Ilya moaned into Shane’s mouth with happiness.
The door swung open at the same time he heard Marleau calling out, “Ilya?”
Cliff took a step in and stopped, taking in the man on the ground and Ilya holding Shane up.
“Ahemmm, as cute as this is, and as much as I hate to interrupt this reunion, if you knocked that man out, we need to get the fuck out of here.”
Ilya finally pulled back, his mouth wet and smiling. 
“Shane, kotik, I need you to let go. We need to go. Now please.”
Shane huffed and let his legs come down and stand up. He kept his arms around Ilya though and looked up at him, pleading, his voice soft and loving and whiny all at the same time.
“Pleaesse don’t be mad at me anymore. I’m sooo sorrrrry. Please.”
“Shhhh, kotik, we will talk about it later. We need to go, come with me please.”
He put an arm around Shane’s shoulders and Cliff held the door for them. They walked out and Ilya paused by the bar. “Shane do you have a coat.”
“Mmm, no. I forgot.”
“You forgot your coat. Ok.”
He looked up at Kyle and nodded towards the bathroom.
“You have a man… ummm.. passed out in your restroom. Just so you know.”
Kyle’s lips curved up. “Thanks. For telling me. Shane, are you ok?”
Shane nodded, “oh my god Kyle, your drinks were soooo good. Ilya you should try one, they’re orange and red and sooo sweet and good. You like sweet things.”
Ilya let his eyes flick up to Kyle again. “So drunk. On Kyle's good drinks. I’ll try one another time.”
Kyle shook his head. “Sorry. He was alone and said he wanted to have a good time. He was with me at the bar, and I thought it would be ok. I’d just put him in a car at the end of the night, but then he wanted to play darts, and.. Well… it was too late, he’d already had like 3. Strong ones. I’m sorry! I tried to call Scott as soon as he went over there, but he didn’t answer.”
Cliff spoke up from behind them, “Ilya let’s go. Before sleeping beauty wakes up and gets his friends involved.”
Ilya nodded, still looking at Kyle. “Thank you for texting. We will discuss these strong drinks another time.” He smirked at the bartender as they walked off.
Cliff held the door open, so he could guide Shane outside and they walked down the block to where Cliff pointed the SUV was.
Shane leaned against Ilya, drawing shapes on his stomach with a finger. Ilya was trying not to laugh.
They climbed in the car and Shane curled up against him, refusing to sit on his side where the seat belt was. Ilya relented and let him lean against him, his arm going around Shane’s shoulders, his head tilted down to lean against Shane’s.
He took a deep breath, taking in the smell of Shane’s clean, seaweed shampoo. Closing his eyes at the thought of never smelling that again. Or holding him again. Or pressing his lips on his forehead.
Stupid stupid stupid. You almost lost him because you are stupid
Pressing his lips close to Shane’s ear, he whispered to him, “I may never let you go moya lyubov. Be careful what you wish for.”
Shane wiggled against him and sleepily told him, “Ilya, I know what that means.”
Ilya smiled against his head. “I know zolotse, I know.”
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  Shane woke up groggily, his eyes having a hard time opening. He left them closed since his head was pounding and he suddenly realized there was a warm body wrapped around him. Oh my fucking god, what the fuck did I do last night He held himself still, not daring to look behind him, not wanting to know, guilt sinking low in his stomach.
He couldn’t remember much of the night before. He knew he’d been drinking and that he was playing darts, and laughing, the room spinning. He remembered someone trying to show him how to hold the dart and picking him up in a big hug. Vaguely he thought maybe he remembered calling Ilya and leaving a pathetic voicemail. Jesus, please let him never listen to it  He thought he remembered someone whispering to him in a car, which he assumed is the someone who was wrapped around him now. If he just kept his eyes closed, he could pretend it was him. It felt so similar, like he was wrapped with a weighted blanket and safe. His stomach started to churn as the guilt got worse.
He tried to slowly work his way out from the arm over him, and winced as it tightened around him again. He felt lips come to his neck and his eyes flew open. No, no, not going to happen… He tried to sit up so that he could get away from whatever he had done. Confusion hit as he started to frown at the room that surrounded him. He knew this room. His head snapped sideways as the arm tightened again and something in his chest fluttered as the dam broke and released all the panic he’d been about to let wash over him. It floated away as he let himself fall back down to the pillow, his eyes focusing and going from feature to feature, memorizing them again. The soft messy curls that lay over his forehead, one falling over an eye. The eyes with impossibly long dark gold lashes that were starting to blink open. Beautiful red lips with that fucking cupids bow that he just wanted to kiss over and over again. The mole that he loved so much on his tanned cheek. He frowned when he saw the red, not yet healed line across the hairline. He wanted to smooth it out and make it disappear.
He sucked in a deep breath of relief and tried to remember what had happened. Ilya’s lips nuzzled his neck and he leaned into the touch. The bathroom. He remembered going to the bathroom and the man, what was his name… Rick, no, Rob. Rob had followed him. He remembered being uncomfortable and wanting to leave. His mouth opened in a small gasp. He remembered Ilya’s fist slamming into the man’s face, then leaving with him, then snuggling in the car.
“Kotik, what is wrong? You are so tense, go back to sleep, cuddle with me.” Ilya’s voice was silky up against his neck, coating him in such a feeling of happiness that he wanted to scream it to everyone. Not wanting to chase that happiness away yet, he turned and pressed as tightly to the body next to him as he could, burying his face in Ilya’s chest. Ilya shifted slightly so they were both more comfortable and Shane closed his eyes, content to just lay there listening to both of them breathe.
When he woke again, he pulled back just a little, feeling Ilya’s leg thrown over him. A hand was gently stroking his back, rubbing gentle circles. He pulled his head back and looked into those brilliant eyes that were looking more green today as they stared at him. He smiled hesitantly, somehow expecting the world to come crashing down around him if he actually acknowledged that he was here. Maybe he had died last night. He had died and this was his version of heaven. 
Those soft lips leaned forward and gently kissed his forehead. “Good morning again kotik.” His eyes blinked rapidly and he reached up to wipe them before they could drop wetness on his cheek. He didn’t know what he had done to get here again, but he swore in his head that he wouldn’t fuck it up again.
Ilya’s fingers came up to gently rub across his cheek, touching both sides and then the tip of his nose.
“I missed you, Shane.”
Shane blinked rapidly again, thinking he cried more with this man than in his entire life. He reached to wipe his eyes again, trying to stop it, but Ilya did it for him, whispering as he did it.
“It’s ok kotik, we will be ok. I am sorry.”
Shane shook his head, burying it back into Ilya’s neck, his voice coming out muffled.
“No. Me. I’m so sorry Ilya, I..”
“Shhhh, not right now. We will talk about it later. Not now.”
Ilya gently pulled back from Shane and started to get out of bed before he felt hands clutching at him.
“Please don’t get up.”
He smiled down at the sight he thought he might not see in his bed again.
“I’m going to brush my teeth kotik. I need a kiss. Many kisses. So many kisses. I have missed a week's worth of kisses.”
Shane heard those words and jumped out of bed so fast he nearly fell over, going a little lightheaded as he made it upright. Ilya’s hand reached to steady him as he chuckled, that sound rippling through Shane’s body until it felt like every nerve was standing at attention. He glanced down at himself as they walked into the bathroom. He was wearing a pair of Ilya’s sweatpants and tshirt, but he could tell from the way he was starting to get that itchy feeling that he hadn’t showered.
He turned to say something and closed his mouth, as he watched Ilya while he turned the shower on. Ilya turned back to him and arched an eyebrow at the look he was getting.
“What? You think I do not know that you are about to scratch yourself silly because you didn’t shower last night? I managed to change your clothes, but could not get you in the shower and I was afraid you might fall and hurt yourself if I had to let go of you.”
He brushed his teeth and then watched as Shane did as well. He stood leaning against the counter as Shane stripped off his clothes and folded them neatly before sitting them next to Ilya. As Shane stepped to the shower, he looked back at Ilya and almost shyly asked him, “Are you coming?”
He watched as Ilya’s eyes got a little darker, that green/blue color deepening into the impossible color of the ocean as the sunlight moved through it.
“I wasn’t sure if you would want me to kotik. I know this week has been… difficult. For both of us.”
Shane nodded, but then shook his head also. “I don’t care. Please?” Still feeling a little weak, he stepped in the shower carefully.
Saying nothing, but hooking his thumbs in his own sweatpants he pulled them off and stepped out of them. He wasn’t wearing anything underneath and Shane inhaled softly at the long lean line of his body.
Ilya followed him in the shower and immediately pressed up against him. 
“Can I have my kiss first?” he whispered against Shane’s lips, his teeth nipping gently at the wonderfully full lower one that was trembling against him.
Shane melted under his touch, opening for him, letting him have his way. Ilya’s tongue was gentle, exploring, the sensual touch turning Shane to softness and molten heat at the same time. The kiss deepened as Ilya’s hand went to his hip, his fingers gripping tightly, the other coming up, sliding up his chest, around his neck before gently grabbing his chin as he let his tongue show Shane how much he had missed him. When Shane made one of his soft noises, it traveled straight through Ilya’s body.
Pulling back, he let one hand knead Shane’s firmly muscled pec as he sank gently to his knees, the water cascading around him and over his back. He felt Shane’s hand rest on his shoulder as he wrapped his fingers reverently around Shane’s cock that was rapidly thickening. He held him up and opened his mouth, letting his tongue fondle the heavy balls under his hand, before slowly licking a stripe up the underside of Shane, all the way to the tip. His tongue swirled around the head, before his mouth covered it.
Shane’s moans spurred him on, but he was slow and gentle, letting himself enjoy the taste and feeling of suckling softly before pulling all of Shane deep in his throat. He let him sit there, heavy in his mouth while he adjusted. While Shane’s cock wasn’t quite as big as Ilya was, he certainly wasn’t far off and Ilya wanted all of him. Slowly, he started moving his head, sucking gently, then harder, then gently again until Shane was bucking in his mouth. He felt Shane’s hand come up to fist his hair, the tugging sensation made Ilya groan, the humming vibrations from his throat making the fist in his hair go even tighter.
“Ilya, oh god, please, I’m not going to last, I’m gonna come, you feel so good on me.”
Ilya just sucked harder, his hand still kneading Shane’s chest, letting a finger graze his nipple gently. His other hand came up and he let his finger just brush softly against Shane’s tight hole, circling and teasing, a featherlight promise for later. When he felt Shane start to tremble, his abs tensing as Ilya’s hand ran down them, he pulled back just enough to speak, “Come for me Shane.” His mouth immediately plunged back all the way down, until he felt Shane hit the back of his throat just as his cock let go. He trembled and pulsed and shot load after load of himself into Ilya’s mouth, who drank him down like he had been in a desert the last week, the salty warm taste making Ilya hum with happiness.
When Shane had finally stopped, his body calming, Ilya pulled off and stood up, kissing him immediately, letting Shane lick the last remnants of himself out of Ilya’s mouth. He let himself lean on the other man, lingering with the kiss because he just wanted to feel Shane’s skin against his own.
When he finally pulled back, he lazily washed Shane, shaking his head when the other man fondled his hardness, pulling his hand up to kiss it instead. “Later. I can wait. You need food, you had a lot of alcohol and no food last night. I just needed to taste you first.”
He could tell Shane wanted to argue, but he didn’t, nodding finally, but letting his fingers toy with Ilya for a second longer before finally pulling away. Ilya saw his eyes go up to the long line across his hairline a second before his hands reached up to push a wet strand of hair away from it.
“Are you alright? Does it hurt?”
Ilya shook his head, “It’s ok. I had a headache for a day or two, and now it’s just sort of tight. But it’s fine. It’s ugly though. I had bandages on until last night. Doctor said scar will fade though.”
Shane shook his head. “It’s not ugly. Nothing could make you ugly. Don’t you know scars are rugged and tough.”
Chuckling he kissed the tip of Shane’s nose. “Thank you kotik. Rugged and tough for you then.”
Ilya finished rinsing his hair and stepped out of the shower, grabbing towels for them both. He wrapped Shane in one as he stepped out.
His voice a little hesitant, Shane started, “Ilya, I.. I’m so.”
“Please Shane. Not yet. Let’s eat first.”
Those dark eyes watched him, as his head finally nodded. “Ok, but it’s not even that, I just want to say I’m sorry for how those policeman treated you. They should have been better.”
Shrugging, Ilya made a face. “It’s fine. I was expecting once I saw what was happening. I was not expecting to smash my head into table, but the rest, yes.”
Ilya walked into the bedroom as Shane watched him, admiring his muscles and perfect ass while he moved. He dug out some of Shane’s clothes and lay them on the bed, pulling on a pair of his own sweatpants and an old tshirt that had holes in it.
Shane chuckled when he saw it. “How long have you had that shirt?”
Glancing down at it and grinning, “It’s comfortable. I like to be comfortable.”
As they walked into the living room, Ilya pointed at the couch, “Sit, put feet up. You need to relax, you had quite the night last night.”
Shane blushed, knowing there were still a few holes in his memory when it came to last night.
Ilya pulled out eggs, bacon, yogurt, granola, berries and orange juice from the fridge, setting it all on the counter. He started some bacon frying before turning on a pan for the eggs. 
“Do you want to talk about last night?”
Shrugging, Shane looked up at him. “We can. I don’t remember a little bit. Bits and pieces. I was tired of sitting at home feeling bad, so decided to go have a drink. Which turned into 3, which turned into 5, and..” his voice trailed off at the stricken look on Ilya’s face.
“Ilya what? Nothing happened. I promise.”
The other man just shook his head, turning his attention to the food that was cooking. 
“I am sorry kotik. That I made you feel so bad that you had to go forget me. I did not mean to. Truly. I was very angry at first.”
Shane was up in an instant, wrapping his arms around Ilya’s waist while he cooked. He rested his hand on the back of Ilya’s shoulder.
“Ilya, I wasn’t trying to forget you. I was just.. frustrated. I couldn’t talk to you, I didn’t know if you were ok, even though Cliff told me you were. I knew you didn’t want me to bother you, so I tried to respect that, but I was just.. Sad. I was sad. And I wanted to try and make it go away. I thought I could get drunk and it would help. I guess it did a little. But not really. All I kept thinking about was how I fucked things up.”
Remembering the call.. “Ummm, did I leave you a voicemail?”
Ilya smirked a little. “Yes. Would you like to hear it? I saved it.”
“Oh my god no. Please delete it. I’m so sorry.”
Ilya’s head was immediately shaking. “No, no. I will keep forever. There are parts I do not like, but most, I loved.”
Looking more serious, he continued, “I’m sorry Shane. I am. I acted poorly. I should have talked to you.” He looked uncertain and his voice was shaking a tiny bit as he kept going, “I was so angry Shane. So angry. I was afraid that I would say something that I could not take back and fix.”
He stopped talking long enough to take the bacon off before it burned. He slid some eggs onto plates, put bacon on one of them, and toast on both. Then he made a bowl layered with yogurt, granola and blueberries.
Handing the yogurt to Shane, he took both plates over and then got them juice, sliding a plate to where Shane was sitting. Ilya watched him take a couple of bites of yogurt and then stuck his tongue out.
“Gross yogurt.”
Shane laughed and took another bite. “It’s good for you. Better than that bacon that’s going to give you a heart attack some day.”
Ilya ate a piece and then licked his fingers, watching Shane, who turned red.
“Stop it. Not fair.”
Laughing and eating another piece, Ilya’s face got serious again.
“I don’t understand why you kept secret.”
Shane took a bite of eggs, and finally looked up, just ripping the bandaid off and spewing it all out. 
“I don’t have a good answer. I really don’t. I heard you on the phone one day. I was in the shower, and you were on the phone in your bedroom. You were speaking Russian, and you sounded angry, and I felt like I was eavesdropping even though I didn’t mean to. And then I felt like I couldn’t tell you, because I didn’t want you to get mad. But then it just went on so long, that I knew I really couldn’t tell you. I swear Ilya, I tried not to pay attention any time you were on the phone. I tried to make sure I was busy on my phone, or something else. Oh my god, it sounds so lame when I say it. All I can say is that I truly, never meant it to get this far. Or to hurt you. I swear.”
Ilya watched him for a long moment that stretched into two, trying to sort out things in his own head. He waited for the tight band of anger that had plagued him for the first few days afterwards, but it never came. It had sunk down to a tiny kernel. Which was still there, but easy to ignore.
“Ok.”
Shane looked at him incredulously. “Ok? That’s all? Just ok?”
Ilya sighed. “It’s not ok. But I will make it that way because I do not want to lose you.”
When Shane started to say something, Ilya interrupted him,
“Wait. I do not want this to be like when I was upset about what Scott said. So I will say, and you can decide if it’s ok or not. But either way, I am not letting you go again.”
A tiny smile was on Shane’s lips, but he also was very nervous.
“I was angry. At the bakery. All I could think was Shane lied to me. Then I realized wasn’t lie, I never asked if you could speak Russian. But still. I think it was sort of lie. I did not want to see you or talk to you. I am sorry about that. But it was because I did not want to make things worse. I just wanted to yell Shane. I wanted to yell so much. But that is what my father did. He yelled and yelled and I hated him. I did not want you to hate me, so I did not want to yell. I did. But I didn’t.”
He drank the entire glass of orange juice in front of him, trying not to look at Shane’s face, knowing that what he saw might kill him.
“So I told Cliff to keep you away. Then I realized that if I didn’t want to yell, then I was…”
He stopped again. Almost tried to change the subject. Decided to try and keep going.
“I was very sad also. I can talk to no one here in Russian. Sveta, but she is not here. I cannot go home, and there is no one else here that I can talk to. My mother is gone a long time. Brother is an ass, he does not count, I do not want to talk to him. So to know. To know that I could have been talking to you sometimes like that, but you did not want to tell me. It made me very sad. Also. To know that when we are in bed and I lose English and say things in Russian, to know that you understood all, is… maybe embarrassing.”
He stopped. Waited to see if Shane would run away. He did not expect the other man to stand up and come drape himself over Ilya’s lap and wrap his arms around Ilya’s neck.
Shane kissed him gently before he leaned back.
“All of this is my fault. I know that. So first off. You will never, ever be like your father. It’s ok to yell sometimes Ilya. You deserve to yell at me if you want. You can if you need to.”
Ilya shook his head and said very softly, “I never want to yell at you. Even when I was angry, I think I just wanted to yell. Not really at you. Just yell.”
Nodding, Shane kept going, “Also, the things you say in bed, most of them I did understand, but also, most of them, honestly Ilya, I can’t even think straight when you’re touching me, so sometimes not a lot sinks in. But none of it has ever been embarrassing. I promise.”
He knew he was blushing, but said it anyway.
“I love when you talk to me in Russian in bed. It turns me on so much.”
Shane thought hard about his next words, not wanting to get them wrong. He could understand better than he could speak, but he wasn’t bad.
“Ilya, I will speak to you in Russian all day, every day if you want. I don’t speak as well as I understand. I’m sorry I lied. I promise to spend every day making it up to you. Whatever you want, Zhizn moya”
Ilya’s breath caught and he wrapped his arms around Shane and held him so tight he thought he might break him. When he finally pulled back, he smiled, his eyes wet.
“Kotik. Solnyshko. Zhizn moya. You are all of these things Shane. I never want to be mad at each other like this again. Please.” Something deep inside was roaring at him, warning him, telling him that his secret was so much worse than Shane’s. He shoved it inside his little box, determined to not think about it.
Shane slowly stood and pulled him up. “Can we go back to bed now, I think I need to… rest.”
A wicked smile tugged on Ilya’s lips. “Yes kotik,” He walked towards the bedroom, tossing out over his shoulder. “I did hear that you had a new boyfriend last night. He must have kept you busy to be so tired. I will have to try hard to keep up.”
Shane groaned, “Ilya, no. Stop.”
Ilya turned and stuck his tongue out at him. “Make me.”
Stripping his clothes as he came into the room, he lay back on the bed so he could watch Shane disrobe. He would never admit it to anyone, especially Shane, but the way he folded all of his clothes as he took them off, taking care to keep everything neat, was one of his favorite things to watch.
He smiled as Shane kept his eyes on him while he folded the clothes, setting them neatly on the dresser. When he was done, he walked to the edge of the bed and stood for a moment staring at Ilya as if he wanted to devour him. When he reached down to wrap his fingers around his cock and stroke himself, Ilya groaned, unable to look away from that movement. He flicked his eyes up, expecting to see a half shy look on Shane, like he often had if he did something to get Ilya’s attention. But this was not that. This was something else. Ilya’s mouth opened as he watched Shane crawl onto the bed and between Ilya’s legs, his eyes never leaving Ilya’s as he leaned over and his warm mouth closed over just the tip of Ilya, teasing and toying, licking at his slit until he was hard.
Pulling off, he moved again, licking the spit off his lips as he put a leg on either side of Ilay and was soon straddling him, his ass tantalizing close to Ilya’s hardness. Leaning over, he kissed a spot on Ilya’s stomach, then licked the same spot. He moved just to the side and did it again. And again. Panting was soon the only noise in the room as Ilya’s mouth opened and he bit back a groan as Shane’s mouth just kept moving. Slowly up his torso. He finally realized that the other man was kissing every mole he could find on his way up. When he reached Ilya’s nipples, he worshipped each one slowly, licking, nibbling, pinching. Ilya’s back was arching off the bed with almost every touch at this point, feeling Shane’s cock against his stomach every time he did.
He reached up finally, to pull Shane’s head to him so he could kiss him and was surprised when Shane sat up straight out of reach.
“Kotik, please. Come here.”
He watched as Shane shook his head slowly before reaching out and grabbing Ilya’s hands and pinning them to the bed while he leaned over and slowly started his kissing and licking all over Ilya’s neck.
“Shane, please, what are you doing, I want to touch you.”
 Shane leaned up and had a glint in his eyes as he watched Ilya’s face.
“Not yet. Let me, please.”
Ilya groaned again, but nodded, his chest heaving. He watched as Shane crawled off of him, while his hips jerked up involuntarily trying to keep his cock in contact with any part of Shane’s body. 
“Kotik, please.”
Shane shook his head, “Not yet.” He leaned over Ilya, letting his chest rub against the tips of Ilya’s hardness while he rummaged in the drawer to find the lube. Pulling back, he arranged himself on the bed so that his head was towards Ilya’s feet. Ilya watched him as he then shook his head and leaned up, grabbing two pillows and propping them behind him. Now he was leaning up so he could see Ilya’s face. He bent his knees and pulled them up closer to him, and Ilya could see all of him. He was so exposed for Ilya, his cock straining up against his stomach as he touched himself again, stroking slowly. His beautiful ass, the hole Ilya wanted to lick and touch so bad, just there, taunting him.
Ilya licked his lips and started to speak, but he watched as Shane slowly shook his head, “Not yet.” 
“Kotik you are killing me.”
Shane smiled at him and grabbed the bottle of lube, clicking the cap open and letting some out onto his fingers. He warmed it for a second, never looking away from Ilya’s face. His eyes wide and mouth open, he watched as Shane brought his hand between his legs, one of his fingers circling himself, teasing, touching, everything that Ilya wanted to do, before finally sliding inside himself, a gasp coming from Shane’s lips.
Ilya started to sit up, but Shane stretched a foot out and put it on his chest. “Zhizn moya, no. Stay.”
Ilya’s eyes narrowed as he watched Shane push that finger in farther, slowly starting to move it in an out, as his tongue flicked out to lick his lips. He watched as Shane added another finger, slowly pushing in and letting out a moan as his head went back, and his back arched up the deeper his fingers went.
“Shane, absolutely not. That is my job, I want,”
Shane’s head came up and he slowly shook it, “Not tonight. I want to show off for you. Only you.” He pushed his foot harder against Ilya’s chest to keep him down.
Ilya could only watch in disbelief as Shane’s fingers started moving inside himself. He could see them scissoring and stretching that beautiful opening, see it clench around them as he occasionally curled them just right to slide across that spot that made him make obscene noises each time.
Staring at Ilya’s eyes, Shane pulled his fingers out and added a little more lube, “One more?”
Ilya shook his head, “No, please kotik, I want to touch you.”
He watched as Shane ignored him and slowly pushed all three fingers inside, curling them immediately as his ass pressed against his own hand, hitting that spot and making him arch so far that his ass actually came off the bed and up into the air for a moment.
Ilya growled, “Shane!” He felt that foot press even harder and he brought his hands up to grab Shane’s calf, getting him a warning glance from Shane.
He was forced to watch as Shane fucked himself, his hand moving faster, until his face was flushed and his mouth was making those little mewling noises that Ilya loved.
Shane grabbed the bottle of lube and tossed it on Ilya’s chest near where his foot was resting on him. 
“Can you stroke yourself for me.” 
Ilya grabbed the bottle and gratefully poured some on his hand, slicking himself and making long slow strokes as he watched Shane’s hole clench around his fingers.
“Shane, please, kotik, I need you, I need to feel you, please kotik, stop playing. I want to fill you up, come be my good boy, please, Shane? I need to be inside you, right now.”
Shane’s eyes were starting to go and Ilya realized it and moved Shane’s foot off his chest, reaching for him, but Shane actually swatted his hand away.
“No.”
“Oh my god Shane, please, let me fuck you. I haven’t felt you in so long, I want to fill you up.”
Shane slowly pulled his fingers out and crawled up over Ilya, pushing his hands back against the bed again.
Too far gone to think of what words he wanted, he resorted back to English.
“I want to ride you Ilya.”
Ilya made a pitiful noise as he watched Shane reach out and stroke him while he positioned himself over Ilya’s cock, nudging the tip against his loosened hole.
“Please yes, Shane, do it, please, now.”
He watched as Shane braced a hand on his chest and slowly, ever so slowly lowered himself down, inch by excruciating inch. Ilya was trying so hard not to move, not to buck up into him. Ilya cried out when he felt him finally bottom out, his ass pushing against Ilya, his cock rubbing Ilya’s stomach as Shane leaned over to kiss him roughly, his tongue claiming him as they moaned against each other. 
Finally, he sat up and rolled his hips experimentally, testing how Ilya moved in him.
Ilya bit back a cry as he pushed his hips up, letting his hands grab Shane’s hips. Not moving yet, just holding. Finally Shane smiled a soft smile and begin to move. His hips went up, and Ilya’s pupils went impossibly wide as he watched his cock appear from Shane’s hole, and then get sucked back inside when Shane suddenly came back down. It took him a moment to find the rhythm he wanted, but finally, his hips rolling with each movement up and down, Ilya’s hands started to help as both of them were filling the room with moans and soft exclamations.
“Fuuuck Shane, that’s it, fuck you’re so good at this, ride me kotik, please please, you’re taking it all, all of me, you’re so fucking perfect.”
Shane for his part was in heaven, the feeling of coming up off Ilya’s cock and then slowly sliding back down, his walls clenching around Ilya, feeling stretched and impossibly full. He knew he was getting close and he finally allowed his smile to come out as he met Ilya’s eyes. He stroked himself once, but immediately stopped before he nearly came from the one touch. Leaning down over Ilya, his hips never stopping, Ilya’s cock plunging into him over and over. Ilya felt him kiss his lips gently, then his mouth came to Ilya’s ear. With a very self satisfied voice, he heard his kotik whisper to him, his voice raspy and breathless,
“Now who was begging for who.”
Ilya’s mouth fell open, a roar coming out of him as he nearly came right then. Biting his lip as hard as he could, he braced a hand around Shane’s waist, holding him tight and flipped them over, managing, just barely, to stay inside of Shane’s tightness.
His lips curved up as Shane yelped. One of his hands gripped Shane’s thigh and pulled it up high so it was nearly over his shoulder, the other coming up to curve around Shane’s throat. Not squeezing, just firmly holding as he pounded into him.
Shane was whimpering wildly, “Fuck Ilya, you feel so good. So full. Gonna come, oh fuck, please.”
Ilya’s voice was trembling as he reached down between them to stroke Shane. He watched Shane’s face, waiting until he was almost there, and he whispered, “Kotik, you are mine. Only mine. Nobody else. Tell me who you belong to.”
“Fuuck yes, only yours. Just for you. M’yours, oh fuck, can I come please, just for you, please only you. Belong to you”
Ilya growled a yes and watched Shane’s face as he felt him spasm around his cock, felt his cock lurch in Ilya’s hand, his come spurt up all over both of them, hot, wet, impossibly thick. He kept pounding into Shane, no rhythm at all, just a primal need to claim. He felt Shane all around him, surrounding him with warm and wetness, clenching at him. As he started to tense and fall over that impossibly high wall he was on, he scooped up some of Shane’s come on his fingers and licked it off, holding it in his mouth, leaning over and kissing Shane, his tongue sharing, both of them swallowing greedily. Ilya exploded then, felt like he was falling as he filled Shane up with himself, feeling his own come pushing around him, trying to escape out that hole that was still milking him.
When both of them finally stopped, Ilya collapsed on top of Shane, nearly unable to breathe. He lay there, still inside, loving the feel of Shane around him while he was soft. He lay there recovering, his head full of thoughts and something else tugging in his chest. Something he wasn’t quite ready to examine yet. He smiled against Shane’s chest, as he remembered that whisper. He wished he had it recorded so he could hear it over and over again, “Now who was begging for who.” It was seared into his brain forever as he realized his kotik had set him up. Grinning, he finally slid his hips back, letting himself slide out of Shane, earning a beautiful whimper that he happily placed his mouth over and let him make the noise against him, kissing him, his tongue toying with Shane’s lower lip.
When he pulled back, he frowned slightly as he saw a streak of blood on Shane’s lip. He wiped it with his thumb and didn’t see anything. Finally realizing it was from him, he’d split his lip biting it to keep from coming at Shane’s proclamation. Feeling Shane’s steady breathing, he knew he was on the verge of falling asleep.
With a groan, he rolled off, kissing Shane’s hand as he reached for him. “Just a minute kotik.”
He cleaned himself in the bathroom, then brought a wet cloth to clean Shane. He gently washed him, taking care over his ass, which had come leaking out of it. Ilya wanted to lick it all up, but he knew Shane was nearly gone. He wiped him off, kissing the inside of his thigh as he did. After he took the cloth to the bathroom, he thought about trying to see if Shane wanted to get up so he could change the sheets for him, but at the peaceful look on his face, decided not to. He did pull him up gently though, so he wasn’t on the part of that bed that was damp from the two of them. He didn’t get them clothes either, just wanting to lay skin to skin and breath him in while he napped.
Curling around him, and pulling a blanket on top of them, he closed his eyes to listen to him, smiling against his neck. After a moment, Shane turned towards him, wrapping his arms around him, snuggling in tighter. A soft voice floated through the air to Ilya’s ears.
“I win.”
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  When Cliff arrived with dinner, he started to just walk in like he normally did, but suddenly had the clarity that maybe, just maybe, it would be better to knock. Ilya came to the door and rolled his eyes as he left it open while he walked off.
“Since when do you knock Marleau.”
“Since I didn’t want to be traumatized by seeing either of you naked on accident.”
Ilya plopped back down on the couch and promptly curled around Shane who was sitting with his feet up under him while they watched the Toronto/LA game. Shane had a ginger ale in front of him and he looked up and gave a little half wave.
“Hey Cliff.”
“Shane. Good to see you.”
Looking between the two of them, “Soooo, we’re all good now I take it?”
Ilya just flipped him off, while Shane grabbed at his hand to yank it down, answering,
“Yes. Just a.. Misunderstanding. My fault. I apologized.”
"Oh, was it apologizing when you took your finger and.."
Shane slapped a hand over Ilya's mouth and looked apologetically at Cliff.
Cliff nodded and set the bags he had down on the table, completely ignoring what he'd almost had to hear about.
“Right, a misunderstanding. So if I say ‘Was ist los’, we’re all good? You don’t know what that is right? I don’t want any more misunderstandings.’
Ilya’s glare was like a dagger going into Cliff. 
“Marleau stop. It is too soon to joke about. Besides, you don’t even know what you said.”
Shane smiled as he looked back to the tv, “Ich wusste nicht, dass Du Deutsch sprichst”
Ilya turned to look at him slowly, his eyes narrowed, Cliff on the other hand was looking delighted, clapping slowly and asking,
“Holy fuck Shane, how many languages do you know?”
Ilya stared from one to the other, “Are you two just making things up?”
Shane chuckled and shook his head. “He asked me what’s up. More or less. I just said, I didn’t know you spoke German.”
Ilya just looked at him, eyebrow arched. “So you speak German also. And Russian.”
He watched as Shane nodded slowly, before mumbling. “And French.”
Ilya sighed, “That is ridiculous Shane. Why?”
“Why French? Because I grew up in Canada? But also, maybe some Italian, a little Spanish, a little Japanese, and decent Arabic.”
Both the other men were just staring at him now, Ilya finally bursting out laughing.
“Of course you fucking do. Why not.” He pulled Shane tighter and kissed him.
“My beautiful, brilliant, multi-lingual kotik.”
Cliff was still staring, finally asking what he knew Ilya wanted to.
“Really Shane, why? It’s just a hobby?”
Shane didn’t look up, his mind working ahead, deciding what was acceptable.
“Job. I travel on and off and it helps to be able to talk to the locals sometimes.”
“You speak Arabic so you can talk to the locals?” Cliff looked at him oddly.
Shane shrugged, but smiled, “I haven’t actually needed that one yet. But if I ever do, I’ll be set.”
Cliff just shook his head and took out containers of Chinese, pointing at one. “Garlic stir fried tofu, if you’re still on about that healthy shit Shane. Otherwise, come eat the good shit.”
They ate, joked and watched LA absolutely kill Toronto.
Eating breakfast the next morning, that Cliff had once again brought up, Shane asked if Ilya was going to play the next weekend in Scott’s game. 
“He invited me, but I didn’t know if you were going or not. You don’t actually play that often right? Other than when you’re trying to kill him?
A wry grin on Ilya’s face, as he remarked, quite seriously, “If I wanted the old man dead, then he would be dead.”
Cliff started choking and Shane looked at him in alarm.
Waving him off and glaring at Ilya, he took a drink, finally catching his breath. “Sorry. Just went down the wrong way.”
Continuing as if nothing happened, “But no, I am not playing. Ahh, actually Cliff and I may be out of town this next weekend. I’m not sure yet, but it will be for a few days if we have to go. It may get pushed a week though.”
Shane glanced up at him, “Oh. Ok then. If you’re out of town, maybe I’ll go watch anyway. I kind of forget how much I liked watching games in person. I sorta avoided it for a long time. You actually have to go do some work like a normal person?”
Ilya nodded slowly, “Yes. Work. An annoying necessity sometimes.”
“Where you going? Have another gala type thing or just boring stuff?”
When no response came right away, Shane glanced up to see Ilya looking conflicted. Cliff actually answered before Ilya could.
“No, nothing like that. Just going to Boston to help Svetlana with some things.”
“I’m sure it will be good to see her again.” He kept his tone neutral. He knew that Ilya and Svetlana were close, but he’d never managed to actually ask how close. Wasn’t sure he wanted to know honestly. Not jealous not jealous not jealous
When Shane had moved to the couch and Ilya followed him, laying down with his head in Shane’s lap, Cliff made his excuses and left. Shane had told him he could stay, but Ilya piped up unhelpfully,
“If he stays kotik, how can I make you scream my name over and over?” Cliff was gone in an instant.
He had purred when Shane’s cheeks turned that beautiful shade of red he loved. But Ilya had spent the afternoon doing what he’d promised. He loved when Shane screamed his name.
Driving Shane home later Sunday evening, after protests that he could call a car, he shook his head when invited up.
“I will not leave if I come up, and you said you needed to check some things for work. Unfortunately I need to do the same.”
He walked Shane to the lobby and grabbed him around the waist, pulling him tight against him. They kissed for an indecently long time, both of them finally pulling back, not wanting to let go. Ilya growled and put voice to the thought, 
“I do not want to let you go Shane. I am afraid that I will wake up and this was dream and we are still mad at each other.”
Shane nodded, wrapping his arms around the taller man’s waist. “I’m so afraid of that. You know when I woke up yesterday morning, I didn’t really remember you bringing me home. I swear I will never drink that much again. But I thought, I honestly thought maybe I had died, and that you being wrapped around me was my version of heaven. Stupid I know.”
Ilya shook his head immediately. “Not stupid. If I die, I hope you are in my heaven Shane. Every day, wrapped around you.” not that you'll be going there
He groaned as Shane’s mouth was suddenly pressed against his again, tongue teasing and wanting more. Finally, he pulled back and unentangled himself.
“Go. I will talk to you tomorrow.”
 

 
Shane went upstairs, a smile on his lips. He showered and walked into the bedroom to find something to wear. Opening the top drawer, he pulled out Ilya’s sweatpants and tshirt that he’d worn home before. He had finally washed them, but he pulled them on anyway, before sinking into bed. It was early, but his body was sore from being used, they’d been in the bedroom more than not the whole weekend. His smile was ridiculously big as he tried to sleep.
He met Hayden downstairs the next morning, and immediately blushed when the first thing out of his friend's mouth was, “Wow, so you and Rozanov made up, I take it? You’ve got that freshly fucked look on your face.”
“Oh my god, fuck off Hayden. Go run. Or I’ll tell Jackie about the mouth on you and you’ll be paying extra into your curse jar.” 
A loud bark of laughter was his return answer. “It’s ok, you don’t have to admit it. So I talked to Scott this morning and Popov moved over the weekend. Just to another hotel, but it’s out of Brighton. His two friends came to visit, but no sign of mystery beard man.”
“Well that’s good right? He’s getting comfortable enough to venture out.”
“Hope so. You coming in today?”
Shane shook his head, “No, I have some reports to file, bureaucratic bullshit, but I’ll just do it from home.”
After Hayden left, his yoga and shower done, he settled in at his computer. He really did have a lot of reports to write up. Checking his secure email first though, he sat back and read the newest one, staring at it for a while and sighing. He shot off a short reply, and then sat back and waited. It didn’t take long. His phone rang about about 2 minutes later and he answered on the first ring.
“Hollander. Yeah, I saw. No. There’s fucking nothing here. The one lead we have is digging in and not moving, so it’s just a waiting game. Interesting. Where? Hmm. Yeah, it’s reliable? You think it’s our guy going? What the fuck? That’s kinda high profile isn’t it. Risky. Ok, yeah, just let me know when I need to go, I need to make arrangements.”
He clicked off and sat back in his chair, rubbing his eyes. Finally sighing, he started on the reports he needed.
Walking into the office the next morning, he walked into the briefing room where Scott and Hayden were talking. Nodding at them, he sat on the edge of a table, waiting until they were done.
“Anything new?”
Scott shook his head. “Not really. Hayden told you he moved over the weekend? His friends from the airport have been coming and going. We put a tail on them the first time, but they both just scatter to separate hotels.”
“Ok. Well, I just want to let you know, I’ll be leaving town for a few days. Maybe a week, not sure.”
Scott watched him. “Oh yeah? Case related?”
Shane nodded and picked at his cuticle. “Some chatter. Not sure how serious it is, but gonna go poke around, keep an eye out.”
“Somewhere you can talk about or this is classified info.”
Shane shrugged, “It’s not labeled as such yet. It’s just chatter. If it progresses, who knows. Vienna. There’s a big meeting coming up and sounds like one of the people might have made some people in their home country angry. That’s about as far as I can go Scott.”
“I get it. Well be careful, we’ll keep an eye on everything here. Text you if anything changes. When you leaving?”
“Not sure. Maybe Wednesday, still checking on some things.”
He went home early, worked out, trying to get out his nervousness. He really didn’t want to go overseas right now. Not when he’d just fixed things with Ilya. It still felt new and tentative and he didn’t want to mess it up somehow. At least Ilya was probably going to be in Boston, so they’d both be busy.
He showered after his workout and frowned when he read the message telling him to go. They’d set up a flight for Wednesday morning, so he could be there by that night. Fuck. He needed to tell Ilya, the last thing he wanted was to just disappear and cause another problem from a misunderstanding.
He texted him, asking if he could stop by, maybe for dinner, just dinner, he knew Ilya was busy today. He got a reply almost immediately and couldn’t help the big smile he got.
Ilya:  Of course, anything for my kotik. I will be there at 6?
Ilya:  As much as I would like to stay and ravage you,
Ilya:  I cannot, so do not try to tempt me with your pasta shenanigans.
Ilya:  (I had to look that word up to be sure it was right.)
Shane laughed out loud as he read it.
He went into the room he used for yoga and got his suitcase out of the closet, taking it to his bedroom, and putting it next to the dresser. He went back and pulled out his gun case and set it on a side table in the living room. Looking through his clothes, he started a load of laundry before going back to work on his reports more.
 

 
Ilya got up Monday morning, feeling extremely light. Much lighter than he had all the previous week. He knew why of course, but it still made him smile.
Cliff was up early as they went through checklists and went through what they still needed. Cliff sat back at one point, watching Ilya work on his laptop.
“You’ve pushed this one through really fast. I think everything is nearly done. You sure everything will be ready there?”
“Hope so. If not, will have to deal with it there.”
“Sooo, when?”
“This weekend, I want it done. Meeting is this weekend, lots of extra people around. Confusion. Thursday, we will go”
Cliff nodded and then watched him, choosing his words carefully.
“So.. you know that you kinda froze yesterday when Shane asked where we were going.”
A curt, “I know.” is all he got back in response.
“Is there a problem I should know about?”
Ilya sighed and turned to look at him. “Yes. I did not want to lie. I just spent a week without him because of a lie, I did not want to add another to the pile.”
“Ilya,”
“I know Marleau. Lie. I have to lie to him. I just couldn’t yet, it was too close still. But I will be fine. Lying is my whole fucking life. The one thing I can do. Well. Besides the other.”
“I’m sorry. You knew it would be this way though.”
“Yes, what am I supposed to say? Sorry I was so mad you didn’t tell me you spoke Russian. By the way, my biggest secret is that I kill people. That would be fun wouldn’t it. It won’t happen again.”
Cliff just nodded. “Ok, what do you need me to do?”
“Make sure transportation is ready there. Saturday night I think.”
“You got it.”
They worked on their own, Ilya glancing at his phone once and sending a text.
When he got up to leave, he told Cliff he would be out for an hour or two, just got a look.
“Just dinner Marleau. I told him I couldn’t stay.”
“I didn’t say anything boss.”
“Hmmm, if you say so. I could hear your brain Marleau.”
He walked into Shane’s, immediately getting a greeting kiss before he could even get his shoes off. After a long moment of his tongue teasing Shane, Ilya wrapped his hand in the hair at the back of Shane’s head. Slowly pulling back, he forced Shane’s head backwards until his neck was bare for Ilya. He heard him whimper and smiled against his neck, sucking and biting gently, until he realized he was the one who had to leave, which would not be happening if he didn’t stop.
Letting go, he kissed Shane’s nose and leaned over to take his shoes off. Following Shane into the living room, where Shane had put out a spread of Ilya’s favorite Thai food.
“Mmm, spoiling me I see.”
“Always. From now on, but next time, I do expect to be ravaged.”
Ilya grinned at him. “Whatever you need kotik.”
They sat on the floor, eating off the coffee table, cozy and close to each other. He took a bite of noodles, when his gaze went across the table near the door. A small hard case was sitting open on it. He knew what it was, though he didn’t use one. Much easier for government officials to travel with guns than for him.
Nodding at it as he took a drink of Coke, “Going somewhere?”
Shane sighed and ran a hand through his hair.
“Yeah. Is kind of why I wanted you to come over. Well that’s not true. I’d have you over every night if we could.”
“Why Shane Hollander, did you just ask me to move in with you?”
Shane snorted and nudged his knee against Ilya’s. “Like either of us could do that right now even if we wanted to. I think we’re both on the move too much for that.”
“Yes. Is sad, but true. So where are you off to?”
Shane looked like he was having an internal debate with himself.
“Is ok kotik, if you don’t want to tell me.”
“No, it’s not that. Vienna. I’m going to Vienna.”
Ilya took another bite, making sure to keep his eyes on Shane as he nodded, chewing slowly before answering,
“Wow, Vienna. It’s a beautiful city. For work? You have to consult there?” of course it’s for work, what else would it be
Shane stared at him for a long time before making a decision. One that could probably get him fired.
“Ilya, I don’t want to lie to you. I’m supposed to. You don’t work for my government, you don’t have any sort of clearance, so I’m supposed to tell you, No, it’s not for work, I’m just going to visit. For some ridiculous made up reason. I don’t want to do that though.”
Ilya nodded slowly, “I’m sorry kotik. I didn’t know. I will not ask questions again. I do not want you in trouble, you know this.” 
“I don’t want to do this. I don’t know how to do this, Ilya. I’m not going to lie to you, but I can’t give you details either ok? It is for work, and yes it’s sort of what I do with Scott and Hayden.”
Ilya smiled at him, “Ok. I will try not to ask. Is ok. One question though. Not really about you going there.” He nodded at the gun case, “You are good shot?”
Shane smiled. “I’m ok. Not the worst. I have to re-certify every year, so I can’t get too rusty, but I’m certainly not winning any competitions. I’m more a behind the scenes kind of guy.”
“So now I know never to get in a shoot out with you. You will shoot me dead.”
He received a grin and a quick kiss as Shane shook his head.
“I doubt that. You’re the one walking around with a conceal permit. I should be asking you. Are you a good shot?”
Ilya let a little cocky grin come out. “I am the best.”
“Of course you are, just have to be the best at everything don’t you.”
“Yes.”
“You’re such an asshole.”
Ilya just smirked at him and took an overly large bite of noodles, just to annoy him.  
It didn’t even work though as Shane just smiled at him fondly.
“Cliff and I go to Boston on Thursday, I think we will be back Monday.”
“You will be gone longer?”
Shane just shook his head. “I don’t know. I’m leaving Wednesday early. I probably won’t be back until at least Monday, but maybe later. I’ll let you know though, I promise.”
“Ok.”
They finished eating and cleaned up, Ilya going to brush his teeth after since he’d had a lot of garlic. Shane followed and did the same.
“You are making me toothbrush fiend Shane. You do not have to though, I do not mind anything you taste like.”
“Ilya, that’s gross.”
“No, it is not. You are very yummy.” As if to prove it, he managed to lean over and lick Shane’s cheek before the other man realized what he was about to do.
“See. Gross, Ilya.”
They lay on the couch for awhile, just making out, heavy kissing and petting until finally Ilya groaned. “I should go, or I will not.”
Shane let him up reluctantly, walking him to the door.
“So, I guess I won’t see you for a few days.”
“It’s not forever. I believe that is what you told me about dinner one time.”
“Shut up. I don’t like it, I feel like we just fixed things and now we both have to go away.”
Ilya put his hand on Shane’s chin and tipped his face up, kissing him slowly and gently.
“It is only a few days. It is not like last time. I will text you, you will text me. Maybe call if we have time. Then we will be back and I can make you mine again.”
A blush pinked Shane’s cheeks.
“Not fair kotik, no blushing. I have to go. Be good. Go consult, catch bad guy with brain.” but please don’t 
Shane nodded, “Goodbye Zhizn moya.”
 

 
Shane stepped out of the plane Wednesday evening and was out of the airport quickly. Perk of the ID he had, customs weren't much of a problem, even with his firearm. He took a cab to his hotel, which was only 5 minutes from the Embassy building. He dropped his things and went for a walk, just watching, filing details away, looking at doorways, people, just letting his eyes run over everything. Before he walked back to the hotel, he snapped a selfie of himself outside a charming busy cafe.
Eventually he’d had enough and went back to the hotel, ordering dinner before showering and falling into bed exhausted. He texted the picture to Ilya, telling him he wished Ilya were here.
Up early the next morning, he continued his exploration of the city around the Embassy building. He had a meeting at 2pm, but until then he was free to wander. He noted the streets leading away from the building, counted doors, watched the guards change at the fence gate, times the patrols they made around the perimeter. 
He was prompt for his appointment, spending what seemed an excessive amount of time to get checked in, ID’s checked, gun locked in a safe, before he was finally escorted in.
He was left in what looked like a small library, offered coffee, which he declined. It wasn’t long until he was ushered into a more private office space where a tall man with dark hair waited for him. Shane shook his hand and nodded at him.
“Ambassador Ivanov, my name is Shane Hollander. I’m with a special JSOC group, you should have been briefed?”
The man nodded and spoke English with a heavy accent. “I have been expecting you. Please sit.”
Shane took a seat on a small couch. “Sir, I can speak Russian passably and German well if you are more comfortable that way?”
The man didn’t respond, but when he did speak again, it was in quick bursts of Russian, which Shane actually had to strain to listen to when he spoke as quickly as he did.”
“I’ve been briefed, but I don’t really understand why you’re here. I’ve had no credible threats in the last months, and I have an excessive amount of security here.”
“Yes sir, but we’ve been picking up credible reports that you’ve been placed on a list. One that puts you in danger. You’ve been a bit outspoken recently about things you were unhappy with in Russia is that correct?”
The man sighed and stared at Shane for a long moment, his eyes unreadable. Finally he nodded, “It is my job to facilitate diplomatic relations between Austria and Russia. Among other things. But things in Russia have been. Unstable lately. It is hard to keep both sides happy this way, someone always doesn’t like something. But I do not think I have done or said anything egregiously wrong.”
Shane nodded, “Well maybe not, but our intel is usually reliable. Are you willing to risk your life on it, Sir?”
The man said nothing, looking distinctly uncomfortable. Shane sighed and tried again,
“I understand there’s an event here on Saturday evening? You’re expecting a large contingent of people from Russia”
“Yes, that is correct. There will be a performance by the Vienna Philharmonic after a special state dinner. Then an invitation only ball.”
“Would you mind if myself and another member of my team were here? Just to keep an eye on things? We can work with your existing security. If our intel turns out to be wrong, all the better. We’ll be out of the way by next week.”
The man was looking at Shane with that unreadable expression again. He finally nodded, “I think you will not find what you are looking for, but you may work with my security. I will have someone take you to them, so details can be worked out. I think there is nothing to worry about though.”
Shane stood and shook his hand. “Thank you Ambassador, with the US diplomatic conference coming up in a few months, we just want to make sure you’re safe.”
“Of course. Thank you Mr. Hollander.”
Shane was escorted to another office where he sat and began making plans with the Ambassador’s head of security, James, who was taking the threat much more serious than the Ambassador was.
 

 
Ilya walked into the penthouse and flopped onto the couch. He stared at the wall for what seemed like forever, before finally texting Cliff to come up. The other man strolled through the door 10 minutes later and grabbed a beer before sitting down.
“That’s a mighty serious look boss.”
“I saw Shane tonight.”
“Oh for fucks sake, did you guys break up again. I cannot do this shit.”
Ilya smiled, but it didn’t reach his eyes. He shook his head. “We did not. We had a lovely dinner and an even better petting session on the couch.”
“STOP”
Ilya snorted. “You’re so easy Marleau.”
“So what’s the problem then, sounds nice.”
“The problem is that he is going out of town also. On Wednesday.”
“Okkk?” Cliff sounded confused. “That’s great, then there’s no problem with us being gone. You’ll both be busy.”
Ilya nodded, his eyes going to Cliff’s. “We will. We will also both be in Vienna.”
Cliff just stared.
“Oh, I’ve finally left you speechless, I will have to remember how I did this, could come in handy Marleau.”
“What the fuck do you mean he’ll be in Vienna.”
“It is just what I said. He will be in Vienna. Working. With a gun along.”
“Oh my god. How did you manage to hook up with the one guy in the whole fucking world that is a thorn in our side?”
“I am just very special Marleau. Good luck follows me.”
Cliff shook his head, “Well we need to postpone. Wait for him to leave.”
Ilya shook his head. “I cannot. Everything is already set. I have to do, get Sergeev off my ass for a while.”
“Is not a problem. I love my kotik, but I have been doing this a long time. I am better than him.”
Cliff let out a loud laugh. “Rozanov, are you turning this into a game? You’re crazy.”
A shrug came his way, “Is not a game. But if it were, I would not lose. We will have to be careful moving around city though. Would be bad if we accidentally ran into each other.”
Cliff took a deep breath. “Ok. You know, we could sell this to Hollywood, would be a great movie.”
“Shut up Marleau. I do not mean to make it a joke. Is very serious and I have worries. But it changes nothing. It has to be done, so we will be better. We have to be.”
Wednesday afternoon, he got a text from Shane. A selfie in front of a cafe. Calculating the time in his head, it was around 9pm for Shane. He started to call, but knew he was probably tired after the long flight, and just texted back instead.
‘That looks charming kotik, maybe someday we can go together.’
Looking closer at the cafe behind Shane, he smiled, knowing exactly where it was. He wondered if it was close to Shane’s hotel. It would be helpful if he knew what area to stay away from.
Thursday, he and Cliff got on a plane, both using forged documents. They stepped off the plane that evening and made their way towards the Embassy. Ilya had made reservations at a run down hotel a little farther from the Embassy than he normally would. But he wanted to take no chance of running into Shane by accident and assumed he would be staying close. Cliff stayed at the hotel, while Ilya made his way to the same shop he’d gone to last time, trading another stack of cash, a larger one this time, for a nicer pistol with a suppressor that would work with it.
He made another stop on the way back to the hotel and picked up a package that had been left for him there. Looking through it to be sure, he nodded to himself and smiled. He didn’t like doing what he did, but he can’t deny the rush it gave him sometimes when he was in the planning stage.
They had dinner at the hotel, staying in. Ilya would normally have gone out, had a nice dinner, exactly one drink and enjoyed the city. But not this time. They went to bed early, knowing they had things to do on the next day before the party on Saturday.
They went their separate ways Saturday morning, Cliff with strict instructions to watch for Shane. Ilya didn’t think they’d be running in the same circles, but they couldn’t risk it. In fact, he’d bet Shane was at the embassy, working with their security. He didn’t really know what Shane’s job was for sure, but he’d showed up at the bakery with a gun and taken charge when he had to. He’d also brought a gun with him to a foreign country. He was not just a consultant as he liked to tell Ilya.
He picked up the other packages that were ready for him, checking each one to be sure it was what he wanted. When he and Cliff met back at the hotel, he snapped a picture of them, making sure there was nothing identifiable in the background. He sent it to Shane with a kiss emoji, 
Ilya: Cliff says hi
He got a reply about 30 minutes later. 
Freckles: It’s not Cliff that I want a kiss from. Miss you.
Ilya: Miss you too kotik. 
They ate dinner in again, Cliff getting more nervous while Ilya settled down into what he thought of as his ‘working persona’. Nothing really got to him in this mood. He was calm, he knew what he was doing and he knew how to do it.
He slept fine, though he knew Cliff was tossing and turning.
Saturday came around and they really had nothing to do. They went for a walk, Ilya knowing there was no way Shane wasn’t at the Embassy with the party tonight.
The dinner was first, then the orchestra performance, then the ball. They should be gone just after the ball started.
Ilya checked through the black backpack to be sure he hadn’t forgotten anything. He patted his pocket to feel for the small bag he had put there earlier. He put on his black beanie that covered his distinctive curls, and his custom black gloves that fit like a second skin.
He nodded at Cliff. You have everything? We’re not coming back here unless something goes wrong. And if something goes horribly wrong and I’m not out by the time we agreed, you know how to get out?
“I’m not leaving you Rozanov.”
“You most certainly will if I am not out when your timer goes off. If you stay here and they catch you, you’ll not get sent home for a trial. That’s not what happens here. That building is full of Russians. Not nice ones.”
Cliff sighed and nodded. “Fine. Gone if the timer hits zero.”
“Good. And you know where to get rid of the package?”
Cliff nodded again.
“Then let’s play.”
“Ilya stop.”
“Marleau, if I can’t have some fun doing it, then I’d have been dead a long time ago.”
“Yeah, but now you’re pitting yourself against your boyfriend. I don’t see that going well.”
Ilya’s eyes narrowed at the term, but just nodded. “It will go well. For me. Let’s go.”
They walked together until the Embassy was in sight, Ilya going one way, Cliff the other. Ilya walked along the far side of the street until he reached the cross street, making sure to keep his face turned away from the building at all times. When he reached the cross street, he turned down the side, glancing up to see that the next two street lamps were out. A small smile touched his lips.
About three quarters down the side of the building, he sat on a bench in the now darkened street, listening to the sounds of people coming and going from the front of the building. He looked at his watch, the one he only wore for jobs and watched the time carefully. He looked up to see one of the guards patrolling past him inside the fence, and he hit the timer on his watch. Unless something had gone horribly wrong, it should have started the timer on an app on Cliff’s phone as well. 
He waited until the guard pathed back again, checking the timer and nodding. Just when he should. Very impressive. He stood and walked further into the darkness, crossing the street and blending in. He waited for the guard to pass one more time, before he moved, smiling to himself as he heard the orchestra playing.
 

 
Shane was nervous. He’d made plans with the head of security, he’d talked to the other member of his team, Alex, who was here. There’d been two different potential victims they’d narrowed in on, but Shane was sure it was the Ambassador. And if something were to happen anytime soon, it would be tonight. It had to be, there was no other good opportunity. He could hear Alex on the earpiece he had in.
“It’s all quiet. Dinner is over, they’re moving into the hall for the orchestra.”
Shane didn’t answer, didn’t need to. He just waited. This was their first chance to get ahead of him. Usually they were chasing after he was finished, but this was an opportunity. If they got lucky, this could all be over. He didn’t expect it to be that easy, but he could hope right? About 20 minutes into the orchestra, the Ambassador’s security chimed in from the earpiece.
‘The Ambassador is going to his suite to change clothes, he spilled wine and says he cannot attend the ball with a wine stain on his chest.’
Shane sighed. “Stay right with him, the whole time.” Shane started off down the hall, walking slowly, just watching, looking into empty rooms as he passed. Checking in with Alex, he murmured softly, 
‘Maybe I was wrong Alex, maybe it wasn’t him. Or maybe it’s not tonight. We could have gotten the wrong intel.’
He headed up the stairs, still watching. He saw people come and go from the hall, using the restroom, grabbing champagne from the bar. Nothing struck him as out of place. He’d gone through a binder with the entire guest list earlier and while he didn’t remember every one, there were 250 people, he remembered a lot.
Walking past the upstairs library, he glanced in and frowned. He stood at the door for a moment, looking, thinking. He walked in slowly, looking around the room. Nothing seemed out of place. He walked to the window and looked out, saw nothing, but noticed a streetlight on that side was out on the far side of the street.
“James, are you with the Ambassador still? All is good?”
“Affirmative, he’s changing.”
He stared back out at the streetlight for a moment before leaving the room and continuing. He could hear the orchestra music stop and heard the faint applause drifting up the stairs. 
Alex’s voice came to him. “The guests are moving into the ballroom.”
Shane continued his walk through the upper floor, seeing no movement, no sound other than what drifted up from downstairs. He heard music start up and glanced at his watch. It had been more than fifteen minutes since the Ambassador had left to go change. How long did it take to change a suit? His own security was with him, so surely it was fine. 5 more minutes and he’d be knocking on the door to check though. He continued walking, unsure why he was uneasy. He clearly had gotten the info wrong. Although there was still plenty of time. He was just feeling out of sorts. He wanted eyes on the Ambassador. He looked at his watch again. He still had 1 minute on his self imposed timer, but it was close enough. It’d been 12 minutes since he last spoke to James. Shane could change a suit in 12 minutes, surely he was done.
“James, is the Ambassador still changing?”
Shane waited. The uneasiness turned into a rock that was slowly sinking into the middle of his stomach.
“James, check in please.” He was moving already, going up the next flight of stairs, where the residence rooms were.
“Alex send someone to the Ambassador’s suite, James is not answering me. Send them now.”
 Shane broke into a run, drawing his gun as he hit the top of the stairs and headed to the right to the far end of the hall. The Ambassador’s double doors were closed and James was nowhere to be seen. Shane knocked once, “James? Ambassador Ivanov? I’m coming in.”
He saw several of the Embassy security coming towards him from the stairs. He tried the door and it was locked. Not wanting to wait for a key, he backed up and took a breath and he raised his leg and aimed right below the lock. He slammed his foot into the door with a massive straight leg kick, gratified to see the side without the lock splinter around the lock and push open.
He didn’t even have to go in. He could see. A harsh exhale of breath left him as he cleared the room anyway. Security ran up behind him, but he put a hand out, holding them back.
“2 of you with me, the rest stay out here. Call your your local police and the Bundespolizei. Now.”
He took 2 steps into the room and saw a body to the left. James. Head of security. He didn’t see a wound though. Two other security came in and he motioned them to stay to the edges as they cleared the room. When they nodded, he knelt and checked James, finding a pulse.
“He’s just knocked out.”
He put his gun back in the holster and stared at the floor in front of the closet. There was a relatively large amount of blood on the floor. He stared at it, looking at the spray of droplets. Looking up at the door, he could see blood spray on the door as well. There was a large puddle right in front, the spray going out from it. Almost as if someone had been standing there and been shot from behind, the blood shooting out onto the door and surrounding carpet. Looking closer, he could see a bloody handprint right next to the puddle. Standing well behind the blood, he dropped to his knees and splayed his hand out to hold him. Biting his lip he compared the angle where the handprint was and thought it looked about right.
“FUCK”
“Shane, we have a problem.”
“Yeah no shit Alex, the problem is the fucking Ambassador is probably dead, but there’s no fucking body. What problem do you have?”
“The patrol found a guard outside near the fence unconscious.”
“Fuck me. Better and better.”
He started to stand and then his gaze found it. Just to his right, about where it would be if the shooter had been standing right where he was. A single shell casing. He stared at it a long time.
Pointing it out to one of the security, "make sure no one touches that until your police get here."
Looking around, he saw the balcony doors were closed and looked like the latch was on, so not that way. Talking to himself,
“How did you get in?”
He knew there was no way someone came up the stairs. He’d been in sight of them all night.
He walked around the edge of the room, until he reached the bathroom. Walking in, he saw nothing. No blood, nothing out of place. He walked to what he assumed was a closet and pulled his gun again, throwing the door open and aiming, just in case. There was nothing. But it wasn’t a closet either.
“Hey,” he motioned one of the security guards. “What the fuck is this?”
“Emergency exit. Goes to the ground floor.”
Shane stared at the dark stairway that went down. “FUCK. Why the fuck didn’t someone tell me about this when we walked the house? Oh my god.”
“Nobody uses it Sir, only the Ambassador and security even know about it. It’s locked from in here, nobody could have come in that way without breaking it.”
“Well clearly not. Oh my fucking fuck.”
“Shane, you need to come outside where the guard was found.”
“Sure why the hell not, what else could go wrong.”
He sighed and walked out, heading downstairs to where Alex told him to go.
He could see it before he even got there. He saw someone tending to the guard, who appeared to be coming around. But along the top of the fence, over the barbed wire lay a blanket. Looked like a generic hotel blanket that was probably in 1000 rooms around the city. And on the other side of the fence, a pile of wood was stacked neatly. Barely even visible in the grass.
“Why are there no lights on this part of the fence?” His gaze swung out to the street and he nearly growled. Of course. This was the section of street he’d looked out the window at. There were two lights out, leaving a large swatch of the street and fence in darkness. He looked up and down the street, they were the only two that were out.
He walked to the fence and knew that he wouldn’t have been able to get up and pull himself over. He tried to measure the height of the pile of wood, and wasn’t sure if that would help him. He’d probably need another couple of inches.
“Oh my god Alex, I’m so getting fired for this. I let him die while I was in the fucking building.”
“Maybe he’s not dead, you said there was no body.”
“No, but there was plenty of blood and the physical evidence all matches to someone standing in front of the closet being shot, and dropping to the floor. Make sure when police get here, they check those stairs down to see if there’s any blood on them. Someone had to carry that body out, it had to be dripping Unless it was wrapped in something.”
Fuck fuck fuck fuck. He just wanted to go home and sleep. 
Turning, he walked back towards the house, leaving the other security with the guard they were helping up. Shane would ask if he saw anything, but he already knew the answer. He’d leave it to the actual police.
 

 
Ilya was smiling as he approached Cliff near the Vienna Main Station, which was where Cliff was to leave from if Ilya hadn’t shown up.
He grinned at the relief in Cliff’s eyes when he saw Ilya. He didn’t always let Cliff help this much, but for this one, he needed it.
Clapping him on the back, he asked, “Were you worried about me Marleau?”
“No. Did everything go ok?”
“Yes, it was perfect. All is done.” He handed Cliff the backpack. As they passed a trashcan, he pulled the now empty small bag from his pocket and dropped it in. The next trash can received the suppressor. The gun was gone already, into the river like its predecessor.
“Let’s go home, Marleau.”
They were on the last flight that left at 11:55pm.
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  Ilya and Cliff walked into Ilya’s apartment the next day, Ilya tossing the backpack on the floor by the TV before grabbing a Coke from the fridge. He immediately got on his laptop and began typing.
Cliff was on the couch looking half asleep.
“I don’t know how you sleep on the plane that way boss.”
He got a half smile in return, “In Russia military, they teach you very fast that you better learn how to sleep wherever you can. Even if for just 10 minutes. They make you go days sometimes without sleep so that they can see how you function without.”
“That’s fucked up. You grew up in a fucked up situation.”
Ilya's voice was very soft as he continued looking at the laptop, “You have no idea.”
Cliff was clearly in a contemplative mood, since he continued.
“They teach you all the other stuff too? Not the killing, I get that. But you know, you seem to have some odd knowledge of other things also.”
He got no response as Ilya checked his phone and then typed something into the computer before finally looking up again.
“Marleau, my experience in Russia is not just normal military. I went to an exclusive program that not many do. They teach many things. How to kill is the easiest one of them. They teach surveillance, how to move without being seen, blood, guns, other weapons, how to lie under duress, how to cause duress. So many things. How to follow orders.”
He smirked, “perhaps that last one I did not learn so well.”
Cliff nodded but his face was serious as he thought about what Ilya had just said.
“No wonder you hated it there.”
“Yes. But just think, you would be working for some scumbag mafia boss if I hadn’t come along.”
That got a smile at least as Cliff shook his head.
“I suppose you want thanks for that. Ok, thank you oh supreme one. But you’re probably right, I’d most likely be dead by now. Samuel’s bodyguards had an odd habit of disappearing.”
He looked up suddenly. “Oh my god.”
“Marleau?”
“Are you going to kill me someday boss? ‘Cuz I know too much?”
Ilya’s head snapped towards him, his face serious. Until he saw the small hint of a smile on the other man’s face.
“Yes Marleau. I am. So you should be prepared. Last meal request? I will keep it in mind.”
“Pistachio ice cream”
“Fucking gross Marleau.”
“Yeah, I hate it. But now I know if you bring me some I’m about to die.”
“No no, I think I have to kill now for such disgusting violence against perfectly good ice cream.”
He worked on the computer more before finally looking back again, his face very serious.
“Marleau.”
“Hmmm?" Cliff was flipping through tv channels.
“I would not kill you. If something has gone so wrong that I am worried about you talking, then it means I am probably dead long before you would be. And if you ever wish to leave, then I will not stop you. I am not Samuel.”
Cliff laughed, “No, you’re much better looking than he was.” A more serious tone of voice followed, “and I know you’re not him. He was cruel. I’ve never seen you be that way.” Motioning at the laptop, “Everything good?”
“Yes, package was delivered, it’s good. Can you get me picture from backpack please.”
Cliff stood and went over where Ilya had thrown it. He rummaged for the folder, finally taking the camera out and setting it next to the tv. Finding the folder he wanted, he dropped the backpack and took the folder to Ilya. The other man rifled through it and handed the folder back,
“Safe please.”
Picking up the polaroid, he stared at it for a long moment, finally setting it down and snapping a picture of the picture. He emailed it to one of his accounts before deleting it off his phone again. Cliff walked over and picked it up, analyzing.
“Impressive. Once again.”
“Yes, I am.”
“Fuck you Rozanov.”
“No, that is only for Shane.”
“Oh my god. Do you need me or can I go sleep?”
Ilya laughed, “Go sleep. You will mess sleep schedule up though going now. I will check again tomorrow to make sure that no problems popped up.”
Cliff nodded and snatched the backpack off the floor, waving over his shoulder, stopping for a second.
“What do you think Shane’s doing now? You think he knows yet?”
Ilya thought back to the moment when he’d had the guard's earpiece for a moment before laying the man down on the floor and replacing it.
“He knows.”
Looking up to Cliff, ‘He is much more involved than a consultant. I looked up that word. Why would they send a consultant to Vienna before a crime had happened. Why was that even on their…” He lost the word he wanted. “It means they are listening, watching. Someone is anyway. Who then sent Shane there.”
“Oh my god Ilya. Are you famous? Or infamous I should say. Do you have, like, multiple countries working together to catch you? Are you like The Jackal?”
Ilya snorted, “Go to sleep Marleau, you are getting silly ideas in your head.”
Once the other man had left, he sat there thinking for a long time before finally standing to go put the picture in the safe. He then got back on the laptop and retrieved the copy he had emailed himself, shooting it off in another encrypted email to Sergeev with a message. ‘It is done. Leave me alone.’ He waited until he received the ‘read’ message back and then deleted the picture and the email account.
He looked at the time and mentally made the difference to Vienna. He picked up his phone, putting his index finger of his other hand on his lip and took a picture. He texted it to Shane, with the message, ‘Home early, all alone, so sad.’
He didn’t expect an answer anytime soon, so was surprised as he was standing to hear the notification. He opened it and smirked at the phone.
Freckles: Fuck you, not fair.
Ilya: Fair is not fun. Fair is boring.
Ilya: How is work.
Ilya: Nevermind, I forgot
Ilya: No questions.
Ilya: New question. How are you? Ok?
Freckles: No. Work is bad. I am bad. Tired.
Ilya: Mmm, I am sorry kotik.
Ilya: When you get home, I will hold you while you sleep.
Freckles: Ha! I think that is not what you want to do when I get home.
Ilya: What! I am offended. Sleep first then fuck.
Ilya: When will you be here for me to do these things
Freckles: I’m not sure. It may be a couple of days still. Things here are fucked.
Freckles: I fucked up.
Ilya: Never. I refuse to believe it.
Freckles: I gotta go, meeting. I’ll let you know when I’m coming home.
Ilya: Yes, please let me know when you are cumming.
Freckles: Ilya. I’m going into a meeting. I don’t want a fucking hard on.
Ilya: What? I just agreed with you. Go.
He put the phone down, biting his lip as he stood up and stretched, talking to the air.
“I’m sorry, that I made your day so bad.”
 

 
Shane’s day was in fact fucked. He’d gotten barely any sleep and now he was having to adjust his half hard cock. Just from a text. He was trying not to think of Ilya’s finger on his lip, he knew that would make it worse.
“Focus.”
He walked into the makeshift briefing room they’d set up in the Embassy. The room was a flurry of activity, it wasn’t every day a Russian dignitary was missing/presumed dead. The Russians were outraged that such a thing would happen and it was threatening to spill into an outright hostile situation. Shane’s position here was very tentative and on shaky ground at the moment, so he stayed at the edge of the room just listening.
When he walked out of the room 2 hours later, nothing was better. He went into the upstairs library where it was quiet and made a call.
“It’s Hollander. Yes sir. I know sir. Blood was tested, it’s definitely human, and blood type matches the Ambassador. They’ll do a report on the shell casing. I've asked them to send it to me in New York when it’s finished so I can compare. It’s the only evidence they’ve found in the room so far, just like with the Coste case. One casing. Yes, I know sir. No. No. It was odd. He didn’t seem surprised or worried at all. I tell him he’s on a kill list and he just stares at me. No. His head of security was knocked out in the room, he says he didn’t see anything. Went into the room to check on what was taking so long, saw the blood and then the next thing he remembers is waking up when we were there. They’re leaning on him a little, but I don’t see anything coming of it. They’re presuming he’s dead, as I am also. The missing body is becoming a big question in some of these cases. Like the polaroids. I think he’s just fucking with us. I think it’s a game to him. How much can he fuck with us, to throw us off. We haven't found any of the missing ones since that started. I don’t understand how not one has surfaced. No, the Russians don’t like me here. Yes sir. Oh yes. I absolutely think they would have ordered a hit on their own guy. It’s thrown this place into such chaos, they have to be thrilled. I think he was probably a perfect sacrifice. No, I don’t think I’m in danger per se, but they don’t want me here. Yes sir. Fine. I’ll let you know when I’m back in New York.”
He hung the phone up and leaned his body forward, letting his forehead rest on the wall like a child in time out. One two three four, in, hold, one two three four, out  When he had calmed down, he walked back to the briefing room to see if anything had changed. Nothing had. They were already talking about an emergency appointment for a new Ambassador. 
Shane turned to walk out, not noticing when a man on the other side of the room snapped a picture of him. A picture that was soon fired off with the note, “This is the American that is here. He nearly screwed things up, showing up ahead of time like he did. They call him Hollander. It’s a good thing your guy is worth the money.”
Shane checked in at the security office before he left, a new person in charge while James was being investigated. Getting agreements for what he needed, he was on his way out and free. His boss told him to get out of there, so he was listening. He went straight to the hotel, logging on his laptop and looking through flights, booking the first one he could, which was at 9pm that evening. He was tired and kept messing up the time math as he was trying to book a car to pick him up. 10 hour flight, Vienna was 5 hours later than New York. His brain was hurting, he gave up and figured he’d grab a cab when he got there instead. He packed his things and checked out, afraid that if he lay down for even a moment, he’d oversleep and miss his flight.
He went to the airport and was eating a horrible salad when the time popped up in his brain. 2am. He’d be there at 2am barring any delays. Maybe he could sleep on the plane, he felt like he was about to pass out. He spent the next hour with airport security, checking his firearm in with them and providing documentation. Finally he was on the plane, leaning his head back on the seat. He picked his phone up and took a quick selfie. About to text it, he looked at it and then grinned, deleting it. He took another one more carefully, looking at it and then cropping it the way he wanted. He sent it with a note and promptly leaned back and tried to sleep.
 

 
Ilya was yawning, but trying to stay awake so he could sleep at night. He picked up his phone and saw it was from Shane. Swiping it open, he smiled, delighted. It was a picture, a selfie, but it had been cropped and the only thing he could see was a slice of Shane’s face. Those beautiful dark eyes above that cute nose and cheeks. That was all. He growled. Freckles everywhere. He ran his fingers across them and finally realized the text came with words, not just freckles.
Freckles: Work was so bad I was cut loose.
Freckles: Home in middle of night.
Freckles: See you soon, let me know if you’re free this week 
He frowned at the first line, cut loose. He wasn’t sure what that meant in this context. He googled it and still wasn’t sure, did they fire Shane? He hoped that was not what it meant. He would ask later. He looked up at the clock.
“This week. You are so funny and cute.”
He’d been about to give up and go to sleep, but now he was determined to stay awake. He logged back on the computer and into his various security measures before checking his account. The money was there, along with a note, ‘Good job, fast too. I knew you still had it. I’ll be in touch’. Muttering under his breath, he quickly routed the money out to two separate accounts.
He then spent some time looking up flights, narrowing it down to two. He settled on the couch to watch tv for a while, finally getting up, grabbing the keys and leaving.
 

 
Shane did not get much sleep. He never had been able to sleep on planes. He settled for scrolling through his phone, not really looking at anything in particular. He checked the hockey scores, looked at his email, answering one. 
By the time he got off the plane he was dragging. He still had to go to security, get his weapon case cleared and released. He couldn’t stop yawning though and knew he had circles under his eyes. He hadn’t really slept much in the last 36 hours. An hour here and there. He hefted his carry on over his shoulder. Why was it so heavy. Fuck, he remembered he hadn’t ended up ordering a car. It was fine. It’s JFK, there were always cabs. He sighed as he turned towards the security office he needed. Someone headed the other way pushed a little too close as they walked by and his bag slid off his shoulder. He tossed a ‘sorry’ my bad’ over his shoulder and reached down to grab it. Another hand was there before his was and his head snapped up about to tell someone to leave his bag alone. 
He froze when his eyes met those dazzling blue/green ones, and he reached up to rub his tired ones, thinking he was seeing things.
“What.. why.. How are you here?”
Ilya looked as tired as he felt. His eyes were a little bloodshot, his skin a little paler than normal.
“You think I would let you take car from airport in middle of night if I can help it? I just look up flights after you sent me picture. Mean picture. I guess which ones you might be on.”
“How long have you been sitting here? Oh my god Ilya, you didn’t have to. I was going to take a cab.”
The vision before him just shrugged, “Not long. I will be your cab driver tonight. You look like you are about to pass out. You have checked luggage?”
Shane shook his head, “No, but I have to go to wait for security to clear my weapon.”
“Mmm, you do that then, I will wait here. No pictures with crazy Russian man who is bad for you.”
Shane smiled and just nodded, “Ok, I’ll be back soon I hope.”
It took him longer than he would have liked, and by the time he was finished, he walked back to where he’d left Ilya. He saw him in a chair, Shane’s bag on his lap, and his head leaning on it like a pillow. His eyes were closed, but Shane saw his foot tapping slowly so knew he wasn’t asleep. He stood there watching him though, thinking again that he looked young like this. No worry in his eyes, not being careful with his expression. Just peaceful. 
Shane walked closer and Ilya must have sensed or heard him because his eyes flew open and he sat up straighter. Looking up, he smiled. “Done?”
He nodded and Ilya stood, throwing his bag over his shoulder. “Let’s get you some sleep then. You need to go home or can come to mine?”
“Yours please. If you don’t mind. I don’t have to go in later. I’m back earlier than expected.”
They weren’t back to Ilya’s apartment until close to 5am. They rode the elevator, Shane leaning against Ilya, blinking his eyes rapidly. He glanced up at Ilya, 
“How can you be so alert, I swear I think I’m hallucinating I’m so tired.”
“Because I didn’t just work for however many days straight and then get on a 10 hour flight Shane. Why didn’t you sleep on the plane?”
“I tried. I’m not good at that. I don’t know, I’ve never been able to. It’s a problem when I have to go back and forth sometimes.”
Ilya nodded as he unlocked the door, waiting for Shane to go in before shutting and locking it again.
“Do you need to shower or you’re ok?”
Shane groaned, “Oh god. I need to shower, but I’m too tired. I’ll be ok.”
Ilya stared at him while they walked to the bedroom, dropping his bag on the chair near the dresser. “Are you sure? You will sleep ok?”
“Yes. please, I just want to collapse.” He put the gun case on the floor near the bag Ilya had dropped.
He was already undressing, still folding his clothes, but maybe not as neatly as usual. Ilya smiled at that and grabbed him clothes to sleep in, handing them to him and taking the stack of folded ones from him. He changed also and laughed as he saw Shane flop face down on top of the bed. 
“Kotik, move, get under the blanket.”
“MMmmmmm don’t wanna move.”
“I will get another blanket.”
“Oh my god, fine. I’ll move. You owe me.”
Ilya grinned as he watched Shane get up and yank the blanket back.
“There, now shut up and get in bed with me.”
‘Whatever you want zhizn moya.”
He crawled under the blanket and kissed Shane’s forehead before wrapping his arms around the other man.
Shane mumbled something and kissed Ilya’s chest where his head was tucked. The moment he felt those arms around him, he was gone.
Ilya woke first, his eyes blinking open, the brightness of the room throwing him off momentarily. He shifted his body slightly, he was laying on his back, one of Shane’s legs over his, an arm thrown over his waist. Shane’s head was on his shoulder tucked into his neck.
He managed to reach his loose arm off and grab his phone from the table next to the bed. Looking at the notifications from Cliff, he answered, typing very slowly with one hand,
Ilya: Not dead
Ilya: Picked Shane up late
Ilya: Been sleeping
He set the phone gently back down and closed his eyes again, just listening to the quiet. He suddenly realized that there was no buzzing in his head either. Pure quiet. The realization startled him, but he tried not to dwell on it. Just enjoyed.
It wasn’t long before Shane was making small movements. Ilya just stayed still, not wanting to risk waking him if he was just shifting. His voice pierced the silence before long, soft and sleepy still.
“I like waking up this way.”
Ilya’s breath caught and he steadied himself before he answered, “Me too zolotse.”
He waited a few minutes until he knew Shane was actually awake. His hand had drifted and was using a finger to play connect the dots with the moles on Ilya’s chest, which made him smile.
“Shane, what does cut loose mean. Like when you said it, I mean. You said work was so bad you got cut loose. I tried to look up, but there were a lot of things it said. You got fired?”
Shane tried to remember when he had said that. Finally shaking his head against Ilya’s chest.
“Oh. No. It just means they said I could go. I didn’t have to stay in Vienna anymore. I could leave early. It could also mean I got fired, but in this case no. Just that I could leave.”
“Good. I was worried.”
He leaned up on his arm so he could see Ilya’s face. “You were worried I got fired?”
Ilya nodded, “Yes. I am not mean, I don’t want you to lose job. Because of me and your disclosure, or any other reason.”
A beautiful smile spread across Shane’s face as he looked down at Ilya. It made Ilya frown a little, “You think I do not care about your life?”
Shane chuckled, “No, I don’t think that. I just think it’s sweet that you were worried.”
Ilya tested the word in his head once before letting it fall from his lips,
“Of course I worry about my boyfriend. If he is unhappy, I cannot get sex. Probably.”
He was studiously looking at Shane’s hand on his chest instead of his face when he said it. Shane’s hand stopped moving and Ilya still refused to look up. He felt Shane’s hand leave his chest and touch his chin, pulling Ilya’s face to look at him.
“Did you just call me your boyfriend?”
“No. You misheard.”
Ilya watched Shane’s face and relaxed with what he saw there. “Maybe I said. But you said it first. On voicemail.”
He still had a smile on his face, but the words that came out of Shane’s mouth confused Ilya. 
“Fuck you Ilya Rozanov.”
“Shane.. I’m sorry. I take it back. You are no longer my boyfriend.”
Shane got off of him and out of bed. Ilya was panicked, “Shane really. I didn’t mean. I’m sorry.”
“No. Fuck you. You can’t take it back. You’re stuck with me. As your boyfriend. But fuck you for saying that when you know I haven’t brushed my teeth yet. I want to kiss you so fucking bad.”
A huge weight lifted off Ilya’s chest and he pulled Shane’s pillow over his face. He could still hear Shane laughing as he went into the bathroom.
It only took Ilya 10 seconds before he was scrambling off the bed to join Shane in the bathroom. Once he was finished brushing, Shane had started the shower. While it was warming up, Ilya pushed Shane against the counter and stood between his legs, lifting on his thighs and sliding him up on to the counter.
“Can I have kiss now?”
Shane nodded and leaned down to meet him. Their kiss started off sweet and gentle, but then Shane made a soft noise and Ilya suddenly turned it into a messy, greedy, hungry one. His hand came up to grip Shane’s chin while his tongue claimed the other man’s. When he finally realized steam was surrounding them, he pulled back, Shane’s hand wrapped in his hair stopped him from going to far.
“Shower kotik. You will feel better.”
Shane slowly came down off the counter, his hand still in Ilya’s hair. “Come with.”
“You will have to let go of my hair Shane, neither of us can change this way.”
He felt a tug and he let himself be guided to Shane’s lips for another long kiss before the hand finally let go. They stripped and got in the shower.
Shane looked around and chuckled. “It’s a good thing your shower is so big.”
Ilya burst out laughing and Shane looked at him oddly. “Ilya?”
“Nothing. No, it’s nothing. While I would love this to be a long shower, my guess is that Cliff will be showing up with food before long."
Shane stuck his tongue out at him, and let himself be pulled into another kiss, his tongue circling Ilya’s before he nibbled lightly on his lip.
“Ok.”
Ilya groaned, “Is my fault, I did not tell him you were here until we woke up, he would have stayed away otherwise.”
“I don’t mind Ilya. I’m glad you have such a good friend here. How did you guys meet? He works for you I know, but it seems more like friends.”
Ilya nodded, while he turned Shane around to scrub his back for him, trying to ignore the ass that was now facing him and tempting him. He also tried to think how to answer this. He never realized how hard it would be to talk to someone without telling them things they shouldn’t know.
“He did start off as employee. I needed security. For things like the gala. But then when I had stalker, he was with me more and more and now we are friends.”
“How long has he been with you?”
Ilya had to think about it. “Mmm, 3 years almost. I… took him from another per.. company. He did security for them and I wanted him. So I made him an offer he could not refuse.” And killed his boss for him, not even a real job 
“He is a good guy. Sometimes I feel bad. He is always with me. Never out doing what he wants. I try sometimes to get him to go do other things, but he does not. But I am glad for the company. Never tell him I said nice things about him.”
Shane laughed, “Of course not.”
They finished showering and got out, drying off without incident even though Ilya was dying to taste Shane, he wanted every part of him in his mouth, to lick and suck and nibble.
“Ilya, what are you thinking about?”
Shane reached over and wrapped his hand around Ilya’s cock which was now jutting out from him.
“Mmmmm, just things. Things I wanted for dinner. Let go or we will not be eating any actual food.”
When those fingers reluctantly dropped away from him he groaned. “I will kill Marleau.”
They got dressed, Shane laughing at him the whole time. "You look like a lost puppy dog, stop it."
“Oh my god, you and Marleau are ganging up on me. He called me that once.”
They walked into the living room just as a knock came and the door opened. Cliff walked in and nodded.
“What’s wrong with you Rozanov, you look like someone kicked you.”
Shane burst out laughing and Ilya just sighed. “You two. So funny. Comedians. Hahaha.”
Cliff looked at Shane and just got a shrug in return. “I’ve no idea. Something about me calling him a lost puppy.”
Cliff snorted, “Oh yeah. He gets that look a lot. Don’t mind him. Just bark at him, he loves it.”
He got a dangerous look for that one, but ignored it, pulling out food. "I got from the same place as before, so salmon for you Shane, hope that’s ok."
“It’s great, I don’t like to eat heavy after a trip, I already feel bloated. Not enough working out.”
Ilya started to say something, but got two, TWO. looks of ‘don’t you dare’.
“Oh my god, someone just kill me”
“You are certainly in a mood this evening Rozanov. Eat your pasta, it’s your favorite, with the bacon on it.”
“Second favorite Marleau. Shane made me pasta one night and it was the best thing ever. With chicken. And cheese. Even though he was very messy that night.”
Shane turned a brilliant shade that Ilya wanted to see all over his body, but he smirked, feeling back in control now.
“You cook too, Shane? Impressive. We can both make breakfast, but not much else.”
“Not true Marleau, I can cook, I just don’t want to waste my talent on you.”
“Whatever you say boss.”
They all ate while Ilya and Cliff traded jabs back and forth. Shane watched them with a fond smile, feeling quite cozy while he watched.
Shane offered to clean up, insisted actually when they were done, the other two still bickering about nonsense. When the trash was all gone and he’d wiped off the table, he went and sat next to Ilya on the couch, while Cliff was sitting on the floor, his back up against the armchair.
“How was Boston? Everything go ok? Svetlana is good?”
Cliff was nodding, but Ilya answered, “Yes. She’s great, she might come here for a visit soon. We got a lot done. We have another gala in Montreal in a few months, so just starting planning for that.”
“Oh that’s good. I’m glad it was a good trip then.”
“It was.”
Shane yawned and stretched as Cliff turned on the TV. He leaned into Ilya’s side and watched the channels as Cliff flipped through them. His brain was doing that thing though. Telling him something was different at the weirdest moments. He let his gaze do that almost unfocused thing where he tried to remember back to how he’d seen it before. Then his eyes caught it. It took him a moment of looking at it to realize what it was.
“You have a polaroid camera?”
The channels stopped flipping. Ilya, to his credit, did not freeze this time, though his stomach dropped out.
“Yes. It’s Sveta’s. She uses it to take pictures at the gala’s and sometimes of client outings. Then she puts them on company website. You should look sometime, very cute. We had dog adoption once to raise money and she took so many pictures of the cute puppies. I was very jealous that I was not there. We had it out with us in Boston so she could take pictures and then I forgot it in my bag. I will have to get it back to her.”
“That’s great. I always wanted one when I was a kid. They look fun.”
Ilya was barely breathing but managed a nod. “They are. Marleau, give.”
He held his hand out and when Cliff picked it up and put it in his hand, he refused to meet Ilya’s eyes. He looked at the camera, turned it around, found the button. 
“Sorry, I don’t use much. Here. Picture.”
He leaned his head close to Shane’s and held the camera up at arms length, made his pouty face that he knew Shane loved and pushed the button. He pulled the picture off and handed it to Shane. “For you my boyfriend.”
Shane grinned up at him and set it on his leg while he waited for it to develop.
Ilya held the camera out to Cliff, keeping his expression neutral.
“Marleau can you set this on the table. Maybe you can take it with you and put it with the other things I have for when Sveta comes to visit.” 
Cliff took it and set it on the table, watching Ilya carefully before sitting back down on the floor.
Shane had picked up the picture by this point and was looking at it. “It’s perfect.” He turned it around so Cliff could see it. “Isn’t my boyfriend fucking hot?”
“Yeah, he’s definitely hot. You’re hotter though.”
Ilya finally released the death glare he’d been trying to hold back, knowing Shane wasn’t looking at him. The comment did have the benefit that it made Shane blush though, which was very pretty to look at.
Still staring at Cliff, his arm wrapped around Shane tighter. He leaned down and kissed his ear. Leaning back again, his heart finally starting to beat normally again, he smirked. 
“Shane.”
“Hmmm?”
“If you ever want to bring Marleau a treat, I hear pistachio ice cream is his favorite.”
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  Cliff left soon after, giving Ilya an apologetic look, which Ilya just returned as a flat stare. He locked the door behind him and came back to look at Shane, who was relaxed on the couch.
“Do you need to go home?”
“Probably.”
Ilya just waited, looking at him with a small smile. 
“Why are you smiling like that at me Ilya?”
“I am just waiting for your decision. I do not want to start something we cannot finish if you want to go.”
Shane shook his head. “I probably need to go home, I didn’t say I was going to. Your rebellious streak is rubbing off on me I think.”
Ilya's smile got a little bigger.
“Good. Then take your clothes off. Now.”
Shane didn’t say a word, just stood up and slowly pulled his shirt off, folding it and setting it on the couch. His pants followed and then his boxers. Ilya stood against the wall, leaning against it and watching, palming his own cock while Shane stood there waiting, his tongue coming out to lick his lower lip. 
Ilya growled and stalked towards him, walking behind him and bringing his arm up around him from behind. His hand ran up Shane’s chest firmly, over a nipple and up to his neck where he splayed his fingers out and circled his throat like a necklace, his grip firm but not overly tight.
Shane whimpered and Ilya leaned down to bite the back of his neck before licking it. Another noise escaped Shane and Ilya smiled against his neck. “Such a good boy for me aren’t you.”
He got a nod in return, but his hand tightened just a little on that beautiful neck. “Tell me”
A sharp intake of breath from Shane’s lips had Ilya’s cock at full attention as his boy whispered,
“Yes. Good boy. Just for you. Only for you.”
“I know you are. So good for me.” He bit the side of Shane’s neck, holding on just until he got the noise he wanted before letting go and kissing the same spot.
“I want you to go get on the bed, get the lube and a condom out and set them next to you. I want you on your back and I want you to stroke that pretty cock for me. Understand?”
He got a nod again and his hand tightened a little more. “Try again”
Shane’s voice was so soft, a tremble in it, “Yes.” Ilya’s hand tightened a tiny bit more and he was about to let go when Shane continued, “I understand… Sir.” The last word was so quiet that Ilya could barely hear him. 
It did something to Ilya though, his breath was suddenly ragged and his chest was heaving. He let go of Shane’s neck, barely whispering back. “That’s my good boy. Go now.”
Shane left and didn’t look back and Ilya nearly fell to his knees, holding onto the wall for support. “Fuuuckk Shane.” he whispered to himself before managing to walk towards the bedroom slowly. 
He stopped in the bedroom door, just looking over the treat that was waiting for him. Shane was on the bed, the lube and condom right next to him, He had a pillow behind him so he was propped up just a little, and his fist was around himself slowly stroking. His eyes locked onto Ilya when he saw him and didn’t leave him as he watched Ilya walk towards the bed.
“Such a good boy.” He climbed halfway on the bed, position himself between Shane’s legs, his head near that beautiful cock that was so hard.
“Shane, listen to me, yes?”
“Yes.”
“Do you remember when I said you could tell me the word red and I would stop whatever I was doing?”
“Yes.”
“Good. I want you to keep remembering that. But I also want to add green and yellow. If I ask you what your color is and you’re fine, you tell me green. If you are getting uncomfortable or need me to slow down, you can tell me yellow. You know what red is for. Do you understand?”
“Yes.”
“Tell me.”
“Green if I’m ok. Yellow if I need to slow down. Red to stop.”
“Good boy. Even if I don’t ask, you can always tell me, yes? I will always listen. Always. Ok?”
“Ok.”
Ilya’s hand covered Shane’s that was still slowly stroking himself and held it still.
“Put your hands over your head and don’t move them unless I say to please.”
He smiled as Shane did it immediately. His own hand replaced Shane’s and slowly stroked. Not so much that he needed lube, just slowly feeling that velvet warmth in his hand. He ran a finger over the slit that was so wet for him already, leaning up to lick it off his finger. He looked up to see Shane looking at him, his eyes very shiny, pupils getting bigger.
His hand still moving very slowly, he pushed Shane’s thighs apart and brought his mouth to his left one, licking and nibbling.
“Kotik”
He got a hum in return,
“Who do you belong to?”
“You, only you.” His words were a little slurred but still clear enough.
“That’s right. I like to mark what’s mine. Can I leave marks on you?”
A sharp intake of breath came from Shane. Without looking up, he tested, “Shane, color please.”
“Green. Yes please. Please mark me, oh god, yes.”
“With my teeth? No blood, just marks.”
“Fuck please, do it, please, I want to be yours, only yours.”
Ilya smiled against his thigh, his hand still moving very slowly, running over to collect the drops that were leaking from his beautiful boy.
He kissed and sucked a spot on Shane’s inner thigh, high enough up that his cheek was nuzzling against heavy balls that he wanted to lick also. One thing at a time.
He sucked enough that knew the spot was already red, and then he slowly bit down, not hard, just testing. Shane’s hips bucked, his cock jerking, a loud moan coming from his lips.
“Yes please, more, more Ilya, do it. I want it.”
Ilya bit down harder, the soft flesh filling his mouth as he groaned around it, before pulling back and licking and kissing it. Inspecting it, his cock jerked as he saw a perfect set of teeth marks.
“Fuuuck Shane, you kill me.”
He moved up a little, his mouth replacing his hand on Shane’s cock. He teased and toyed with the slit that he loved so much before pulling him all the way into his mouth. He hummed around him, enjoying the way Shane was bucking up into his mouth. He felt a hand tangle in his hair and he smiled as his tongue teased for another moment. He pulled up, loving the way his spit looked over that beautiful cock. 
“Shane,”
“Hmmm,”
“Where is your hand supposed to be?”
The hand immediately left his hair and he heard an animal noise from Shane’s lips.
“M’sorry.”
“Don’t let it move again, understand?”
“Yes.”
Testing now, he cupped Shane’s balls with one hand and whispered,
“Yes what?”
A whimper accompanied the soft answer, “Yes Sir”
“Fuuck, you’re so good. So perfect.”
His mouth went back to teasing, sucking, pulling off, he sucked one of those heavy balls into his mouth, suckling gently, until Shane’s hips were moving so much that he pulled back so he didn’t bite him accidentally. He sucked that beautiful cock in again though and let his teeth barely scrape down the length of him, being so careful to do nothing more than graze him.
Shane was making constant noise at this point, his hips going crazy.
“Please Ilya, want you. Fuck me, please. Please, I’ll be so good”
“Mmm, I think I want to taste you first, I want you to come in my mouth, so I can swallow all of you.” 
He swallowed all of him again, letting Shane fuck his mouth as his hips thrust up faster and faster. He dug his fingers into those hips and Shane cried out suddenly, “Fuck, please, I’m going to come, please,”
Ilya didn’t pull off, didn’t say anything, just kept teasing and sucking, his cheeks hollowed slightly. Shane nearly screamed when he bucked up one final time and started coming, his hands clasped together so he didn’t move them. Ilya took him happily, swallowing down every drop of the salty thick wetness that Shane shot into the back of his throat. He caught a few last drops on his tongue and finally pulled off. 
Shane was breathing heavily, his hips finally dropping back on the bed. Moving up over him, Ilya was half gone himself as he leaned over Shane’s face, and whispered to him “Open your mouth.”
He knew he might be going too far, but he couldn’t help himself. When Shane obediently opened his mouth, his eyes watching Ilya, even though Ilya wasn’t sure if he was really seeing him. He leaned over and let a large drop of spit mixed with come drip into Shane’s mouth, onto his tongue. He didn’t even have to say anything, as that mouth closed and swallowed it, opening and whispering ‘more’. 
Ilya died. He actually collapsed against Shane’s neck for a moment and tried to get hold of himself. It took him a long moment before he finally leaned up and looked into Shane’s eyes. 
“Shane, color?”
The answer came immediately though the voice was raspy, “Green Ilya, please. More.”
A noise tore from Ilya’s chest and he leaned and kissed Shane, his hand going around that beautiful throat and closing firmly. Not hard enough to restrict air, just to claim. His tongue explored Shane’s mouth, his teeth pulled back and nibbled at his lips. 
Finally pulling back more, leaving his hand where it was, he brought his lips down to Shane’s muscled pec and began licking and nibbling there. 
“Kotik, here? Can I mark you here?”
“Yes, please Ilya, do it. I want to see it when I look at it. I want to know I’m yours.”
Ilya glanced up at that remarkably clear voice. He was more turned on by that then if Shane had been under more.
“Only mine. No one else moya lyubov. Only mine.”
He licked the spot he wanted, just to the side and under the nipple and wasted no time this time in sinking his teeth in. His cock jerked against Shane’s thigh as he did it and he moaned as he bit him. He felt Shane twitching against his stomach and he smiled as he pulled up, admiring the red mark.
“Every day when you look in the mirror, you will see. And you will say that you belong to me. Every day. When it starts to fade, I will do again. Always you belong to me. My beautiful Shane.”
“Yess please, all the time.”
Scooting down on the bed again, he licked that beautiful cock that was starting to harden again. Then his hands went under each of Shane’s thighs and pushed them up high, close to Shane’s chest.
“You can move your hands Shane, hold your legs here for me.”
Hands immediately replaced him and picked up the lube and put some on his fingers.
He leaned down and traced his tongue around Shane’s hole. No. His hole. It belonged to him now. His own hardness jerked against the bed and he had to take a deep breath to calm himself. When he thought he wouldn’t come just from the thought, his tongue started licking and lapping at that beautiful spot, teasing, sucking, finally pushing in past that ring of muscle. He toyed with Shane until he bucked against his mouth, finally pulling back and wasting no time in pushing a finger inside. He watched Shane’s face as he pushed it even further, smiling as he watched him bite his lip, his eyes closed. Another finger slowly pushed in and he watched those beautiful lips open in a whimper. 
He worked his fingers gently at first, then faster, curling and moving until he found the spot that made Shane’s hips fly up again, nearly letting one leg fall. 
“Leg’s up.”
When Shane had his grip again, he slowly added the third finger, letting Shane fuck himself on Ilya’s fingers. He’d never seen anything so beautiful as that hole clenching around his fingers. He groaned as his cock jerked again and knew this wasn’t going to last near as long as he wanted.
Eventually pulling back, he sat up, grabbing the condom and ripping it open. He put it on, and grabbed the lube again to slick himself. Finally he moved up, positioning the thick tip of himself against the opening that was ready for him. 
“Moya lyubov, look at me, I want to see you.”
Shane’s eyes flew open and fastened on his before dropping to his lips. Good enough. For now. He pushed in slowly, but all at once, not stopping until he was fully seated and Shane’s head was thrown back. His eyes locked on that neck, that beautiful neck. He wanted so badly to mark it, and knew Shane would probably let him. He also knew that would be taking advantage and wouldn’t do something that would cause him problems at work. Maybe someday.
He looked back up to Shane’s eyes as he began to move, satisfied to see the look in them as they occasionally looked up to his own. He had one hand on Shane’s hip, fingers digging in tiger than normal, the other he took and replaced where Shane was holding one of his legs.
“Shane, you like to play with my hair yes?”
“Mmmhmmm, yes, please?”
“Do it. Pull it, yank it, whatever you want. Keep your hand on my head.”
Those fingers wrapped in his hair so fast it dragged a whimper out of him, his hips bucking into Shane harder than he meant to. He slowed down, trying to look down between them, looking at Shane’s fully hard again cock laying between them, but his head was suddenly jerked back up to look at Shane's face. The fingers tightened even more in his hair and tugged sharply, almost as if seeing if Ilya had meant he could do whatever he wanted.
A smile curved on his lips. ‘Fuuck Shane. Just like that. He moved slowly, loving the feeling of Shane’s tightness around him. Even with the condom, it was a beautiful feeling. His balls hitting up against skin every time he pushed in, Shane’s legs trembling up in the air. The hand in his hair tugged harder as Shane brought his eyes up to Ilya’s just for a moment. 
“Harder please. I can take it. I can take it all for you. m’ only yours, only for me. It’s only for me, I want it.”
Ilya moaned and pushed his head back against those fingers, his hips snapping forward faster and faster, the sound of skin slapping and moans coming from both of them driving him wild. 
He hooked Shane’s calf over his shoulder, changing their angle just enough so that every stroke slid over that special spot inside and Shane was reduced to incoherent mumbling. His free hand now reached down to gently take hold of Shane’s cock, his hand still fairly slicked with lube. He stroked him gently as he mumbled,
“I want you to come for me again. Yes? Will you come for me Shane?”
Shane’s hips jerked up as Ilya pushed in again and his mouth opened, Ilya’s name spilling from those lush lips as he came, all over Ilya’s hand, his stomach, Ilya’s chest. Not as much as Ilya had swallowed down, but still those hips bucked against Ilya’s cock wildly, his ass clenching around the hard cock that impaled him over and over and over.
Ilya didn’t stop, his thrusts became wildly erratic as his breath caught and he stared into Shane’s eyes that slowly met his. Ilya was about to explode, when that hand in his hair yanked his head back so hard he saw stars as his body reacted and he came immediately. The hand didn’t let up, keeping his head tilted back as he continued to thrust, feeling that hole clench around him, again and again. He felt like he was hyperventilating. He was breathing so hard and fast as he finally stopped throbbing in that tightness.
The hand loosened and fell away from his hair, as did the leg that Shane had still been holding up. Ilya eased the other leg off his shoulder and they both came down around him as he tried to hold himself up. He finally let himself down to lay on Shane, feeling the come between them and loving it. He let his hips move back, sliding out of Shane, missing the tight feel of him immediately. He rolled to the side, over Shane’s thigh, and pulled off the condom, taking care of it, and tossing it in the trash to his side. Laying on his side, panting, he let his finger run through the stickiness on Shane’s stomach. He licked it off his finger and did it again, holding it up to Shane’s mouth. He didn’t need to speak, Shane just opened his mouth and licked it off.
Letting himself lay there for a while, his finger ran over the bite mark on Shane’s chest, admiring it. He hoped that when Shane woke up later, he would not be sorry when he saw it. He had meant it. He intended to keep it there always if he could. Or maybe he would switch spots. There were so many spots he wanted to bite.
He felt a hand go to his hair again, toying gently. A soft voice whispered in the air,
“Did I hurt you?”
Ilya nearly laughed. He’d bitten the other man hard enough to leave marks and Shane was asking if he was hurt.
“No, zhizn moya, you did not hurt me. What about you. Is this ok?” He ran his finger over the mark again.
“Yes, I loved it.”
“You may not say that when you see it.”
“I will love it.”
“Ok. Let me get a cloth to clean you up.”
As he rolled off the bed, he saw Shane running his finger over the mark and smiling to himself.
After cleaning himself and grabbing a cloth for Shane, he cleaned him off carefully, being careful around his still sensitive hole. When he was done, he took the cloth into the bathroom and brought another clean one, this one with a little disinfectant on it.
Tapping Shane’s thigh to open, he rubbed the cloth gently over the bite mark. He hadn’t broken the skin, but he didn’t want to take any chances. He did the same with the mark on his chest.
Finally he got up and got clothes for Shane, helping him dress, kissing him constantly between each piece of clothing. When he was dressed, he grabbed a pair of pants for himself. Dragging the blanket over them, he curled around Shane and pressed a kiss to his shoulder.
“It is ok?”
“Yes. More than ok.”
He felt Shane’s breath even out and lay there thinking for a long time. He refused to lose this. He didn’t know how, but it wasn’t going to happen. He wouldn’t let it.
When he woke in the morning, Shane was not in bed. Which surprised him. He was a light sleeper and normally any movement would wake him. He got up slowly, and padded into the bathroom. Standing in the doorway, he watched as Shane stood in front of the mirror, apparently having brushed his teeth. But he was staring at his chest, his fingers on the bite mark which was clearly evident against his tanned skin. His eyes slowly looked up in the mirror and Ilya readied himself for the regret he was about to hear. Maybe he would tell Ilya to take him home and never speak to him again. He probably deserved that. But the eyes that finally reached his were not full of regret, they were wet and shiny and a hand reached up to wipe them before anything could wet his cheeks. He must have seen the guarded look in Ilya’s eyes, because he shook his head. 
“Ilya no. Don’t look that way. I love it. I mean it. It felt so good when you did it and now, now, I don’t know how to describe it. Please don’t look that way.”
Ilya nodded slowly, something inside him bursting open. He refused to touch whatever it was. He didn’t deserve that feeling. He knew he didn’t and he tried hard to push it away. Finally speaking,
“I’m glad. I like knowing it’s there.” Ilya moved forward and leaned down and kissed the mark, before pulling back to brush his teeth.
After a long, wet, sloppy kiss that threatened to send them back to bed, he finally pulled back.
He drove Shane home after they had breakfast, another long kiss in the lobby, before a soft goodbye.
He went back to the car and stood in his normal spot, rummaging around in the glove box for a cigarette. He hadn’t had one in awhile, he tried very hard not to smoke around Shane. But today. He needed one as he tried to tamp down what he was feeling. When it was gone, he drove slowly back home, texting Cliff when he got inside.
Sitting on the couch, he tried to remind himself that it was fine. It hadn’t hurt anything, was his fault too, he should have noticed.
Cliff came in without knocking and stood at the corner of the living room, shaking his head.
“Go ahead. Get it over with. I’ll apologize when you’re done yelling.”
“I’m not going to yell Marleau. It is over. It is what it is. The pictures are on the website, it wasn’t a lie. She has a similar camera, which was bought for this express purpose. In case it became necessary to explain.”
“I’m sorry Ilya. I took it out when I was looking for the picture and I set it there. I totally forgot to put it back in when I grabbed the backpack.”
Ilya didn’t speak, just watched him. “Do you want to beat me up? Break a finger? Punch me? Would any of those help?”
Ilya’s lips twitched slightly. “Is that what used to happen if you made a mistake?”
Cliff laughed, “No. If you made a mistake for Samuel, you died. He didn’t give second chances.”
“Well it’s a good thing we have established that I am not him. I’m not going to hurt you, don’t be ridiculous. It was a mistake. They happen. I hope they do not happen again any time soon, but they happen.”
“I feel guilty enough Ilya, I think I’d rather you yell at me instead of being nice.”
“Yes, but then I cannot hold it over your head all the time Marleau.”
 

 
The next several weeks passed quietly. Popov literally lived in his hotel room, so the FBI finally gave up on tailing him when Scott’s boss said it was costing too much. They checked on him every few days and at one point, he was gone. It was almost like he knew when they’d stopped watching. 
Nothing was happening with the case. They received the report on the shell casing found in Vienna and it appeared to be a match with the one they found at the Coste scene, but without a gun to match them to, they had nothing to do with the information. 
The Ambassador’s body wasn’t found, but a new one was chosen, one much more in alignment with Russia’s beliefs than the Ivanov had been.
Shane was back to helping with the FBI’s cases until something new came up. He didn’t mind though. Most of his evenings were spent with Ilya at this point, they alternated between their apartments. They’d gone out for drinks twice with Scott and Kip, but both of them seemed to prefer spending the evening tucked away in their apartments, watching tv with Cliff, playing cards, or just talking about completely random things. Shane was just waiting. He knew he would eventually get a call, but for now he was content to be where he was.
 

 
Ilya was in heaven the last few weeks. Things were quiet, which was what he wanted. Shane and he were in a wonderful place. Marleau went and had a date with someone he met when he was picking up dinner one night. He wasn’t sure he’d ever been quite so peaceful.
Which made it even harder when the phone rang and he saw Alexei’s name pop up. Biting back a sigh, he muted the TV and answered, 
“What.”
Ilyukha, it's been so long. Have you missed your brother?
“What do you want Alexei.”
We need to talk. In person.
“No. What do you want.”
Oh, I think you will want to see this little brother. Trust me, it’s much better in person. Come to the house tomorrow morning. 9am. It will be worth it, I promise.
He hung up before Ilya could say no again.
“Fuck”
When Cliff came by later, Ilya told him about the call.
“You’re not going are you?”
Ilya sat, chewing on his lip for a few seconds and then shrugged.
“I need to see what he’s after. It’s not like him to be so cagey.”
“I don’t like it.”
“I don’t either, but it won’t be any worse than last time.”
Ilya made excuses with Shane as to why he couldn’t come over that night. He didn’t want to let his bad mood show, so said he wasn’t feeling good and was going to sleep early. Shane didn’t argue or sound upset, just said he’d talk to him the next day.
The next morning, he got in the car, his gun back on for the first time in weeks. He almost hated the way it felt now. But he knew better than to go without it. He didn’t talk much this time, but when Cliff parked and they got out, he finally spoke.
“I don’t think they’ll try anything this time, but if they do, I’m not in the mood, so just be ready.”
“You got it.”
Ilya knocked and was a little surprised when Daniil answered. He said nothing, just waved them inside. Ilya waited for an ambush, but nothing was forthcoming. They walked into the sitting room they’d been in before and Alexei was there waiting.
“You brought your boyfriend again I see. Don’t trust me Ilyukha?”
“Not particularly. What do you need to talk about.”
“Sit. You’ll want to be sitting.”
Ilya glanced around but still saw noone but Alexie and Daniil. He sat, Marleau staying by the entrance to the room like last time.
“Ilya, I need the boyfriend to leave.”
“Not a chance Alexei, I’m not stupid.”
“I give you my word that nothing will happen. He can wait outside. I promise, I just want to talk.”
Ilya sat for a while, mulling it over, finally turning to Cliff.
“Marleau, can you wait outside please. This won’t take long.”
“Are you fucking kidding me? I’m not leaving you in here alone.”
“Marleau please. Wait outside.”
His tone was not one he usually used with Cliff but he knew it would be effective.
“Fine, but if I hear one wrong thing, I’m killing them both.”
Alexei snorted at this, but said nothing.
Daniil walked with Marleau to the other room, eventually returning.
“Ok. What is so important Alexei.”
“Sergeev wants to meet in a week. In Paris.”
“Why? I told him at least three months after I did the Vienna job. He agreed.”
“Well he’s moved the time table up.”
“So? I don’t answer to him.”
“Oh. I think you do now.”
“Alexei, you clearly have something you need to get off your chest. Spit it out. I have things to do.”
Alexei smiled at him. Then nodded to Daniil, who went to the other side of the room to grab a folder and hand it to Alexei.
Ilya’s foot tapped as he waited, knowing Alexei liked to make a big production of things.
“Sergeev sent this picture to me, asking me to do some research on it.”
He slid a photo that was upside down across the coffee table and motioned Ilya to take it.
Ilya took it and turned it over. It took every bit of his training to show no reaction though his heart was suddenly so loud he was sure they could hear it.
“And? Where did this come from? Who is it?”
“It came from one of his contacts in Vienna, who was at the Russian state dinner the night the Ambassador died. It’s an agent from the US who was there. Before the Ambassador died. Who tried to warn him. That didn’t go over well as you can imagine. And Ilyukha, I think you know who it is.”
Ilya didn’t speak, just let his eyes run over the photo of Shane while he screamed inside his own head. Alexei just watched him, eventually smiling.
“I printed it out and left it on the table. Daniil came home after the FBI finally gave up watching him. But imagine my surprise when he came in and told me that’s the Fed who was there the day he was arrested. The same fed who knew your name Ilyukha. The same one who was worried about you bleeding and outraged at your treatment. It sounds to me like you know exactly who it is. If that wasn’t enough, Daniil told me that at the Fed lock up, he taunted this particular agent. Asked him if you were his boyfriend. He of course didn’t answer, but when Daniil asked if he screamed when you fuck him, he flinched. That’s enough answer for me. So, my thought now is that you were telling me the truth. Big boy out there is not your boyfriend, he’s just your hired muscle.”
Alexei tapped the photo that Ilya was still holding. “This is the boyfriend.” He reached into the folder again, pulling out another photo. Ilya’s eyes closed as he saw it. “And this,” a finger tapped it, “Is where the boyfriend lives. He is very pretty. I see why you like him.”
It was a picture of Shane outside his apartment with Hayden as they stretched to go run. His eyes opened slowly as Alexei continued.
“So Ilyukha. You will go and meet with Sergeev and you will do as you’re fucking told for once. Or this,” he tapped his finger on Shane’s face, “will go away.”
Alexei smiled as Ilya stood up. “Now, if I am mistaken and he is not boyfriend, then do nothing. You won’t care if he disappears right? Just another American dickhead Fed.”
Ilya held his hand out for the second picture and Alexei handed it to him. “Take it, I can print a new one if I need it.”
He turned to walk towards the door, not wanting to give Alexei the satisfaction of his voice breaking if he spoke. Daniil however, spoke up just as he passed him.
“I’m not even a faggot like you, but he is pretty Ilya. I offered to make him scream if you couldn’t.”
Ilya moved faster than Daniil could even see. The photos dropped and his hand reached out and grabbed Daniil’s shirt so he couldn’t fall. His right hand punched him in the side of the face. Yanking back on his shirt, he did it again. He got one more off before Alexei tackled him, pulling him off. Daniil was on the floor bleeding and staring up at him with hatred. His nose was crooked and he was bleeding from the nose and mouth.
Ilya shook Alexei off, picked up the photos, folding them in half and putting them inside his jacket pocket before walking to the door. 
“Tell him I will meet him.” 
He looked back at them both.
“Alexei, look at my face. You know me. You tell me if I am lying. If you touch him, or even speak to him, I will kill you. Both of you. Slowly. You will be begging me to die before I am finished. Remember that.”
He turned and walked out, his heart pounding, his eyes wet.
He brushed past Cliff and kept walking, down the street and away from the SUV.
“Ilya? Are you ok? Ilya!”
He didn’t stop, just kept walking, he couldn’t stop. If he stopped he had to think about it, if he kept moving, he could just pretend it hadn’t happened.
Cliff’s hand fell on his shoulder and he spun around and nearly threw a punch. Coming to his senses at the last second, he let his hand fall.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it.” His voice was cracked, like he knew it would be.
“Ilya what happened? What is it? Can we go to the car? You look like you’re going to either collapse or actually murder someone. Come sit down, take a breath. We’ll figure it out.”
Ilya let out a half laugh, half wounded animal sound, but he let Cliff lead him back to the vehicle and he got in when the door was opened for him. Cliff went around and got in, starting the car and driving a few blocks away from the house. Pulling over, he turned the car off and looked at Ilya.
“Ilya, what happened? Tell me.”
Ilya slowly turned to him and Cliff had never seen the look on his face. He was broken and in tears, making no move to wipe them as they streamed down his face. Cliff didn’t speak, didn’t move. Once again he wanted to hug Ilya, but he didn’t think he would tolerate anyone touching him right now. Maybe Shane, but he needed to see what was wrong first.
Ilya’s breathing finally slowed, and he wiped his face haphazardly. He closed his eyes for a long time. Cliff just waited patiently. When he finally opened them, there was murder in those eyes. They were hard and flinty and promised pain.
He reached into his inside jacket and pulled out two pieces of paper.
“I will go meet Sergeev next week.”
“What? Why? I thought you had a couple of months.”
“Now I have less.”
He unfolded the photos and spread them out so Cliff could see them.
“Oh fuck.”
“Yes.”
“Ilya, what the fuck. What are you going to do?”
Ilya’s eyes turned cold, his face a mask of fury.
“I will go meet with Sergeev in a week. I will listen. I will make nice and say I will do whatever he wants.”
He looked down at the pictures, “And then I will plan. Once I am done planning, I will have found a way to end them. Sergeev, my brother, Daniil, anyone else who thinks they can fuck with me.”





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Happy Ilya couldn't last long. I'm just not built that way.

But angry Ilya, that I can get behind.

Thanks for reading and coming along for the ride!


  


      

  












      Chapter 22: Yeah I think that I might break
  


    Chapter Summary

    Ilya and Shane talk about Ilya's depression, though Ilya refuses to label it as that.

Cliff and Ilya go to Paris and meet Sergeev finally.
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  Back at the apartment, Ilya went onto the balcony and lit a cigarette. He stood there staring out over the city, his mind carefully blank. When the cigarette was gone, he lit another, and then another. He finally shoved the rest of the pack in his pocket and went inside and poured a vodka. Cliff watched, but said nothing. Just sat on the couch, the TV off, staring at the pictures of Shane that were now on the coffee table. When Ilya had poured more vodka for the third time, Cliff finally spoke up, “Ilya. That’s just going to send you deeper. You need to be clear headed.”
No response, just a slow draining of the glass in his hand. Another pour into it.
“Ok. Well what do you want me to be doing? Anything? You know I’m going to Paris with you. Don’t even try to think I’m staying here.”
A raspy voice answered him, “What if I tell you to stay and watch Shane?”
“Then I will tell you, respectfully of course, no. They’re not going to touch him right now. He’s their leverage. If they touch him it’s gone. If you’re going to Paris, then you’re doing what they want. It’s when you start to fall out of line, then we need to worry about Shane.”
“Maybe. With Sergeev and Alexei. Daniil though, is seeming a bit unhinged. I did not make it better when I hit him.”
“You did what? When?”
The glass was drained again, but thankfully not refilled as Ilya sat it on the table.
“When I was leaving, just before I came out. Daniil apparently interacted somehow with Shane when he was arrested. He saw us at the bakery, saw Shane ask about me and call me by name. So when he saw Shane, he asked him if I make him scream when I fuck him. Then told him that if I did not, then Daniil could. So I hit him.”
“I’m surprised you left him alive.”
Ilya shrugged. “I might not have, but Alexei tackled me”
Picking up his phone, he sent a text to Alexei, telling him to send him the details of the meeting, tossing the phone down when he was done.
They sat in silence for a bit until Cliff finally spoke up again, “Do you really have a plan?”
“Not yet. Ideas. But I need to talk with Sergeev first.”
“Could you,” Cliff hesitated and didn’t start again.
Ilya’s eyes flicked to him. “Could I what Marleau. Spit it out.”
His voice was tentative when he spoke again, “Could you really kill your own brother?”
Ilya just stared at him, his eyes blinking twice very slowly as he thought about it.
“I do not know. If Shane, or you or Sveta were in immediate danger from him, I think yes. Can I just walk into a building and shoot him if he is sitting on couch, I am not sure. I hate him, but somewhere inside of me he is still the boy I played with and laughed with and loved. He changed when our mama died. We both did. But he got hard fast, taking after our father I suppose.”
“That’s what I thought. I can do it, Ilya, if it comes to that. You might resent me later, but I can do it for you.”
This got a small smile, but a shake of the head. “I would never ask you to kill someone that I cannot. I will not have that on your conscience. If I think I cannot do what needs to be done, then I will figure out another way.”
He looked at the vodka, but didn’t make a move towards it.
“I am not sure what to tell Shane about Paris. Maybe that we are going to Montreal to plan for the gala. Or don’t lie and make up a reason to go to Paris.”
“I think Montreal makes more sense, you already told him about it.”
Ilya nodded, “Probably so.”
His phone buzzed and he picked it up, glancing at the text before dropping it.
“Wednesday. We go on Wednesday, I will meet with him Thursday morning, we will come back. Fast. More jet lag for you.”
“Whatever, you’re the one who ended up sleeping the entire next day.”
Ilya smiled, for just a moment. “That was due to.. What you call it.. Circumstances.”
“Extenuating circumstances. Unforeseen. Sure, it was.”
Ilya smiled again, but it was short-lived as he looked at Cliff seriously.
“Marleau. You need to understand something.”
Cliff just nodded.
“We will not have weapons in Paris. We cannot take on plane, there is no point buying there because Sergeev will not let us into wherever he is with them. If things go poorly for some reason, I cannot guarantee he will let you leave. It will be a losing fight if it comes to that.”
“Well then Ilya, I guess you will have to make sure it doesn’t go poorly. I’m not staying here.”
Nodding, Ilya stood and went to his laptop, having Cliff pick the passports they were using this time. They each had their real ones, along with three others. They just alternated among two of them, never using the same ones twice in a row. The third was a clean one, never used, for emergencies. Once he had the choices, he made flight reservations before locking them, along with the pictures of Shane in the safe. Shane would be there later that night and Ilya wanted no more mistakes.
 

 
Shane walked into Ilyas, leaving his shoes at the door. He was immediately draped by a man shaped weighted blanket who was kissing him like he would never let go. Shane melted into him, kissing him back, his arms going around his waist.
When he finally let go, he was surprised to see Cliff sitting on the couch, looking anywhere but at them. Ilya was not normally quite so affectionate when he was there.
He looked up at the man who was still gazing down at him, and whispered, “Wow. I missed you too, but it was only one night. You’re feeling better I take it?”
Ilya nodded but didn’t say anything, just led him over to the couch where he sat down and pulled Shane onto his lap, his lips touching the back of Shane’s neck as they sat there.
Cliff, still trying not to look at them. “What do you want to eat? I will pick up and then leave you alone.”
Ilya just shrugged, “Shane can pick.”
Shane smiled and shrugged also. “Whatever you want Cliff. That Mexican place is good. Thai, whatever. I had a protein bar for lunch, so it doesn’t even have to be that healthy. I’m hungry.”
“Great, tacos and beer it is then.”
Ilya just nodded his agreement and went back to leaning on Shane. When Cliff left to pick up the food, Ilya pulled him around to straddle him on the couch, kissing him hungrily again. 
When they both pulled back breathlessly, both of them most of the way hard, Shane laughed.
“Ilya stop, Cliff will be back before long. That place isn’t far from here is it?”
“No. But I missed you.”
Shane blushed a little and immediately Ilya leaned forward to lick a freckle on the tip of his nose.
“Ilya stop. You know that’s gross.”
“Not gross. My freckle, I can lick it.”
“Are you ok Ilya? You seem.. I’m not sure. Just, not ok.”
“How do you know? I am fine.”
“Because you’ve been smoking.”
Ilya growled, “Just one.”
“Mmm hmmm. If you say so.”
“Get up, I will go brush my teeth and take shower.”
Shane thought about it, but decided whatever was going on was more important.
“No. It’s ok. But it’s bad for you.”
“I know. I’m sorry.”
They just sat there, Shane in Ilya’s lap, hugging until they heard the door. Shane jumped up and went to help Cliff with the food.
The mood was odd, Cliff and Ilya jabbed at each other, but it was just… off. Shane finally sat back and looked at the two of them.
“Who wants to tell me?”
Cliff looked up almost guiltily, and Ilya not at all.
Cliff finally spoke, “Tell you what Shane?”
“Whatever the fuck is happening here. Neither of you are being normal.”
Cliff said nothing, Ilya finally spoke up. “I got in a fight with my brother. A nasty one.” Thinking of Daniil but knowing he could not say that, he changed the story to fit. “I might have punched him. Three times. I’m sorry kotik, I will be better.”
“Oh Ilya, I’m sorry. You don’t have to change anything. I just knew something was wrong. It’s normal to be upset after a fight. Are you ok?”
He seemed to be looking Ilya over for any signs of a fight. Ilya nodded and then added, not looking up at Shane,
“I’m fine. Knuckles a little bruised. Also, Marleau and I have to go to Montreal earlier than I expected. We are leaving Wednesday for a few days. Not long. There’s a problem with the venue and Sveta is busy and cannot go.”
Shane just nodded, “Ok. I hope it goes ok. I’ll just use the time to catch up on paperwork that I’ve been neglecting.”
Cliff left before long and they settled on the couch. Ilya was trying not to think of the pictures in his safe. He was trying not to think of Daniil’s words. He was trying not to think of Alexei tapping Shane’s face in the picture and saying this will go away. He was trying so hard, but he couldn’t and he could feel it. It was like a black oily smokiness just rising up. He was restless and Shane eventually looked up at him.
“Ilya. Please. Is there something else wrong? I can go if you need to be alone.”
His head shook so fast that Shane reached up and touched his cheek to stop it. “Ok, I’m not leaving. I just don’t want to cause you more stress.”
Thinking about it, he finally decided why not. If it made Shane want to go, then at least he wouldn’t be in danger anymore.
“You know about my mother. How she died. Her ‘accident’.”
He got a slow nod in return.
“Sometimes, not very often. But sometimes, I think maybe I am like her.”
Shane sat up a little so he could see him better, not wanting to misunderstand.
“Like her. Like you might have.. ‘an accident’ like her?”
Ilya shrugged and tried to form an answer.
“Maybe. I mean, I don’t think so. But sad. Like not sad because you are not here. But sad in my head. It’s like.. I don’t know how to explain.”
Shane was a little alarmed at this point, but tried to stay calm.
“Then tell me in Russian. If I don’t understand, I will ask.” 
Ilya thought about it more and nodded. He wasn’t sure he could explain any better this way, but the words would come easier at least.
“I get sad. Sometimes angry. It’s like a smoke. In my head. A dark, slippery smoke. I try to grab it and throw it out of my head, but it’s so slippery. It just fills me up until I do something about it.”
“Do something like what Ilya? You’ve thought about hurting yourself?”
A long slow exhale came from Ilya.
“Sometimes. Sometimes I think it would be better off if I were just with her. I do not think I would ever do anything about it, but sometimes I think it.”
He reached up to touch the cigarette scar under his shirt on his shoulder. Shane misunderstood and looked horrified.
“Oh my god Ilya, you did that to yourself? When you were like this?”
Ilya’s head was immediately shaking. 
“No. No, Shane, I promise. I did not.” But I almost did a new one not long ago
Shane was just staring at him, waiting.
“I don’t hurt myself. I let someone else do it.”
“What does that mean Ilya.”
“I fight. In Russia it was easy. There was always someone to fight. I pick someone good, not someone I can just beat up. I hurt them, they hurt me. It makes the smoke go away. Here, not so much. I cannot pick fights here without risk of police. Your country is too scared.”
He managed a small smile at that.
“The cigarette. I did not do. But it was because of a fight I picked when I was like this. I picked fight with another person in training. We fought. It was good fight. I barely won. We were both bleeding by end. Smoke was going away. But person in charge saw us fighting. They wanted me to do something and I refused. So they had other person show me that if something is ordered, then you do it. When they handed him cigarette and said put it out, he did. Which did make the rest of the smoke go away. I was fine for a long time after that.”
Shane was trying very hard not to be horrified. He knew things were different. Just maybe hadn’t realized quite how different.
“Ilya, I don’t even. I can’t even imagine what you have been through. I know you can’t just pick fights here, but you know there is help for that. Your entire foundation is about getting help for exactly what you’re talking about. You know that. There’s people you can talk to. For depression. Medicine that might help.”
Ilya's head immediately started shaking.
“I do not take pills. Ever. Maybe I think about talking to someone, Sveta tells me the same. I know it’s silly. Have entire foundation but won’t use it. But maybe I just become MMA fighter and then I have no problem anymore.”
Shane smiled and pressed a kiss to his neck.
“Yes, that’s the solution. Keep fighting.”
“Well it has worked before. But that is why I am, off, like you say. It will go away. Just bad day today. I am sorry.”
“Is this what was wrong yesterday, you were feeling this way already?”
Ilya took that excuse and decided it was as easy as any other. “Yes. I shouldn’t have lied.”
Shane nodded, “It’s not really a lie. You didn’t feel well. Any other big secrets you need to let me know about?”
His voice was teasing, but Ilya still stared at him a beat too long.
“Nope.” he popped the p because it usually made Shane smile.
It worked again and he got a smile, maybe not as big as usual, but he would take it. Shane stood up and held his hand out,
“Can I take you to bed please? I just want to hold you.”
That’s how they spent the night, Shane curled around Ilya rather than the other way around. His hands would slowly rub shapes on Ilya's chest, his lips moving sometimes to kiss his shoulder or neck. Shane didn’t sleep very well, his mind was running through too many scenarios trying to figure out how to get Ilya into some sort of therapy before an ‘accident’ happened. He wasn’t sure if he could live with that. Didn’t want to find out.
Morning came eventually and Ilya seemed to be a little better. They showered together in Ilya’s monstrous shower and Ilya played and sucked on him until he nearly came, pulling off just in time and squeezing him tight right at the base of his cock to stop his orgasm. He stood then, his hand starting to move again, teasing and stroking Shane just to the edge, when he leaned down and put his mouth over the barely there mark on Shane’s chest. It had faded slowly and Ilya's tongue licked around it. 
“Kotik? Can I?”
Shane groaned and nodded, saying “Yes, please, now, oh god, going to come Ilya.”
Ilya smiled and waited, his hand moving a little faster. When he felt him trembling and tensing, he whispered to his perfect boy, “Shane, come for me.” As soon as the words were out, he bit down on that perfect muscle, his tongue teasing as his teeth sunk in. He held on, making sure not to go too deep as Shane jerked in his hand, spilling himself all over Ilya. By the time he was done, Ilya was sucking on the new mark, only a little sad that he didn’t get to taste Shane.
They stayed in the shower while Ilya washed Shane’s hair, making sure he was ok, before they got out and dried off. His eyes lit up as Shane ran his finger over the mark and smiled at it in the mirror.
They had breakfast and Shane seemed hesitant to leave, even though he’d told Ilya he needed to do work today. He finally realized why and came and wrapped his arms around Shane, kissing the side of his neck.
“I do not need a babysitter Shane. I am fine. I promise. I have dealt with this a long time. It is no worse than normal. Besides, putting my mark on you helped. Maybe I will just put them all over you and I will be fine.”
Shane just nodded, completely serious. “Yes please.”
Ilya groaned, “Kotik stop. You have to work and I have to get some things ready to go to Montreal. I cannot have that idea in my head.” He tilted Shane’s chin up, gripping a little harder than normal while he kissed him.
He dropped him off at the FBI plaza before heading back home. Once there, he shot off a few emails to some people he knew in Paris. Just in case there was a problem, he needed to be sure Cliff had help if he needed it.
The next few days passed quickly and Ilya got more and more tense. Cliff recognized but didn’t know how to help. He managed to mask most of it around Shane though, although their time together was more subdued than normal. Ilya vowed to make it up to him when he got back. Assuming he made it back. He knew there was a possibility, a small one, but still. A possibility that Sergeev was done with him and this was just a reason to get him there and take him out. He didn’t think so though. His old commander had been quite fond of him at one point and knew he was still the best. He just wanted to get him back in line.
The last night with Shane before they left though, he was barely in control of himself and Shane left with a few more marks than before. Most of them were just hickeys, but he liked seeing the small bruises dotted all over Shane’s inner thighs. He didn’t mark Shane’s neck still, but he’d let the other man do the same to him, where his neck met his shoulder, quite visible no matter what shirt he was wearing. Shane would have been content to just leave a hickey, but Ilya told him to bite him, he wanted to see Shane’s perfect teeth marks, be able to touch it and calm himself. He knew there was probably something horribly wrong with him for that, but he didn’t care. He also knew in the back of his head that he was doing it to taunt Sergeev, but he didn’t mind that either.
When Cliff came up to get him for the flight, his eyes landed straight on the mark and his mouth quirked into a smirk, but he wisely chose to say nothing. For now.
They landed in Paris Wednesday night and went to the hotel that Ilya had booked. He made a few calls from the hotel phone and confirmed locations for contingency plans. He went over those plans with Cliff, who was not pleased that he once again was making exit plans in case something happened.
Ilya was adamant though. If things went bad, he was to fight like hell and run if he could. He made Cliff memorize the addresses of where people would be that could help him if he needed. They went to bed early, but Ilya ended up on the balcony all night smoking, watching people pass below him.
Cliff was up on time, and they left. On the way, Ilya ran through a few simple instructions.
“Do not accept anything to eat or drink. Nothing.”
At Cliff’s questioning look, he continued, 
“He likes poison. A few years ago he poisoned a rather well known arms dealer. It is his weapon of choice.”
“Also, at some point they will separate us. You should be safe unless this whole thing was just an excuse to kill me. At which point you fight. But when they separate us, do not fight, it will not be worth it. I need to speak to Sergeev alone at some point anyway, I plan to make a deal, depending what he wants to keep Shane safe.”
“Ilya, don’t do anything stupid.”
“I will try. But you know me.”
Cliff almost laughed. Ilya just shrugged. He also knew there was bound to be some abuse scattered in somewhere. He wasn’t expecting to die, but he wasn’t expecting to walk out completely unharmed either. It was worth it if it kept Shane safe. Cliff didn’t need to know that part though.
They arrived at the location he’d been given which was in the northern part of the 18th arrondissement. Not the best part of town, but it didn’t really matter. It was daytime, normally this type of business was conducted in the dark. But Sergeev never gave much sway to conventional tactics. They arrived at the address, which looked like an abandoned office building if Ilya had to guess. There was a man waiting outside, no one that Ilya recognized. They were escorted in and then thoroughly checked for weapons. They were led deeper in the building and up a set of run down stairs. The stairs came up into an alcove with double doors at the end. The doors were open into a large room. There were a few tables scattered here and there, some chairs and quite a few people. Sergeev stood alone to one side, leaning against a table. Ilya ran his eyes over the others, recognizing a couple. His eyes halted on a tall, wiry man with a buzz cut. The man grinned at him and Ilya nearly groaned. This didn’t bode well. He reached up to touch the mark on his neck, willing himself to be calm.
Pulling his eyes away from the man, he looked at Sergeev who had straightened and was walking towards them. Giving Ilya a huge grin, he actually hugged him, and kissed both cheeks, his eyes dropping once to the mark on Ilya’s neck.
“Ilyukha! My boy. I’m so glad to see you!” He spoke in English which was a bit of a surprise to Ilya, but he answered back in Russian.
“I cannot say the same Sergeev.”
“No no, llya. You brought an American friend, so we speak English for him. I have been practicing.”
“Leave him out of this.”
“I cannot. You brought him here. That was foolish Ilyukha.” He smiled at Cliff like a shark smiles at a minnow. “I am Denis, do not let Ilyukha’s rudeness keep us from being friends. You are?”
Ilya gave a tiny nod and Cliff answered, “Marleau.”
“Wonderful, now we’re all friends.”
“We’re not Sergeev. What do you want?”
“You know what I want. I want you to come home and work for me. But you cannot. Because of this.” 
He flicked his finger at the mark visible, and Ilya took a step back so that he did not touch it.
“So I will settle for you just working for me. You can stay in America with your pretty boy. I do not even care, as long as you do what you’re told. I do not understand why you do not do this Ilya. You make so much money. I don’t ask that much. You can take other jobs on your own. You were the best. You are still the best. I’ve never had another like you. I need you Ilyukha.”
Ilya said nothing. He waited.
Sergeev looked at Cliff. “Does he know what you do? Would he stand by your side if he knew everything?”
Ilya shrugged, “He knows enough.”
“Does he know how many? Does he know that you enjoyed it? Maybe not now, but you used to Ilyukha. It gave you such a high. Do you remember? I do.”
Ilya just licked his lips and said nothing. There was no point. He didn’t think Marleau would turn on him. No, he knew he would not.
Cliff spoke up and Ilya winced, not wanting any extra attention brought to him. He shouldn’t have brought him. He should have insisted he stay behind.
“I don’t care. I know him now. It doesn’t matter what he used to be.”
Sergeev’s laughter burst out. 
“Oh isn’t that cute. You do attract loyal boys don’t you. Do you fuck this one too or just the pretty smaller one.”
Ilya said nothing, biting the inside of his lip to keep from speaking.
“Ilyukha, you are no fun anymore. Fine, you want to do business, let’s do it. I want 6. A year. 2 for no pay.”
Ilya shook his head no.
The man stared at Ilya with an annoyed look. 
“You are not really in a position to bargain here Ilyukha.”
“I want to talk in private. Just us. I want a promise that Marleau is safe while we do it. We will discuss and come to terms.”
“Done. Marleau, my friends will take you and get you a drink.”
Ilya was a little surprised he agreed so readily, but he glanced at Marleau and gave him a reminder shake of the head.
Sergeev saw it and laughed, “You think I would poison him? I just gave my word that he would be safe. But suit yourself.”
He waved his hand in a circle. “Everyone out.”
Cliff looked at Ilya, clearly not happy. Remembering his words from earlier though, he allowed himself to be led out of the room.
When the room was empty, Sergeev gestured to the table he’d been leaning against where there were two chairs.
“Sit. Have a drink.”
He poured them both vodka from a bottle that had several glasses near it.
Ilya took it, prayed in his head that he wasn’t wrong, and drank it all. He put the glass on the table and sat down.
Sergeev watched him with delight. “Brave.” To show he was kidding, he took a drink of his own vodka.
He sat across from Ilya and gestured to him, speaking in Russian now that they were alone.
“I need you to get back to work. You need your boyfriend to be safe. We can help each other. What do you want Ilya?”
Ilya took a deep breath, began to speak and told him. Everything he wanted. He watched as the gears were turning in Sergeev’s head the longer he spoke. He watched the man sit back in his chair and stare at him.
“That’s a bold ask Ilyukha. Very bold.”
Ilya said nothing, just watched him.
Finally the other man spoke again, “You would do that? You know that might be signing your own death warrant. You go against him, you go against all of them.”
Ilya shrugged. He’d thought about this all week. This was his best chance, even though it was dangerous. It could backfire easily.
“Yes, which is why you haven’t made a move yet. You are scared. He’s getting closer and closer to you. You’re afraid to strike at him. But I’m not. Let me worry about that. I know you need him out of the way. This is the best way to make him back off without starting a war between them and you. You know I can do it. But then you have to keep up your end.”
“You would do that to Alexei? What makes you think I want to let him go like that.”
“Because you know that I am better than Alexei could ever dream of being. And it’s only for an emergency. I need the evidence to point to him. I probably won’t use it, but I need it. In case.”
“So that we are clear, I want absolutely no misunderstandings here Ilyukha.”
Ilya nodded at him.
“I need the one done now. Soon. I need a body. None of whatever games you’ve been playing lately. They need to see the body. Then you take care of Medvedev’s daughter to keep him in line. I’m a little surprised Ilyukha, I know you do not like bringing women into business.”
Ilya said nothing, just nodded again.
“Then 3 a year. 1 non-paid of my choice, the other 2 my choosing also, but you still get paid.”
Ilya nodded, but spoke this time. “Yes. Shane stays out of the line of fire. I need Alexei off my case, I do not want him interfering. I also need what I asked for. You can get all of it?”
Sergeev nodded slowly. “Yes.”
“Then do we have an agreement? Getting Medvedev and the Solntsevskaya off your back is worth more than multiple jobs.”
He watched the other man think it over and finally nod. 
“Yes. We have an agreement. I need the first one done in the next month though. I know that Medvedev will take some time.”
Ilya agreed with no hesitation. It was more than he’d hoped for. “Done.”
Sergeev clapped his hands and stood up. “See Ilyukha, I can be reasonable.”
He stood and watched as Sergeev went and threw the door to the room open, motioning to someone. It wasn’t long before a group of the men, including the tall wiry one, came back in, Cliff with them. Ilya went to stand near Cliff, not daring to hope it would be this easy. When Sergeev began to talk again though, his hopes plummeted. It was fine though. It would be fine. He’d known there would be something.
Speaking in English again, Sergeev pointed at Ilya,
“We’ve come to an agreement. Isn’t that wonderful? Both of us happy. Well, perhaps not happy, but satisfied. Now to the last order of business.”
Ilya broke in, “Sergeev, can we not. We’ve made an agreement. It is done, Let us go so I can get busy for you.”
“Oh Ilyukha, I will, but you know what comes first. Nothing has changed since you were with us. Why would it have.”
He looked around at the small group of men. “What happens when one of us does not follow orders, boys? It endangers all of us does it not?” They all nodded and murmured agreement. “Ilyukha, you’ve not been following orders for a while now. Now you are back in the fold, but everyone needs to know you’re loyal now, yes?”
“Sergeev, do not do this.”
“Shut up. Your deal is made. It will be honored. Now you will be treated like any member of the team who disobeyed. What happens to children who disobey? They’re punished.”
Ilya felt Cliff’s eyes snap to him. When he took a step closer to Ilya, he got a simple shake of Ilya’s head and a warning look.
“You’re lucky though Ilyukha. I like you. So I will give you a choice.”
Sergeev pointed at Cliff. 
“He is not lover you say. So he is bodyguard then? Look at his size, what else would he be? You should not have brought him, but since you did, I will give you choice. Easy one if you ask me. You may take your punishment, or we can give to him instead and you walk out unscathed. No matter who takes it, you have my word that no one dies. Choose.”
He heard Cliff start to speak and he cut him off.
“I choose me. Get him out of here. Your promise holds, he stays safe.”
“Fuck that Ilya. I will do it. He said nobody dies, I can do this.”
Ilya shook his head without looking at Cliff. He knew what the man with the buzz cut excelled at. Not that it mattered, he would never offer anyone else up other than him. As his father used to tell him all the time, he deserved it.
“Sergeev. Get him out. He stays out until it’s done. Then we both leave.”
He got a nod in return, Sergeev waving at the door.
“You heard him, Mr. Marleau, you will wait outside. It seems our Ilyukha does not wish an audience.”
“The fuck I will.” Ilya watched as two men grabbed onto Cliff. He watched as they were both thrown off, one with a massive punch to the face which crumpled the man.
Ilya’s voice was cold as he slowly forced all his feelings away. Into his little prison in his chest.
“Marleau enough. Get out. We will get this over with and we will leave. Do not touch them again.”
“Ilya..”
“Marleau. Now. Go.”
Two more men grabbed his friend’s arms and half dragged him from the room, he started to scream at them, obscenities flying.
When the door closed, he turned to Sergeev. “Get it done then.”
Sergeev smiled at him, a slow dangerous smile. “You will not fight? You are not the Ilya I remember.”
Ilya peeled his shirt off, his fingers touching the mark on his neck briefly before folding the shirt neatly and setting it on the table.
“I didn’t say I wouldn’t fight. I said, let's get it over with.”
 He watched as Sergeev sat on the table and motioned to the other men in the room. Buzzcut didn’t move, but Ilya watched five others spread out around him. He popped his neck and couldn’t help a small thought in his head. Well this was one way to get rid of his darkness for now.
He heard Sergeev warn the other men though, 
“Don’t harm his hands, or his eyes, or break anything important. He has to work soon.”
One of the men made an immediate mistake and came at him alone. It wasn’t even close, Ilya side stepped, tripping him as the man swung wildly at him. Ilya had watched movies in America, Cliff loved them. In the movies, it was so easy to twist someone’s head to the side and snap their neck. It didn't work that way in real life though. You had to isolate the body so it didn’t move. His training kicked in and he didn’t even hesitate. While the man was on his knees and partially stunned at having gone down so easily, Ilya leapt on him from behind, his legs going over the man’s shoulders and locking around and underneath the man's arms holding his torso still while he put every ounce of strength he had into a massive blow to the back of the man’s head, pushing it down as far and as hard as he could. As his push connected, he let himself slide down and nearly sit on the man’s head as it dipped, his body unable to move with it as his neck jerked forward at a harsh angle. A satisfying crack sounded and Ilya was on his feet as the rest of the group rushed him at once.
While he would like to say that he was a good enough fighter to beat four other trained men, he knew it wasn’t going to happen, so he just did as much damage as he could. One of them ended up with a broken arm as Ilya got a good grip and twisted it in a direction it should never go. Another had a broken nose. Another or perhaps the nose guy, some broken fingers. They all had cuts and bruises. Eventually they got him to the ground and he stopped trying, just covering his head while a flurry of blows and kicks rained down on him. A few got through to his face, but he knew they wouldn’t focus on it, Sergeev needed him able to see.
He was breathing hard and feared he was about to pass out when Sergeev finally called them off. He didn’t move. Just lay there bleeding and trying to breath, hoping the rib he thought was broken, was not poking a lung.
Sergeev prodded the first man he’d taken out and sighed. 
“Ilyukha really? You had to kill him?”
Ilya let out a choked laugh, spitting blood onto the floor next to him. He tried to sit up, but couldn’t, so he just lay there laughing as Sergeev looked down at him.
“I was going to let this beating be your punishment, but now you have pissed me off.”
Ilya knew that was bullshit. There was no reason for buzzcut to be there otherwise.
“No you weren’t.” He coughed with the effort of talking, spitting more blood on the floor, letting his cheek lay there on the cool concrete.
“You’re right. I wasn’t.” The man standing above him motioned the wiry man over. He was carrying a black bundle, which he lay on the ground next to Ilya and unwrapped. A horrific array of blades lay in the bundle.
Ilya was already lying on his side, so the man didn’t bother to move him. He pulled Ilya’s arm up over his head and traced his finger over Ilya’s skin on his side, straight down from his armpit about halfway down his torso, over his ribs.
He motioned to the 2 men who had the least damage to them. One of them held his arm up, the other one sat on his legs.
The man grinned at him. “Ilya, it’s been a long time. You’ve seen me work. This will be small. Just a reminder not to disobey. It’s better for you if you don’t move.”
Ilya spit blood at him, and received a backhand across the face for it. He just laughed. He didn’t care. He thought maybe he’d cracked finally as he just bared his bloody teeth at the man and snapped them at him.
The man laughed out loud, “You’ve got balls, I’ll give you that. Hold still.”
Ilya just closed his eyes, focused on breathing. He felt the prick of the blade on him as it carved a small circle, maybe twice the size of an American quarter. He was surprised it didn’t hurt more. But he had indeed watched before and knew this was the easy part. Usually people didn’t scream until the next part. He focused his thoughts on Shane, which nearly made him laugh. What the fuck was he supposed to tell Shane about this. He knew he’d gone crazy then, laughter bubbling out of his mouth, spit and blood leaking down from the corner of his mouth. The blade went around in a circle again, deeper this time. He bit his lip. He’d fucking die before he gave them the satisfaction of screaming.
He pictured Shane’s freckles. The pink of his cheeks and neck. The mark on his chest. The way he laughed. The adorable way he scrunched his nose. He nearly let a noise escape as a different blade dug its way under the circle that had been carved. It worked its way slowly underneath his skin, separating it from the muscle underneath. But he swallowed the sound and tried to focus. The way Shane whimpered into his mouth. The way he threw his head back and howled when he came. The way he said Ilya’s name over and over again. He bit back another noise as it tried to burst out of him. The curved blade finally severed the piece of skin. He opened his eyes and watched the man hold up a perfectly round piece of his skin to Sergeev. He knew what the circle looked like now on his body. Deep enough to go through all the layers of skin, leaving red bleeding muscle raw to the air. He knew it would heal. Very slowly. And painfully. That was the point after all. Yet another scar for the disobedient boy. He thought he might pass out, that would be good. That would be nice right now. He was stifling moans in his throat, choking them back. He would not give that to them.
He had lied. When the man poured vodka over the wound, he gave them what they wanted. He screamed. He couldn’t help it. He tried so hard, but a shattered scream erupted from his throat ragged and raw. The blackness that sunk over him was welcome. He heard a voice talking to him in the blackness. It  was feminine and soft. His mama he decided. His mama was here to tell him it was ok. She always made him feel better. You’re ok Ilyushenka. You’re ok. His scream cut off as he gave in and remembered nothing else.
Cliff heard Ilya’s raw scream from the other room. He immediately moved toward the door, but when three guns were suddenly pointed at his head he stopped. His breathing was fast and he was on the verge of panicking when the door opened. The men with the guns put them away and let him run inside.
His first thought, was holy fuck there’d been a war. Blood was splattered everywhere. There was a body, not Ilya thank god, but a body lying on the floor, its head at an unnatural angle. Another man sat on the floor not far from the body, his arm clearly broken, the jagged bone sticking through the skin. Yet another man stood near Sergeev, holding onto his hand and what looked to be like crooked fingers to go along with his clearly broken nose.
His eyes moved wildly over the scene, until they fell on a man with a buzz cut standing up from a body, holding a bloody knife and a bottle of vodka. Ilya lay underneath him, unmoving. One arm was stretched above his head and another man was just getting up off his legs. His shirt was off and Cliff could see a bloody patch on his side over his ribs.
“WHAT THE FUCK DID YOU DO?” he screamed at them as he got closer and knelt next to Ilya.
Sergeev spoke to him. 
“Relax Mr. Marleau. I told you no deaths. He’s not dead. No broken bones. Well maybe some ribs, but he killed one of my men, he deserved it.”
Cliff was holding his breath as he looked at the raw patch of muscle on Ilya’s side. He was mostly talking to himself when he muttered, ‘what the actual fuck did you do.”
He looked up at the man with the knife. He wanted so badly to fucking fight, he felt like a coward not fighting them. But if Ilya hadn’t been able to take them, there was no chance he could. And he needed to be able to get Ilya out.
The man had heard his muttered question and just shrugged. “My job. He’s seen it done before, he’ll know how to take care of it. Just a reminder to do what he’s told. If you do much bigger patches, it will kill them. They go into shock as their skin is peeled from them. He will be fine.”
Cliff thought he might throw up at the man’s words. “You’re fucking crazy. All of you.”
Sergeev laughed. 
“No, not crazy. Just not fucking soft like you American’s. Ilyukha knew when he came here that there would be some sort of punishment. He chose to come. You should be glad he loves you. Boyfriend, friend, I don’t care. Most people would have taken the easy way out. He should have. We would not have been nearly so harsh to you. But that’s Ilyukha for you. Deep down he believes that he deserves whatever comes to him. It’s been beat into him enough he believes. It serves me well. When he wakes up, remind him, we made an agreement. I will stick to my end, and he better stick to his.”
Sergeev barked something in Russian to the man with the knife. Men helped the injured ones up, leaving the dead body on the floor.
“We will leave now Mr. Marleau. I would not stay too long. If someone finds their way in here, you do not want to be found with a dead man with a broken neck. Remind him. A month for first job. He will wake soon. He is strong. It’s just the adrenaline wearing off and the pain, it knocked him out for a moment. It won’t keep him out long.”
They left and Cliff just sat there breathing heavily, gently moving Ilya’s arm to a more natural position, not stretched above his head, but making sure it didn’t touch the raw wound on his side. He was afraid to move him just yet, so he just sat there stroking his friends hair like he would a child. 
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  Cliff sat there for what seemed like far too long. He wasn’t sure what to do. They’d taken a cab here. He had addresses that Ilya made him memorize for people that could help him if he needed, but not phone numbers. He looked over Ilya’s face. His lip was split and bleeding and he could see a bruise starting on one cheek, another decent cut near the corner of his eye. He had spit and blood all over his mouth though, so he was either coughing up blood or he had cuts inside his mouth. The rest of him though looked a mess. The raw circle on his side, multiple bruises blooming over his entire chest, a large cut over his collarbone, Cliff couldn’t fathom what that was from. But if he could get his shirt on him, maybe he could get him into a cab and pretend he was drunk. He knew there was no way Ilya would want him to take him to a hospital, but he had to get them out of this building. He could have the cab take them to one of the addresses he had memorized.
He looked up a cab company, but then realized he had absolutely no idea where they were. Frustrated he yelled into the emptiness. “GOD FUCKING DAMMIT” He was going to have to go outside and see what the address of this building was and then hope the cab driver didn’t ask why he was picking them up at an abandoned office complex.
He started to stand, but right at that moment, Ilya coughed. And coughed again, and suddenly he was throwing up blood and bile and spit. Cliff tried to hold him still, keeping him on his side, so anything he threw up, wouldn’t go back down and he wouldn’t choke on it. Ilya mumbled something, but Cliff had no idea what.
“Ilya? Can you hear me?”
Nothing. But then another cough. More spitting. Eyes fluttering. Then panic. Cliff could see it happen and just didn’t react fast enough. He was in an awkward position on the ground trying to hold Ilya on his side and keep his arm away from his wound. He saw the exact moment that Ilya’s eyes opened, saw someone hovering over him and freaked out. His arm jerked down, which grazed it against his wound, he gave out a keening howl and jerked himself away, punching with his right arm as he moved, and tried to scramble backwards away from Cliff. It was a glancing blow to Cliff’s jaw and dear lord was Cliff glad he hadn’t been on the receiving end of a full strength blow. The half strength was still enough to knock him off balance and make him see stars for a few seconds.
Then he had his hands out, his voice low.
“Ilya, it’s Cliff. Please listen. It’s Cliff. I’m not going to hurt you. I promise. Oh Jesus, please Ilya, can you hear me?”
Ilya was still lying down, but on his back now, trying to sit up, but he was struggling. He was trying to hold his arm across his middle for his ribs, but he couldn’t really without hitting the hole in his side. His eyes were wild and unfocused. He looked like a cornered animal and Cliff wasn’t sure he would ever be able to get the sight out of his head.
“Ilya. Listen to me. I need you to see me. It’s Cliff. I am not going to hurt you, but we have to get out of this building.”
Ilya stared at him. Cliff could see him trying to focus, but his eyes showed no recognition. If there was ever a time he wished he spoke Russian, it was now. He yanked out his phone. He’d thought of Shane first, discarded the idea, but then realized he had another option. He smashed the button for Sveta’s phone and prayed she answered. It was only 10:30am in Paris, which was going to put her at 4:30 am in Boston.
“Please answer Sveta, please.”
She did, with a sleepy, “What the fuck Cliff. Do you know what time it is?”
“Sveta please listen and don’t ask questions. I don’t have time. I need you to speak in Russian. I need you to talk to Ilya, tell him to calm down and that it’s just Cliff. I need him to understand. I don’t think I’m getting through to him. Please. I’ll explain later. Calm down and it’s Cliff. Ok?”
“Yes, da,” He put the phone on speaker and could hear her soft voice speaking the same few phrases over and over. Ilya’s eyes snapped to the phone and Cliff saw him take a breath and look up to Cliff while he listened. His eyes closed and he let out a moan when his arm moved and brushed his side again. Sveta kept talking and finally he heard in English in a ragged and hoarse voice.
“I understand. I’m here now. I’m ok.”
Sveta started spitting Russian words at that point and Ilya just closed his eyes and shook his head, saying something weakly.
Cliff pulled the phone back, “Sveta, you’re a lifesaver. I’ll call you in a few hours. He’s hurt, but he’ll be ok. I think he was just in shock, and I wasn’t getting through to him. Thank you.”
“You better fucking call and explain Cliff.” She hung up before he could.
“Ilya?”
“Da. I’m here. I’m sorry.”
His eyes went to Cliff’s face, a small frown coming to those lips that were still covered in blood.
“They hit you?”
Cliff was going to say yes, not about to tell him what actually happened. But he didn’t get a chance.
“No. I did. I remember. Sort of. Oh god Cliff, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean”
“Ilya stop. Do not apologize. For anything. You weren’t you. It’s ok. They’re gone, they all left, but they left a dead guy here. I think we need to get out of here in case any of them decide to get cute and call whatever passes for cops here.”
He took a breath and tried to calm down his voice a little.
“And I don’t know how to get you out of here. If you can’t walk, I can probably carry you, but it’s going to jostle that fucking wound they put in you like crazy.”
Ilya tried to sit up again, and made it further, but he was white as a ghost and sweating profusely.
“I can walk. Just will need a lot of help to lean on. Good thing you’re big strong guy.”
He started to smile, but instead started coughing again, finally spitting more blood out.
“Fuck, there’s clearly something internal causing that. If it’s your lung Ilya, you can’t fly. We’re gonna have to get an xray.”
“No. We go home today on flight like we planned. I am not staying here.”
“Ilya.
“Marleau.” He spit more trying not to cough.
“Cliff. I want to go home. I want to see Shane.”
His voice sounded like a small child who’d been lost for weeks and only just discovered where he lived. Cliff wasn't even sure if he realized the second half of what he said.
“Ok. Then we gotta get you down those stairs and out of here first. I’ll call a cab, do you know the address?”
Ilya was taking very small breaths and Cliff didn't like it at all. But he nodded and tried to reach into his pocket. He winced and a small noise escaped. He closed his eyes and tried again, very slowly. He pulled out the phone and managed to put the passcode in with one hand.
“Look at messages. Alexei’s has address of here.”
Cliff found the message and forwarded it to himself. He shoved Ilya’s phone in his pocket and opened his. Calling a cab, he gave them the address and told them they wanted to stop by their hotel and then go to the airport.”
“Ok boss, we gotta see if we can get you up. There is nothing clean here to put over that wound and I’m not touching it with anything dirty. You want shirt on or off? On will rub against it obviously.”
“On. Will need on for plane.”
Cliff grabbed it and helped Ilya sit up more, trying to ignore the broken sounds that sometimes gritted out between Ilya’s teeth. He got the shirt and sat there watching him for a minute.
“Ilya you know you gotta have a couple broken ribs. This isn’t great.”
“I’ll be fine. You know they do nothing for that. I need to get home and wrap them. Rest for a week and good as new.”
Cliff nodded slowly. “And that? The guy who did it said you’d seen his work before and would know how to take care of it.”
Ilya watched him for a moment before glancing down at his side. His gaze stayed there a little too long. 
“I have. I have seen it much worse. This is little compared to some. I never had it before though. I cannot imagine bigger. Hurts so fucking bad. Will heal slowly also. So slow. What the fuck am I going to tell Shane?”
“I don’t know. Let’s worry about that if we make it on the plane. You know if you have a punctured lung and we fly, it could get much worse.”
“It’s not. It's ok. Will be ok.”
“Let’s see if we can get you up then. If not, I guess I get to see how strong I really am.”
“No fucking way I am letting you carry me Marleau. No.”
“We’ll see.”
In the end, he did carry him. But only part of the way out once they were down the stairs. Cliff had helped him up, but every few steps they had to stop and let Ilya catch his breath. By the time they were downstairs, he was feeling like he was about to pass out again.
“Ilya, put your arm around my neck. Don’t fucking argue, just do it. The cab is here and I want you in it and us away. It’s bad enough they’re picking us up here. If that body is discovered anytime soon, this driver is going to remember us.”
Coughing and wincing more, his voice getting weaker. “Money Marleau. We flash him some cash and he will purposely not remember us.”
He put his arm around Cliff’s neck, and allowed himself to be picked up. For the first time in.. he couldn’t even remember. Every step made him wince as the shirt rubbed against his wound. Every cough burned into his chest like a hot poker. Cliff got him into the car, the cab driver looking a little concerned.
Ilya managed a smile and told him weakly, ‘Fell down the stairs. Being stupid. Broke a rib I think.”
The driver looked like maybe he didn’t believe that, but he just nodded and drove to their hotel. Ilya stayed in the back while Cliff went to get their things.
When he got back to the car, Ilya’s head was back on the seat, his eyes closed. Cliff threw the things on his side and nodded at the driver to go. At the airport, he went and got Ilya a wheelchair, there was no way he was going to walk the entire length of the airport.
Ilya managed a small smile. “Look at me. Such a scary fucking killer that I can’t even fucking walk.”
“Shut up. You’ve had a shitty day. You deserve some rest. I know you don't take pills normally, but I can get just some tylenol or something? Might take the edge off?”
“No. But thank you.”
Once they got to their gate, they had a while to wait. Cliff sat across from him and watched for a little while.
“What Marleau. You think too loud.”
“Did you know they would do that? That it would be that bad?”
Ilya thought about it, coughing and wincing at one point. Spitting blood into a napkin Cliff had gotten him.
“No. I knew there would be something. If you disobey in the unit, you are punished. I did not expect it to be that violent. It probably did not help that I fought back. If I had just let it happen, maybe it would not be as bad.”
“Jesus Ilya, the room looked like a war happened.”
His voice was a little quieter,
"You fucking snapped one of their necks."
“Good.” He coughed again and then made a pained noise as his arm rubbed his side.
“Fuck. I’ll be back. There’s gotta be a little store in here that sells first aid shit. We need to cover it at least for the trip home.”
Ilya just nodded. When Cliff had walked away, he allowed himself to drop his head to his hands and close his eyes. He knew Cliff was worried, he was stifling most of his groans, but a few were slipping out. He couldn’t help it. He hadn’t felt this bad in years. Not since the first time he’d outright refused to do a job. The time that ended up with the scar on his back. He tried to remember if he’d felt this bad that time. Maybe he was just old. At 26. Oh god, was he like dinosaur man already. This made him laugh, which made him cough, which made him sorry as he spit more blood out. That probably wasn’t good.
“Fuck me.”
Cliff was back before long with a small bag. He took Ilya into the bathroom and proceeded to fuss over him. He didn’t want to try to clean it there, plus he didn’t know what he was doing, so he settled for a thick pad of gauze with some wound wash spray he had found sprayed on it. He taped the pad over the wound, wincing at every hiss that came from Ilya’s mouth.
They were back at their gate before long, Ilya looking very tired. Cliff rubbed his own eyes and tried to not think about what they actually were going to tell Shane. This was bad. Very bad.
“Boss..”
“I don’t know” came the weary answer.
“I didn’t even ask…”
“You are thinking about Shane. I can tell. So am I. I don’t know.”
His eyes stayed closed as he talked,
“I can tell him I got in a fight. I told him about how I used to get rid of the darkness. By fighting. He won’t like it, but I can tell him. I don’t know what to tell him about.. the other. I can try to keep a bandage on, but eventually he will see. I do not know what I can tell him that would be a reasonable explanation as to why I have a perfectly round section of skin missing. I lost fight really bad, passed out and he was a sadistic fuck? Not sure that passes for real. Mmm, reality? I could tell him to stay away, but that would be weeks.”
“How bout you got shoved backwards into an open pipe. It impaled you and ate a chunk of you.”
Ilya’s shoulders shook a little as he laughed, before he bit back a hiss.
“That’s good Marleau. Let’s tell him that one.”
“You were kidnapped by a serial killer, who was cutting your skin off for coasters? And I saved you?”
“Marleau stop. They are getting worse.”
They got on the plane and Marleau texted Jake and asked if he could come to the apartment that night. With the flight time and then time difference, they should be home by 5 or 6pm.
Ilya angled himself so that he would not lean on the wound accidentally and then tried to sleep.
Cliff sat there with his eyes closed, listening for any discomfort from Ilya. Well, listening for an excessive amount of discomfort.
He heard Ilya softly a few minutes later.
“What if you cut it?”
“Ilya?”
“You could cut it. The edges. Make it not so perfectly round. Then I could say was just bar fight. Like a bottle. Or even just a knife, if the edges are ragged, knife fight, took a big chunk out.”
“Ilya. I hope you are kidding.”
When Ilya said nothing, he sat up and looked over. 
“Rozanov, if I hear that shit again, I will just tell Shane everything. Done, over. We both go to jail forever.”
A big sigh.
“Fine. It sounded good when I first thought it.”
“No it didn’t. Go to sleep Ilya, you need rest. Jake will be there when we get home. We’ll ask him.”
 

 
Jake was very concerned. Cliff had managed to get them home and Ilya up to the apartment. Ilya had slept restlessly the whole plane ride, but he looked a little better. Still pale, but not like one step away from death pale. He wasn’t hissing every step now, but Cliff thought maybe he was just holding it inside better. But when Jake got there a few minutes after them, his bag in hand, he’d taken one look and thrown Cliff an incredulous glare.
“You took him on a plane like this? Do you know what could have happened if he has a hole in his lung from a rib?”
Cliff just nodded, Ilya piping up from the couch.
“Is my fault doc, I made him. I wanted to be here. Not with French doctor. You’re the best.”
“Flattery gets you nowhere Ilya. We need an xray. Can you come to the hospital?”
Ilya shook his head. “I could. But can’t you bring portable thingy that you brought last time for my wrist?”
The man sighed and made a call. “You’re impossible. Do you know how much those cost to bring out?”
Ilya waved his hand around the luxurious penthouse he was sitting in. “I think I can cover it.”
He leaned back and closed his eyes. He let Jake poke and prod and feel around, biting his lip to keep from complaining too much. He stayed very still when the man took off the make shift gauze pad that Cliff had taped to him.
The silence in the room was thick as he just stared at it. Ilya kept his eyes closed, Cliff was looking at his phone like it was the most interesting thing in the world.
“Sooo, do we want to talk about what this looks like?”
Nothing. It was the eerie silence of the forest when a predator steps in and everything stops.
“Ok. So, I’ll just talk then. Ilya, this is bad. It would appear that someone has surgically, and I must commend them for their skill, took everything down through the subcutaneous level. This is not an accident. Not this smooth. I’m guessing you know that already. Jesus. This should have had a skin graft Ilya.”
“Probably.”
“Not probably. It should have. The skin will grow back from the edges, but it will be very slow. So slow. We could still do it. Take the skin from your upper arm or even your thigh. Upper arm would heal faster. It would leave less of a scar also.”
“I do not care about scar. How long to heal if I leave it with no graft.”
“Could be months before it’s fully covered. At least two, maybe three. If we do the graft, you’ll still have a scar, it just won’t be as bad. You’ll also have a smaller scar on the arm where we take the skin from. Ilya, I highly recommend the graft. If you don’t, you will have significant pain for months, chances for infections because of the locations. It will be less than a month if we do the graft. I mean it might be tender still after, but so much faster.”
Ilya started to shake his head but saw both of them glaring at him. He gave up.
“Fine. Graft. When can we do it? I can come home same day?”
Jake pulled up a calendar in his phone. “Probably. It needs to be done soon. I can bump someone tomorrow and get you in. You know where. You need some antibiotics also, I can give you a dose while I’m doing the graft, but then you’ll need to take for at least a week.”
“No pills.”
A large sigh came from both the other men. Cliff spoke first,
“Ilya, you know this is different. It’s not the same kind of pills. There’s no chance of… an ‘accident’ with these. It’s not painkillers or anything else like that.”
Ilya scowled at them both.
“Is not fair that you are ganging up on me. Maybe I should just leave it. I will be fine.”
Cliff nudged the smaller man,
“Doc, tell him he can’t have sex until it heals if he doesn’t do the graft.”
Ilya’s eyes widened so fast it was comical.
“Not true.”
Jake shrugged and with a serious look on his face,
“It kind of is Ilya. You can’t have anyone pushing on it or touching it, you can’t shower with it to get it wet. It will hurt with any sort of bending or lifting anything heavy.”
“Fuck me. You both hate me. Fine. Schedule it. Tomorrow.”
“Good. 10am. No food after midnight tonight. We’ll do the xray tomorrow then instead of bringing the portable here. If you can promise me to just lay there on that couch all night and not move much.”
Ilya just nodded, too irritated to speak. He knew they were right, but he hated that it was turning into a problem.
“Ok, I’m going to bandage that again and then going to wrap the ribs for tonight until we can do xray. No shower tonight, I don’t want the wound getting wet.”
He sat up as the man did what he had said, with Ilya letting out involuntary noises as he moved. He was about to leave when Ilya stopped him.
“Jake, I need excuse for what this is.” He pointed to the spot that was covered with a new bandage. Jake had wrapped his ribs, but done a tilted pattern, leaving that spot open so that the wrap wasn’t pressing on it.
“What do you mean?”
“Ahh, I have person who will ask when they eventually see it. What can I tell them? Is too perfect to be accident.”
“Well if you can wait to let them see until after the graft, it won’t look quite as perfect. But Ilya, there’s not really much that would make a perfect circle like that if it wasn’t intentional. You can tell him anything after the graft. He shouldn’t be able to tell. Knife fight, dog bite.”
“Knife fight. Ok. I can do that one.”
Cliff rolled his eyes and let Jake out.
“You need anything boss? You want me to stay up here tonight? I can.”
“No. Go rest. I just will sleep. Apparently I need a driver tomorrow for stupid graft thing.”
“Yes you do, you know I’ll take you.”
“Are you staying on the couch? Do you want a water or something before I leave?
“Oh my god Marleau, go. I am not toddler.”
“Ok.”
He walked to the door and was opening it when Ilya’s voice stopped him. It was much quieter and more serious than it had been.
“Cliff.”
He waited until the man had turned to look at him on the couch.
“Thank you for helping me. I know it was. More. More than I expected. I’m sorry I hit you. I did not mean to. I woke up and didn’t know where I was for a minute.”
Cliff remembered that look of an animal backed into a corner and he nodded.
“It’s ok. I’m glad I was there. I’m glad you’re ok. More or less. You scared me for a little while. Get some rest please.”
He stopped at the door again, looking back,
“Hey. If you told Shane you’d be home tonight, you might want to extend our trip by a day or two, or he’s likely to show up here.”
Ilya just nodded. When Cliff was gone, he pulled his legs up and stretched out on the couch, biting his lip to stifle a noise, but making one anyway when he bit down on the part that was split open.
“Fuck.”
He turned on the tv and put on a hockey game, turning the volume on low. He thought about what Cliff had said and opened his messages with Shane. He sat there staring at them for a long time. He knew Cliff was right. But he was feeling… he didn’t even know. It wasn’t his usual dark state. It was different. It was. Alone. He was feeling very needy. When they had been in that building, he’d woken up on the floor with Cliff above him. He’d been panicked. He remembered the look on Cliff’s face while he held the phone out with Sveta’s voice. Fuck Sveta. He’d have to call her. But he remembered that look. He didn’t like it. He didn’t like causing it. He didn’t like how he felt. He knew that he had wanted Shane in that moment. His eyes were burning and he realized he was nearly in tears and he didn’t even fucking know why. Except he did.
Knowing it was a mistake, he opened his phone and sent Shane a text.
Ilya:        Hey. Got home a day early
Ilya:        Have plans?
He put the phone down and after about 30 seconds realized he shouldn’t have. Clearly his emotions were leaking out of his little box and turning him stupid. Grabbing the phone, he saw the bubbles and knew Shane was typing.
Ilya:        Nevermind. I’m sorry. I will see you later.
Freckles: Ilya? Are you ok?
He didn’t answer. It didn’t take long, maybe 5 minutes.
Freckles: Ilya, I’m coming over.
Ilya:        Shane, no. I’m sorry. Go do what you were doing.
Ilya:        I will see you later.
Freckles: Nope. On the way.
Ilya:        Ok. But I’m sorry in advance
Freckles: For?
Ilya:        You’ll see. Door is open I think Cliff didn’t lock it
He put the phone on the cushion next to him and tried to shift a little to get comfortable. Nothing was working. He finally just closed his eyes and focused on breathing normally.
When he woke up, it was to a soothing hand rubbing through his hair over and over. He blinked once or twice and turned his head to see Shane watching him, while the hand that wasn’t in his hair chewed at the cuticle on his thumb. Shane was sitting on the floor next to the couch so that he could rub his hair.
He reached out with a hand and grabbed the one at Shane’s mouth, pulling it to his mouth to kiss it.
“Hi.”
Shane just looked at him, the hand in his hair never stopping.
“Shane?”
“Don’t talk to me. I’m sitting here trying not to be mad at you.”
Ilya just nodded and closed his eyes. He didn’t even care if Shane was mad, as long as his hand didn’t stop touching him, and as long as he was here with him.
Eventually the hand stilled and then left his hair. He opened his eyes to see Shane rubbing his own eyes, his cheeks looking a little wet. He tried to push himself up and immediately groaned, but managed to get most of the way up without another noise. Holding his arm out, he whispered.
“Kotik please? Are you crying? Please don’t be upset. Come sit next to me. Please Shane.”
“I can’t. I don’t want to hurt you more. You could barely even sit up just now.”
“You can. I am ok. I promise.”
“You’re such a fucking liar then.”
Despite his words, Shane got up and very carefully sat down next to Ilya, not touching him at all, just looking at him again.
“It’s not as bad as it looks.”
Shane’s voice was nearly hysterical. 
“Not as bad as it looks!? Have you seen yourself? I’m guessing maybe not. Your lip is swollen and cut. There’s a cut that looks like it barely missed your eye. Your face is bruised, again. And your body. Jesus Ilya, it looks like you got run over by a truck and that’s just the part I can see. I’m sure under the bandages it’s worse. You’ve got a long cut on your collarbone and pretty much all the skin I can see going down is purple.”
His voice was choking up now and Ilya could see his eyes wet again.
“Do you have any idea what you looked like when I walked in? Asleep on the couch looking like this? I nearly fell over Ilya. I can’t even fucking yell at you because you’re hurt so fucking bad.”
“Shane, if this isn’t yelling, I don’t want to see you yell.”
He got a small smile for that at least.
“I’m sorry. I am.”
“What happened?”
Ilya’s mouth opened. Then closed.
“Ilya, I swear to god, do not make up a story. What happened.”
An eyebrow arched as Ilya laughed. Which then caused him to groan and put an arm across his ribs. When he caught his breath, he told him,
“I do not make up stories.”
“Bullshit. What happened? Truth.”
Ilya closed his eyes.
“I got in a fight.”
“A fight. All this was from a fight? I have a hard time believing that Ilya. Have you seen you?”
A half laugh and then a cough. 
“Don’t make me laugh. Yes, it was a fight.”
He didn’t open his eyes when he finished.
“Against 5 men.”
There was absolutely no sound in the room other than the soft words coming from the TV. He opened his eyes and lifted his head to look at Shane. The other man was staring at him with his mouth half open.
“I hope this is part of your story, Ilya.
With a big sigh, he shook his head.
“It is not a story. I promise. I told you how I used to pick fights to feel better. Well I did it, and got in over my head this time. He had friends that I was unaware of. Three of them look worse than me.” one of them much worse  
“Ilya. I’m sorry.”
“No. I am sorry. I should not have done it. I should not have gone out. I was stupid.”
Shane was looking him over and pointed at the bandage between the layers of wraps.
“I assume your ribs are broken, which is why they’re wrapped. What is that?”
Ilya glanced down and started chewing on his lip, immediately stopping when he hit the split part again. Fucking shit stupid lip
“Ahhhh,”
“Ilya..” Shane’s voice had a warning tone in it.
“Knife. From a knife. Took a big chunk of my skin. I have to have thing tomorrow.”
Shane’s face had gone white.
“A knife. You got in a knife fight. What do you mean a thing?”
“Mmm, graft? He is going to take skin from my arm and put there. Because it is big circle of skin gone. I said no, but Cliff and doctor ganged up on me. They said no sex for months if I didn’t do it because it would hurt too much and I can’t shower. So I said fine, I will do. They were not nice to me.”
This actually got a small smile aimed his direction again before it turned into a glare.
“Maybe no sex for you anyway. I cannot believe you got into a fight with 5 guys, one of whom had a knife.”
“I did pretty good. I promise. Three of them were down by time I went down.”
Shane very gently leaned over and gave him a kiss, which made Ilya dizzy with happiness. He reached out for him, ignoring the pain that shot through his chest, wrapping his arms around him and pulling him closer.
Shane leaned gently against his side, trying to make sure not to put much weight on him at all.
Ilya put his lips against the top of Shane’s head before finally sitting up.
“Also, if you don’t want a story, then you should know, if you see Cliff, he has bruise on his face also. Do not be surprised.”
“He helped you?”
“Ahhh, no. not exactly.”
“I find that hard to believe. I feel like he would have been in there swinging also.”
Ilya was so stupid. He should learn to shut up.
“He could not. More friends were not letting him help.”
“Jesus Ilya. You fought the whole fucking bar it sounds like.”
“Yes. Sort of.”
“How’d he get hit then?”
“Shane. Do not be alarmed. But they were kicking me and I was on the floor and when I got knife wound, maybe, I might have passed out. Just for a minute. The bad guys went away. He tried to help me. But when I woke up, I was scared and did not know where I was, and I might have accidentally, just a little bit, punched him. Just a little one though. While I didn’t know what was happening.”
Shane took a breath and realized it didn’t reach his lungs. 
“Ilya. I can’t. I can’t hear more about this right now. I don’t know how to handle it. You picked a fight, it turned out to be 5 guys. You got kicked and beat and knifed and you passed out and when you woke up you punched Cliff. I think that I am overstimulated right now and I’m trying so hard not to have a panic attack. Please just make up a story. I can’t handle more truth. I need to breathe” one two three four in, hold, one two three four, out  
Ilya’s hand rubbed his back and whispered to him over and over, almost like when they were children, “Dyshi Shane. Dyshi. Dyshi.”
It took several minutes but he finally felt the air going into his lungs again. When he was sure he wasn’t going to full on spiral, he looked up gratefully.
“I’m sorry. You’re nearly dead and you’re here comforting me.”
“I am sorry. I was stupid. I wasn’t going to let you come over for a few days. Until it was partly better.” But I had to see you
“Ilya,”
“Wait please. I need to say it before I get scared again.” 
Ilya’s mind was yelling at him to stop, not to do it, but his insides were calm, at peace once he had understood. He finally let out that small part of him that he’d been refusing to explore the last couple of weeks. The part that when he was in that old building passing out on the floor, the part that when he heard his mama’s voice telling him it was ok, the part that when he opened his eyes, the part of him that for just a moment thought he might have actually pushed too far and been about to die, the part that wished Shane were there. That part that was screaming at him every time he looked at him or thought about him and wanted him with him all the time.
“I was scared. Cliff was there, and he helped me, if he hadn’t been there Shane, it would have been bad. But when I was scared, it was because you weren’t there. I wanted you there Shane. I would have done anything to have you there. I was scared because I want you so fucking bad. Because I don’t want to lose you. Because I was stupid and could have cost us everything”
He took a deep breath and with his exhale, he put his fingers on Shane’s chin, to lift his head so he was looking at him and he told him what he had known for weeks now and had been trying to push away and ignore. The timing could have been better. It wasn’t after earth shattering sex, or a wonderful date, or even waking up together in bed after a wonderful night. But he was feeling raw and unsettled and scared and hopeful. Mostly it was just real. So he told him.
“Ya tebya lyublyu Shane. Ya tebya lyublyu."
Shane stared at him, and then his eyes closed for a long second. Suddenly those dark eyes opened, shining with tears and then his arms were around Ilya as he whispered in his ear,
“Oh my god Ilya. I love you too. So fucking much.”
Ilya ignored the pain in his chest and the spot in his side. He didn’t care. He pulled Shane close, their lips finding each other at the same time. A soft, wet kiss with tongues toying gently against each other, a promise of more.
Shane suddenly pulled back, realizing he was nearly in Ilya’s lap.
“Fuck Ilya, I’m so sorry.”
He tried to pull away, but Ilya shook his head and pulled him tighter, a small hiss escaping him, which Shane kissed away. Burying his head in Shane’s neck, he just shook his head.
“Please just hold me, kotik.”
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  Shane helped him to bed at some point and slept next to him, putting a pillow between them because he did not trust himself to not just lay all over Ilya in his sleep and hurt him. Ilya lay on his back though and Shane kept one hand on his chest most of the night. He woke early with one of Ilya’s hands clasped over his.
Gently sliding his hand out, he managed to get off the bed without Ilya moving. He yawned and walked sleepily towards the kitchen, intending to get a water bottle. He let out a soft screech though when he looked up and there was a body on the couch watching him.
“Fuck Cliff. You scared me.”
“Shane. Sorry. I thought he was alone, I wanted to check on him. But I saw your bag and knew you must be here.”
Shane walked past him and got a water. Sinking onto the opposite end of the couch as he drank it. Cliff’s face was bruised, but it wasn’t a harsh color like what painted most every inch of Ilya’s skin.
“Is your face ok?”
Cliff’s hand went involuntarily to it before dropping.
“Yeah, just a lucky punch. No big deal.”
“A lucky punch.”
“Yep, you should see the other guy.”
Shane took another drink and tilted his head a little.
“I have. I think he’s laying in bed in the other room.”
To Cliff’s credit, he didn’t break eye contact, just nodded slowly.
“He told you.”
“Yes. He told me you would make up a story about it.”
“Yeah. Well he feels bad about it. He shouldn’t.”
His voice was a little cautious now, which Shane found very interesting.
“What else did he tell you?”
“That he picked a fight. That got out of hand.”
A nod from Cliff,
“It did.”
Cliff really wanted out of this conversation, he was determined not to fuck this up like he nearly did when Shane asked about Ilya getting mugged. He was giving Ilya an earful later. He warned him to text Shane that he wasn’t home yet.
“He has an appointment soon, so I was just going to see if he needed help.”
A long appraising look came from Shane. Cliff knew he was fucked. This was clearly going from bad to worse.
Shane had lay awake a large portion of the night thinking and had so many things running through his head that he was having to force them back. He would analyze them later. He let it go and just nodded.
“I know. He told me that also. That he needs a skin graft. For whatever is under the bandage on his ribs. He told me it was from a knife that one of the guys pulled.”
“Yep, it was pretty bad.”
“Cliff. Do you know what I do for a living?”
Cliff busied himself with his phone.
“Sort of. Not really.”
“That’s ok. Most people don’t. But I will tell you that I look at a lot of crime scene pictures. Of dead people.”
Cliff looked up, not entirely sure where this was going, but a cold feeling washed over him.
“Ok? Must suck to see.”
“It does. I have nightmares sometimes. But the point is, I’ve seen a lot of horrible things. Beatings. Gunshot wounds. Knife wounds.”
Cliff just watched him.
“It’s very rare for a knife wound from a fight to need a skin graft. They’re usually either a slash along the skin, or a deep puncture. He told me that it was because it took a big piece of skin off him. So I have to assume he means like it gouged a chunk of flesh out. That’s very unusual. If you need a skin graft from a knife injury, it’s not usually because of a bar fight type wound. There are always exceptions. But not normally. I’m going to choose to believe this is one of those exceptions.”
“Shane, I’m not..”
“Stop. I don’t want you to lie to me, so I’m going to stop asking. I just want you to know that I’m not stupid. I don’t know what the two of you were up to, or why you apparently picked a fight with an entire bar full of people, or wherever you were. I’m not sure that’s the truth either.”
Cliff just stared, finally standing just to be able to move, before he froze in place from panic. He was shocked when Shane stood also and walked closer and gave him a hug. A big hug.
“You can stop panicking. I’m done. Whatever happened, it happened. I’m glad you were there to take care of him. I’m glad you’ve got his back. I’m glad that he has someone loyal enough to lie for him. I wish that you both didn’t feel the need to lie to me, but maybe I’ll earn that someday. For now, I’m glad he has you.”
Shane pulled back and looked up at him.
“I’m not going to ask about it again. I’ll take his explanation that it was a knife fight. Which I assume is not strictly untrue. I just feel like something is being left out. You can tell him about this conversation or not. I’m not going to mention it. I just wanted you to know. That I’m aware something else is happening here.”
“Shane..”
“Cliff. It’s fine. I love him. Please just keep him safe. I don’t like this whole fighting thing. He needs to be in therapy, but I don’t feel like I can push that. So please. Just keep him safe. He told me that he basically thought he had pushed it too far this time. I don’t think I can live with that if something happens. So keep whatever this secret is. But please try to keep him out of trouble. It seems to follow him.”
Cliff nodded, too emotional in his own head to say much. He managed a very quiet,
“I will. I’m glad he has you too.” Even though you’re going to hate us both someday
“Marleau. You are trying to steal my kotik away from me while I sleep? Not cool.”
Both their heads snapped towards the voice, to see Ilya leaning against the bedroom door frame. He had more color in his cheeks than the day before, and he wasn’t hissing in pain as he took a step into the room, though he was walking slowly.
Shane went to him, and wrapped an arm around his waist, walking with him to the couch, watching him sit with critical eyes.
“You’re definitely moving a little better today. What time is your appointment?”
Cliff answered before Ilya could.
“It’s at 10am. We’ll have to go before long. And for the record boss, I’m not trying to steal him. But he did give me a hug, so you better watch out.”
Ilya’s eyes widened as he shook his head.
“Traitors. Both of you.”
Shane sat down and leaned over and kissed the corner of his mouth, away from the still swollen split part.
“It’s ok, I hugged him, but I only love you.”
He felt giddy at saying it out loud and knew he was blushing. He leaned into Ilya when the other man’s arms came around him.
Ilya’s voice was teasing when he leaned back and looked at Cliff.
“Well I love you both, but I only want to take one of you to bed and take my tongu…”
Two voices at once both yelled his name. He sat back, quite satisfied with himself.
Shane shook his head,
“Glad to see this fight didn’t take away your wonderful sense of humor.”
Cliff snorted.
“You two will kill me someday. Ilya, we need to get going soon. Shane are you..”
He stopped. Looking at Ilya, then back to Shane. He had started to ask if Shane was coming, but realized there was no way that could happen. Ilya actually looked startled also, as if he hadn’t thought about it. Which he probably hadn’t. Jake’s hospital was not exactly a hospital at all. It had state of the art equipment with one small surgical room, several beds and probably a larger pharmacy than some small town hospitals. It was also located in what appeared to be an abandoned warehouse. His clientele were mostly mafioso and other wealthy undesirables that needed to avoid law enforcement at actual hospitals. Cliff had no idea how Ilya had met him, he just knew that he’d done Jake a favor at some point. A big one if the way Jake was always available for Ilya was any indication.
Shane didn’t catch the look between them or chose to ignore it. Cliff could hear over and over in his head. I just wanted you to know I’m not stupid 
Looking over at Ilya, Shane finally shook his head.
“I’ll get a car and go home.”
Leaning over and giving Ilya a real kiss this time, ignoring Cliff behind him.
“Let me know when you want me to come back. I’ll come play nurse for you.”
“You will wear sexy nurse outfit?”
“Oh my god, stop. No asshole, not with an outfit.”
Ilya just shrugged, a grin on his face.
“Had to ask.”
Cliff was mortified. He didn’t sign up for this. Bodyguard. Just a bodyguard. Ilya was clearly feeling better.
Ilya grabbed Shane’s hand though as he stood up.
“I want you here please. Can you stay?”
Shane glanced at Cliff who was keeping a neutral expression on his face as he casually glanced around trying to see if there was anything that shouldn’t be there.
“Ilya, no, just tell Cliff to text me. I don’t want to make anyone uncom”
The voice that interrupted him was small and a little uncertain.
“Please kotik. I want you here as soon as I get back. Just for a day. I know you have work and can’t stay indefinitely.”
Shane’s lower lip drew into his mouth as his teeth scraped it while he thought. He had his laptop, he had a few clothes here.
Leaning over to kiss his forehead, he nodded. 
“Ok. I’ll be here when you get back.”
 

 
Cliff got Ilya down and into the car and they’d been driving in silence for a few minutes when Cliff couldn’t stand it anymore.
“Ilya.”
“Here we go. It’s been like 5 minutes Marleau, that might be a record.”
“Shut up. What happened to telling him you weren’t home yet?”
Ilya looked casually over at him.
“That was your idea. I decided I needed to see him.”
Cliff nodded.
“Clearly. So… love huh?”
Ilya looked out the window, trying to chew on his lip but unable because of the cut. Fuck, it bothered him almost more then the real injuries.
“Yes. I love him. I realized. I have known for a while and did not wish to… allow it? Admit it? Maybe. I’m not sure that I even know what love is Marleau. I’ve had sex. So many flings. I love Sveta. And you, sort of. In a very friendly, I don’t want to fuck you way.”
He smiled at Cliff’s snort and emphatic,
“Thank God for that.”
“But this is different. If it’s not love, then I don’t know what it is. I think of him in the morning and the day and the night. I dream of him at night. I want him close to me all the time. I want to tell him everything. I want to know all about him. And Marleau, when I was screaming and passing out, I was sorry. Sorry that I did not tell him. I heard my mama talking to me, and I think she took me into the darkness so that I could not hurt for a little, but I just wanted to tell her about him. I wish she could know him. I wish she could know me.”
He trailed off and stopped.
Cliff’s eyes were not watering. They weren’t. He had dirt in them he thought as he wiped them off. He finally managed a small laugh,
“Yeah, I’m pretty sure that’s love Ilya. I just… I don’t know how it’s going to end well.”
For a long time Ilya just stared out the window, finally answering as they pulled up where they were going,
“Me either. But I needed to tell him.”
“Ok. I get it. But Ilya, you need to know something. He asked me about what happened. He doesn’t believe your story. At least entirely.”
Ilya glanced over at him, waiting.
“He knows that a normal knife fight would not leave a big chunk of your skin gone. He told me. He asked if I knew what he does and that he sees crime scene photos all the time. He told me that he’s not stupid and he knows something is off. But he wasn’t going to push because he loves you. He also said he was not mentioning that conversation to you.”
A small smile came his way.
“Of course he knows. My brilliant kotik. I wish I could tell him the truth. I know I cannot, do not look at me that way. I know it is not fair for me to love him. I don’t deserve that kind of love. He will leave one day. I will always love him, I think. Even when he leaves. But I dragged him into this mess, and I will fix it first. So that I do not have to worry about him. I hate that he will be hurt by me, but I am selfish and I want him as long as I can.”
Cliff had no answer for that so just opened the door and came around to Ilya’s.
“Let’s go get your fake bar fight wound covered up.”
 

 
Shane sat there for a few minutes after they left, trying to settle all the thoughts in his mind. He texted Scott and Hayden that he wouldn’t be in the office today, but he was available if something came up. It was Friday so he didn’t have to worry about it for a couple of days after that.
He showered and put on clean clothes, leaving his in a neat folded pile on top of the dresser. He grabbed his laptop from his bag and settled in on the couch. He tried to do a few emails, but his mind kept wandering, trying to connect things. Finally he sat there with his eyes closed, letting his brain do what it did. When nothing came to him, he bit his lip and googled ‘bar fight, Montreal’. If it involved as many people as Ilya had made it sound like, surely there would be something. Even if no one had gone to jail, and he wasn’t sure how that had been avoided to be honest.
Nothing came up. He told himself to leave it alone, but ten minutes later, he was logging onto one of his secure databases and putting in a search query. Ten more minutes and it returned an answer. Nothing. No disturbances reported in the last few days. 
He mumbled to himself, “Leave it alone Shane.”
He shut the laptop and turned on the TV, hoping he could find a replay of a hockey game. Nothing. Suddenly the laptop was back in his lap and he shot off an email that was absolutely abuse of his position and would likely cause a problem if the person said anything. Thirty minutes later and he had his answer. Nothing. If the fight Ilya was in was actually in Montreal, there was absolutely no whispers of it anywhere. Not impossible. But not likely either. Didn’t mean it didn’t happen. Could have been somewhere outside of the city proper. Could have been a private club, but something would have come back with the email he’d sent. Finally shoving it out of his mind as he talked to himself, convincing himself.
“Ok, enough. You trust the two of them or you don’t.” I do. I trust him. 
Cliff texted later that evening when he was on his way back. He opened the door when he heard them in the hall, Ilya leaning against Cliff more than when they had left. 
“Couch or bed Ilya?”
He just pointed at the couch.
Cliff got him there and lowered him gently. He then helped him take off the loose shirt he was wearing.
Glancing at Shane and shrugging,
“He wanted it off in the car. Said it was bothering him. Itchy.”
Shane nodded, looking over the new bandages. A long one on his upper arm, a different one over the mysterious wound he hadn’t seen. Ribs were taped again, with a different kind of material then he had when he left.
“That, I can understand. Everything go ok?”
Ilya’s eyes were closed and Shane went and sat next to him, careful not to touch his side, but taking one of his hands and holding it.
“Yes. Doctor said he’d be out of it tonight. Wanted him to stay, but he insisted on coming home. You know how he gets. The skin graft went fine.”
“Good. They did an x-ray?”
“Yes. His lungs aren’t punctured, but he said it was a very close call. One of them is up close and they don’t love it. He’s to have very limited physical activity in the next two weeks. Really none. It’s going to drive him crazy.”
Cliff draped the shirt over a chair, Shane glanced at it and made a small face, but didn’t move. Yet.
“Doctor wants to watch the coughing up blood. Says it’s probably just a contusion inside, but that if it doesn’t stop soon, or gets worse, they may have to do something. Told me I was lucky I didn’t kill him taking him on the plane without knowing if his lung was punctured.”
“Cliff, you probably couldn’t have stopped him. It’s not your fault.”
“Maybe. But I knew better. If it had gone wrong, I’d never have forgiven myself. But it didn’t. Next time,”
He shot an alarmed look at Shane,
“There won’t be a next time. I promise. But next time I won’t listen to his whining. That’s what did it, he was whining and said he wanted to go home and see Shane. So really, this is your fault. So I don’t need to feel bad anymore.”
Shane actually laughed.
“Whatever helps you sleep at night Cliff.”
“Doctor is coming here tomorrow to check on him. His name’s Jake. I can come up if you want. If you’ll still be here. Or I can stay away. Your choice.”
“Cliff, I’m not telling you to stay away. Ever. I’m not coming between the two of you. You guys have your routine and I just want to fit into it, not take it over. So if you would normally be here when he comes, then come be here.”
Shane gave him a look that Cliff hadn’t seen before,
“But when I forget you’re here at some point and walk out here naked to get a drink, it’s not my fault.”
Cliff choked, not used to Shane making jokes like that.
Ilya chose that moment to let them know he’d been listening, at least some of the time,
“If that happens, I will have to gouge his eyes out for looking at what’s mine.”
Cliff sighed,
“That’s my clue to leave. He dropped a couple of papers on the table, this is wound care instructions, but he said not to touch them until he comes tomorrow to check. No shower tonight.”
“UGH. I need a shower. Tired of sponge baths. Wait.. I have nurse…”
His eyes were still closed, but his lips were curved up in that smirk that Shane loved, the one that made his stomach do funny things.
Cliff groaned,
“Stop right now. I’m still fucking here.”
His own lips curved into a smirk and he had a glint in his eye that Shane recognized and sighed, waiting for whatever jab was coming.
“By the way Shane, don’t let his ass lie to you. He has a strict no sex restriction, until the doctor thinks the graft has taken. Doesn’t want him pulling it open.”
Shane bit his lip at the reply that shot across the room from the couch,
“Marleau I fucking hate you.”
 

 
A week later and Ilya was getting very annoyed with his restrictions. Very annoyed. He’d woken that morning and lay on his uninjured side watching Shane sleep. Shane had been going to work during the day, but he’d stayed here every night since Ilya’s procedure. Ilya loved it and wouldn’t have traded anything, but he was getting so frustrated. He needed to touch him, to kiss him all over, to show him that he was only Ilya’s. Shane had adamantly refused to let him, not willing to bend the Doctor’s rules even a little and it was killing him.
He ran his hand down Shane’s chest, he had at least convinced him to stop sleeping in shirts so that Ilya could touch his skin. His fingers trailed down to graze over his stomach, then lower, to just barely rest gently on Shane’s half hard cock. He loved watching him sleep, it was almost as if he knew Ilya was watching, his cock would usually twitch and then get heavy and thick, and oh my god, Ilya was going to go crazy.
Shane’s hand had covered his and pulled it away from him and to his mouth where he kissed Ilya’s palm.
“Ilya, stop. Soon maybe.”
Ilya let his voice get whiny on purpose,
“But Shane, my kotik, my zolotse, moya lyubov, I need you. Please. I’m ok. So much better. Look.”
He raised his arm all the way over his head, which he knew he wasn't supposed to do, but he did it and didn’t even wince.
Shane laughed and gently pulled it back down. 
“Stop it. You know no stretching that arm for another few days.”
There was still a long bandage on it where the strip of skin had been peeled off to go over his side.
“Shaaaannne. I need to fuck you. Please, it’s been so long.”
“Not a chance. But wait.”
He got out of bed and Ilya huffed and threw a pillow over his head.
“You hate me. I love you, but you hate me.”
Shane just rolled his eyes and walked into the bathroom to brush his teeth.
When he came back, he crawled on the bed and straddled Ilya’s legs, causing the other man to throw the pillow off and look up at him hopefully.
Shane threw him a look as he slowly hooked his thumbs in Ilya’s waistband and slowly pulled the sweats down to mid thigh, releasing Ilya who was already rock hard.
“No sex llya, but maybe I can relax you a little.
“Shane if you are teasing me, I will hate you for today.”
He got a slow smile in return and he thanked whatever higher being was giving him this gift today.
“Ilya, if you fucking move, I will stop immediately. I will not be the reason something gets worse. Do you understand me?”
“Yes, oh my god Shane, I will not. Please. I won’t move. But I need to feel you.”
Shane glanced down at the bare skin of Ilya’s thighs and looked at them critically. 
“Your bruises are getting better here. Still here, but they’re changing colors finally.”
The first time he’d seen Ilya without his pants on, he’d nearly cried. One thigh had been completely black and purple, a solid color, not just a few bruises together, but one big mass of color. He couldn’t even imagine what that must have felt like when it happened
“I don’t care about bruises, Shane, please please please.”
He gave Ilya a smirk,
“Are you begging Ilya?”
“Fuck you. Ok yes, I’m begging, please touch me. I want to feel your mouth on me.”
Shane didn’t move, just ran a finger up the length of that beautiful thickness, pushing the skin back at the tip and running his finger over the wet drops there before pulling his finger up to lick it.
Ilya had seen enough. He gave real thought to flipping Shane off him and doing what he wanted. He wasn’t sure if Shane would actually get angry though. Instead he decided to try another tact. Shane loved to do what he was told. It delighted Ilya when he got those glassy eyes and the pure need to please him. Maybe it wasn’t playing fair, but Shane wasn’t playing fair either.
He leaned up on the side without any problems, watching Shane’s eyebrows raise and he knew he was about to get a warning about moving. But he didn’t let him get that far. His hand ran gently over Shane’s cheek, lingering over those freckles but moving to the back of his head, tangling in the hair there. He pulled Shane’s head backwards firmly, just for a moment as he let his voice deepen just a bit, knowing half the time that’s what Shane reacted to.
“Kotik, I expect your mouth on my cock in the next five seconds when I let you go. Am I clear? You’re such a good boy for me. I know you want to. You want to be good for me. Because you’re mine. Now be my good boy and do what I told you.”
He pulled his head back until his neck was arched up and Ilya wanted nothing more than to sit up straighter and cover it with his mouth. But he waited until he heard it. That beautiful whimper that was only for him. He let go and was rewarded when Shane’s mouth covered him instantly. He lay back and replaced his hand on Shane’s head, toying with his hair, letting him do what he wanted.
“Fuuck yes. I knew you were such a good boy. Mine. Only for me. Oh god yes, Shane just like that.”
Shane had known he was in trouble as soon as that hand yanked his hair and his head back. His fault, he shouldn't have teased him like that. His breathing was already ragged before Ilya even spoke, and when he did, it took only seconds for Shane’s body to respond. He’d do whatever Ilya wanted when he was like this, it was like he wasn’t even in control of his own body and he didn’t want to be. He wanted that voice to tell him what to do. He knew he made a sound and when that hand released him, he melted down and had Ilya’s cock in his mouth before he even realized it.
He hadn’t realized he had wanted to taste him so badly. He suckled him greedily, wanting all of him. He felt Ilya’s hand in his hair and he moaned around Ilya. He felt those hips underneath him buck up just a little as that hardness pushed up into his throat. He put one hand on Ilya’s hips to keep him down, still aware enough to remember he was hurt. His other hand went between Ilya’s legs, fondling the heavy warm balls that were there, He pulled off Ilya, watching in almost a trance as a long string of saliva stretched from his lips down to the redness of Ilya’s cock. He felt the hand tighten on his hair, and he immediately was back, but lower, letting his tongue lick those balls he was playing with, sucking one of them into his mouth, his tongue moving gently over it constantly. 
“Ohh my god Shane, fuck. So good.”
Shane purred at the words and let go, returning his lips to slide slowly down Ilya as he sunk into the warmth of Shane’s mouth again. Shane took him all, gagging as he hit the back and his nose rested against the soft curls that were just above that gorgeous cock he was feasting on. He started bobbing faster, his tongue working and sliding around the tip every time he was almost out, humming around him. 
“Fuck Shane, I’m going to come so fast. You’re such a good boy, you’re gonna make me come already.”
He felt that hand tighten in his hair and hold him there, while Ilya cheated and moved, fucking up into that waiting hot mouth. He felt him start to come, and Shane obediently drank it all down. He didn’t let even a drop escape him, all for him. His. Only his. When Ilya’s hips finally dropped back on the bed, Shane just rested on him, his head dropping to lay on Ilya, his softness still filling his mouth, just filling him, sitting on his tongue.
He felt those long fingers petting his head, finally tangling in his hair again and tugging, gently this time.
“Come here.”
He allowed himself to be pulled up, rolling to the side so he wasn’t on top of Ilya, causing him pain. Ilya’s eyes were so happy that he forgot he should be mad.
“I know you won’t kiss me, I haven’t brushed my teeth, but please just lay here with me a minute zolotse.”
Shane looked at those happy eyes and leaned down to kiss those beautiful lips, letting his tongue toy with Ilya’s lips until he opened in surprise, suddenly kissing him back. A kiss that was hungry for more, a kiss that was filthy and loving all at the same time.
Finally Shane pulled back collapsing to the bed, burying his head into Ilya’s neck and mumbling to him.
“That’s the only time. Don’t expect it again. I just felt sorry for that pathetic look on your face.”
He smiled against the neck his face was buried in, letting his tongue come out and lick it.
“Shane. Did you just lick my neck?”
A small giggle escaped him,
“Course not, that’s gross.”
“Oh my god Shane, I love you so much.”
“I love you. But you cheated.”
“I know, I moved, only a little. Because your mouth is so fucking good for me. I’m sorry.”
Shane shook his head just a little.
“Not that. The other. You know what you did.”
Ilya didn’t respond, just smiled and pressed a kiss to the top of Shane’s head.
 

 
Another week later and Ilya was feeling much better. There was still pain in his chest if he moved too fast or bent the wrong way. The bandage could come off his arm in a day or two Jake had told him. The wound site was still painful, but nothing he couldn’t handle. He was glad he had listened and not left it just open to heal on its own. The graft seemed to be taking well. Jake had warned him it would take another another month at least, maybe longer before it was fully healed, and that he needed to take care not to cause any further trauma to that area. He also warned him that by fully healed, he meant the graft would be safe, but it would take months before it scarred over and was as tough as normal skin. But he could shower now as long as a waterproof bandage was over it. He didn’t think he’d ever taken a longer shower. Shane, who was sitting up on the counter, had been laughing at him as he groaned under the water.
“Careful zhizn moya, I will think you like that shower better than me.”
“You be careful or you’ll be in here with me and on your knees so fast that you will not make it to work today.”
Shane smiled fondly at him, blew him a kiss and hopped off the counter and walked out of the bathroom.
He laughed as he ignored the outraged roar he heard from the bathroom. He got dressed while Ilya finished, so happy that he was finally feeling more himself. By the time Ilya was out, Shane had moved to the living room, feeling a little safer from whatever Ilya might have to say than in the bedroom. He was packing stuff into his laptop bag when he heard that silky voice come up behind him.
“Kotik. What was that?”
“Hmmm? What was what? I just needed to come get my stuff together.”
The bag sunk to the floor as a hand on his waist spun him around and firmly pushed him against the wall. He realized Ilya only had a towel on and a small whine escaped his lips, when a leg was pressed roughly between his. He felt Ilya’s hand on his chin, tilting his head up. He closed his eyes and moaned Ilya’s name as he felt teeth sink into the side of his neck. He knew there wouldn’t be a mark left, Ilya always asked first, but he let himself imagine it and squirmed against the leg between his.
A growl sounded in his ear as that mouth left his neck and nibbled its way up.
“When I can finally fuck you, you will see what happens because you run away from me. I will tie you to the bed if I have to and then where will you be. Oh, that’s right, in my bed where you belong, whining for me to touch you.”
“Fuck Ilya.”
He felt Ilya’s mouth move to the other side of his neck, licking and kissing. Shane actually rolled his hips and ground himself against Ilya’s thigh. 
The door opened and they both heard an incredulous, 
“OH my fucking god, I’m blind.”
Ilya didn’t move, though Shane was blushing furiously.
“Marleau. Early as usual.”
“I’m not fucking early, you said 9am, it’s 9:15am, I’m late actually. You said Shane needed to be there by 10am and we need to go if we’re going to make it. But I can never unsee this and it’s your fault. In fact, you’re still there doing whatever you’re doing. Most people would have had the decency to stop when I came in.”
Shane was nearly sitting on Ilya’s thigh, his cock hard against it, his head still tilted up where Ilya had left it. He wiggled a little, trying to get Ilya to step back, but it had the opposite effect when Ilya pushed his thigh harder against him. Ilya turned his face back to him, his lips near Shane’s ear when he whispered,
“Don’t fucking move kotik.”
Shane stopped moving immediately, nearly stopped breathing.
Ilya calmly looked back at Marleau who was standing with his back to them. His voice was low and Shane hoped he was joking, but felt like maybe he wasn’t when he heard him say.
“Marleau. Unless you’d like to stay and watch my Shane squirm against me, you need to leave for 15 minutes. He will have to be late.”
Shane ducked his head into Ilya’s shoulder, not even wanting to see if Cliff turned around. He heard the door open though and then a genuine question, which he would have appreciated had he not been in quite the situation he was.
“Shane is that fine? That you’re late? I can get the big lug to let you go if you need to.”
Ilya’s voice was that silky one that had Shane shaking.
“Marleau. You misunderstand. This is not up for debate. He does not get a choice. He made his choice when he walked out of the bathroom a few moments ago.”
Shane heard a tone of amusement in Cliff’s last words before the door shut.
“Boss, remember when we talked about kidnapping the FBI man? This is getting borderline to that. Shane, I am assuming from your silence that you are fine being late. I’ll be back in 15 minutes, please for the love of god, both of you be dressed. Please.”
The door closed and Ilya resumed his nibbling on Shane’s neck. Shane let out an exhale that he hadn’t realized he’d been holding.
“Ilya, that wasn’t..”
“Be quiet.”
Ilya’s lips covered his and tore him apart. He felt like everything he was, everything inside him was being sucked out by the tongue that explored him so thoroughly. He whimpered and pushed against Ilya’s thigh again.
When he finally pulled back, Shane was panting and shameless pushing himself against Ilya’s thigh constantly. Ilya leaned back and brought his hands to the pants Shane was wearing, unbuttoning them, then slowly sliding the zipper down, finally removing his leg long enough to tug them and the boxers underneath down Shane’s legs. His own leg was right back between Shane’s before he could move.
“Shane, you now have about 11 minutes to come and get cleaned up again. “Do you want help or will you come hands free on my leg for me. I’m good with either option. But if Marleau comes back before we are finished, I will let him watch.”
He licked the hollow Shane’s neck while he waited for an answer. Shane shook his head, his chest heaving at this point.
“No watching.”
“Well then you’d best get busy. I will make it easy for you. I will help you. But we will discuss this running away again. I will not forget.”
Shane mumbled an “m’sorry. I’ll be good,” as he watched Ilya sink to his knees carefully. He knew he could have easily probably come just on Ilya’s thigh, but this was so much better.
“You’re always good for me Shane. Because you’re mine.”
Ilya’s mouth teased his inner thigh, nipping it at stronger than usual. Shane thought he might come just from that. His hand went to those curls and fisted in them as he threw his head back against the wall and moaned.
Ilya’s mouth covered him and he bucked in, unable to stop himself. He felt that tongue teasing him and sucking and then teasing again. His hands tightened in Ilya’s hair, he knew it wouldn’t take long. He’d been close just on his leg.
“Oh my god Ilya. yesss, please. M’sorry, I promise I’m good. Only yours, please, want to come, please.”
The mouth didn’t stop, and he fucked into it over and over and then nearly fell to his knees as he jerked uncontrollably just as Ilya’s thumb had come up over Shane’s chest to reach his mouth. Shane sucked it in, sucking it while he moaned around it and exploded into Ilya’s mouth. That mouth never stopped though, kept sucking and teasing, even when Shane had stopped, until he whimpered around the thumb still there,
“please”
Ilya stood slowly, letting his thumb fall out of that perfect mouth and Shane could see he had some of his come dripping down the corner of his mouth. He never let any of Shane spill out, so Shane knew what was wanted. He leaned forward and licked himself off of Ilya, lapping at his chin and lips until he was clean. Ilya smiled at him, then kissed him, so they could both taste Shane in their mouth.
When Ilya finally pulled back, after he was sure Shane was not going to crumple to the ground, he glanced at the clock.
“Shane are you fine if I move? I will get cloth. We do not have long until Marleau comes back in to save you from the big mean me.”
A small nod was all he got, and he was a little hesitant, not sure Shane wasn’t going to go down. He kept one hand on Shane’s chest, and stepped to the side, snagging a chair from the table and dragging it close.
“Sit please.”
Shane did, still not speaking. Ilya muttered to himself, and then went and locked the door so it would take Marleau a few seconds longer. Then he settled for a kitchen towel, the softest one he could find in the drawer, wetting it with warm water.
Kneeling in front of Shane again, he wiped the spit and drool off his thighs, carefully cleaned his now soft cock that Ilya wanted nothing more than to take it in his mouth again, but he managed to resist. When he was done, he threw the towel into the kitchen and pulled Shane to his feet.
“Moya lyubov, are you with me? Or do I need to tell Cliff we need more time?”
He was gently pulling Shane’s boxers up when the other man seemed to come around.
“M’ok”
“So no, you are not. I am not sending you to work with you still like this. I am sorry. We will sit on the couch and you can text them you will be there at 11am. Ok?”
Shane just nodded. Ilya kissed his thigh before he helped him with his pants. When they were fastened, he led him over to the couch and watched him carefully as he sat. Grabbing a ginger ale, and popping it open, he took the soda to Shane. Sitting next to him, he handed it to him and kissed his cheek.
“Drink please.”
He sat down, wrapping one arm around his middle. The up and down had maybe made him realize that the doctor was right and he was not quite ready for full sex yet. He had just wrapped himself around Shane, whispering in his ear that it was ok, and he was here when Marleau tried the door and made an annoyed sound.
Once he’d found his keys and came in, he saw Ilya still in a towel, which was at least still covering him.
“Really Rozanov?”
Ilya shrugged. “I did not have time to dress. He is not ready to go yet.” 
Ignoring Ilya, he spoke to Shane.
“Shane. Please ignore the rude man wrapped around you still in a towel. Do you want to go now or you are going later?”
Ilya just waited. Shane did finally speak and he sounded more himself.
“Oh, Ummm, I’ll be ready soon. I’m sorry Cliff. I just need a minute.”
Cliff glared at Ilya as if to say ‘what the fuck did you do’, and Ilya smirked back as if to say ‘wouldn’t you fucking like to know.’
Ilya leaned against Shane, petting his hair and talking to him for several more minutes in his ear before Shane spoke again, sounding like himself.
“Fuck. Oh my god. I’m so sorry Cliff. Let me get my stuff.”
Ilya touched his arm and pointed to the drink.
“Another drink please.”
Shane took another drink and then looked at it.
“You gave me full sugar ginger ale? What the fuck Ilya.”
Ilya snorted and leaned back, taking the soda.
“Ok, he is fine now.”
 

 
Cliff came back from dropping Shane and Ilya was in the middle of being re-bandaged by Jake. The rib tape was off, Jake having said at this point it was just constricting his breath more than anything, but he still needed to take it easy for another couple of weeks. The graft looks great, don’t bump it, or let it get too wet. He took the bandage off Ilya’s arm and pronounced it ok. Ilya looked at it and frowned, before shrugging. Jake noticed and told him not to worry, the scar would fade over time and be just a faint line.
When he had left, Cliff dropped down into a chair with a smirk.
“Boss, you are a fucking menace. I think you traumatized Shane. He was very quiet on the way to his office. Barely spoke.”
“Fuck really?”
He grabbed his phone and hit the call button. Shane answered right away,
“Ilya, is something wrong?”
“No.. are you ok?”
“Yeah, why? Cliff literally just dropped me off not long ago.”
Ilya sighed with relief,
“He said you were very quiet on the way, I just wanted to be sure that you were ok.”
“Oh. No. I mean yeah, I’m ok. I think I was just embarrassed and didn’t want to look at him.”
“Ok, zhizn moya. Go work. I will talk to you later.”
Cliff was watching him oddly.
“I don’t even want to know.”
Ilya just shrugged. Then stood up.
“Let me get dressed. We have work to do. I have less than two weeks for this fucking job. It’s going to be messy, I don’t have time to do my normal routine.”
Cliff frowned, but waited until Ilya was back to ask him,
“Can’t you call Sergeev and ask for more time? It’s his fault you’ve had to sit here for 2 weeks doing nothing.”
Ilya arched an eyebrow at him.
“After how last time went, you think he will be receptive to that? Or he will cut another piece of my skin off?”
That received a wince in return and a slow nod.
“I guess you’re probably right. Where is it? The job?”
“Fucking Lyon. I’m so tired of going overseas.”
“What the fuck. How are we supposed to do that shit? There’s no way we can get ready in less than two weeks Ilya.”
Ilya looked at him for a long moment before swallowing hard.
“There is no we on this one. You can help me surveil if needed, but you don’t even have to go if you don’t want Marleau. This is real job. Not one like I’ve done lately.”
“Wait what?”
“He wants a body, Marleau. I can’t do it my way.”
“Ilya no. You don’t.. You can’t..”
Ilya waited, sensing that this could be a breaking point between Cliff and he. He hoped not, but he just sat back watching.
“There’s no other way?"
Ilya shook his head.
“What other way is there Marleau? It’s what I do, so I will do it. You’ve seen what happens when I do not.”
Cliff sat back and stared at him. Finally nodding. Ilya swallowed hard and shrugged.
“I don’t know what else to do. If you can’t handle that, then I need you to stay here. Or go if you want.”
Cliff looked at him oddly.
“Go? Like go as in leave? Do you think that little of me Ilya? You know better. I’m here. For good. You’re stuck with me. It just took me by surprise.”
Ilya gave him a grateful smile.
“Thank you. I’m sorry. I just don’t want you to be involved if you have changed your mind.”
“Ilya, I’m not going anywhere. But it doesn’t negate the problem. Even without all the extra, you normally take at least 2 weeks to study the people, their places, ins and outs. What are you going to do?”
“I’m going to have to leave soon. Shane will not be thrilled. He probably thinks I will go get in fight again. Jake said I could fly though as long as I’m careful about not doing too much physically. But I need time there. Are you coming or staying.”
“I’m coming asshole. You might need help checking on things, two people are better than one.”
Ilya nodded and pulled up flights on his calendar.
“I have 12 days to do. We will leave in 2 days. Try to get it done in a week. Gives a few extra days in case something goes wrong.”
“What are you gonna tell him?”
“I don’t fucking know Marleau. No idea. I guess I’ll tell him the truth.”
Cliff looked alarmed.
“Not that much truth. Just that it’s overseas. Make up a new client. WIll take 10 days or so. More lies.”
He sighed at the look on Cliff’s face.
“I know. You told me.”
 

 
Shane worked going over cases all day with Hayden. He felt bad that he hadn’t been around much to help lately. He’d stayed at Ilya’s nearly every night for the last two weeks, which meant no running with Hayden and he hadn’t come into the office every day either. He and Hayden found a few new things on one of his cases and Hayden was excited to chase it down. They were eating a late lunch when Hayden looked at him and grinned.
“So you and Rozanov are pretty serious then? You’ve been staying over there a lot.”
Shane smiled and nodded,
“Yeah, I guess so. He was hurt though so I was partly just helping. Got in a fight and broke a couple ribs.”
“Damn Shane, that sucks. He probably started it though, he seems like that kind of guy.”
“Hayden, be nice. You two don’t even know each other yet all I hear are insults. It’s kinda ridiculous.”
“Yeah, but.. He is kind of an asshole. Come on, just admit it.”
Shane glared at him, but finally gave up and laughed.
“He can be. Sometimes. But he’s also very sweet when he wants to be.”
“Fuck off, no way.”
“He is, I promise.”
When Hayden left to go run some things down, Shane called a car and went home. He needed to do laundry, he needed to check his secure email. Then he was going to take a shower and go to bed early. Alone. For the first time in 2 weeks. He wasn’t sure he liked that thought.
He checked his email first, nothing new there, just some follow ups about the case in Vienna. Nothing promising. He looked in the fridge and realized there was no food since he hadn’t been here. He ordered delivery from a thai place that had a vegetarian dish he liked. He’d just sat down on the couch to eat, when he heard someone knocking softly at the door. Glancing at the clock he frowned, not expecting anyone.
He opened the door and smiled softly when he saw it was Ilya. He stood back to let him in, giving him a kiss hello, which earned him a bite on the neck also. Closing the door behind him, he watched Ilya take his shoes off and wander towards the living room.
“I was just eating, but I’m guessing you don’t want to share my vegetables with me.”
Ilya shook his head, looking a little nervous which instantly put Shane on edge.
“What’s wrong?”
He sat on the couch and wasn’t surprised when Ilya sat down and curled around him.
“Ilya? You’re scaring me just a little.”
He got another kiss on the neck and then finally Ilya shook his head.
“Nothing. I just needed to talk to you and wanted to do it in person.”
“Oh. This sounds serious.”
Another shake of Ilya’s head.
“No. Maybe. Not serious, just annoying.”
“Well you may as well spit it out, then we can work through it.”
“I have to… Cliff and I have to… go out of town for a few days. Again. But longer. Maybe like 10 days.”
Shane spoke very carefully, not sure how he felt about this piece of news.
“Can you even fly yet?”
Ilya nodded and pulled his shirt up.
“Yes. Jake said ok. No more tape. No bandage on arm. Just little one over graft. He says just be careful with ribs. No bumps.”
“That’s good. I’m glad it’s all getting better.”
He paused waiting to see if Ilya would add any details.
Finally those ocean eyes looked up at him, looking sad.
“I don’t want to leave you right now kotik.”
“I don’t want that either. You’re going for work?”
“Yes. New client, but wants, mmm I don’t know word. Wants to be convinced we are the best. Which requires dinners and being nice and showing numbers.”
“Well that makes sense, they invest a lot of money with you usually don’t they?
Ilya just nodded.
“Where are you going? When?”
This part Ilya had decided to not be 100% honest about. For all he knew Shane would end up in Lyon as well. He didn’t know where they were getting information from.
“Paris. In two days.”
“Oh. Wow. I thought like Chicago or something. Paris. Ok, well that could be fun.”
“Been there. Old news, not fun. I prefer places like… New York. Many cute kittens there I hear.”
Shane smiled,
“Many?”
“Well. No. One. In particular.”
“Mmmm, good answer.”
“So can we talk about how you’re feeling before you go?”
Shane was hesitant as he asked it.
“What do you mean? I don’t want to go so I’m feeling sad.”
Shane shook his head,
“Sad to leave? Or… sad like with your dark smoke?”
“Oh. No, that is gone for now. I think it will be ok for a while. I had big fight like I used to, so I will be ok. Sad because I don’t want to leave here.”
“So you promise not to pick a fight while you’re there? I can’t stand the thought of you getting beat up again like last time.”
“I promise, no fighting. However, to be clear, I did not get beat up. I beat them back. I usually don’t lose. Was just bad reading of situation.”
Laughter bubbled out of Shane,
“Oh ok. My mistake. If they looked worse than you though, they were probably dead.”
Ilya flinched and Shane stared at him.
“You didn’t kill anyone right?”
“Of course not. Don’t be silly.”
“Is this why you were so hesitant when you got here? Did you think I’d be mad Ilya?”
“Maybe. Is a long time to be gone. Feels like anyway. I don’t want to go. But this is my part of job. Sveta does everything else, so I cannot skip it.”
Shane reached over and moved into his lap, wrapping his arms around Ilya’s neck and kissing him, before looking up at him.
“Ilya, I’m not a teenage girl with her first boyfriend. We both have jobs. Sometimes we have to go do them. Honestly, I’ve been lucky that I haven’t had to travel as much lately. Sometimes I’m away for a long time. That’s something we’re going to have to figure out when it starts happening more. So if you thought I was going to get mad, then please don’t. I will get furious if you come home in the shape you were in last time. But otherwise that’s just life sometimes.”
Ilya smiled at him and gave him a long, slow kiss.
“I love you Shane. I swear I will not come home like last time. I will miss you so much though. You will have to send me videos of you naked so I can sleep every night.”
“Fuck off. Not a chance.”
“Just one?”
“Ilya no. You’re crazy. Now, are you staying here or going home?”
“Staying?”
“Good. Let’s go to bed then. If I can’t cuddle with you for two weeks after this, then I need to tonight.”
“You didn’t eat your dinner.”
“Who cares. I have something better.”
With a huge grin, Ilya wrapped his arms around him like he was going to attempt to stand up, holding Shane.
Shane squirmed off his lap,
“Don’t you fucking dare Ilya. I think you are not quite cleared for that heavy lifting.”
“You are like a feather Shane.”
“Oh sure. A 200 pound feather. Let me up.”
He stood and pulled Ilya up after him. He did take his food and put the container in the fridge though.
Ilya looked annoyed suddenly as he grabbed his hand and led him to the bedroom.
“What’s wrong?”
“Jake said no sex still. Probably ok in a few days. But now in a few days I will be gone. He is trying to kill me.”
Shane reached over and ran his fingers lightly over the bulge in Ilya’s pants.
“That’s ok. I’m sure we can figure out something else to do.”
They spent most of the night playing and not much sleeping. Ilya left in the morning, after being clingy when Shane told him he was going running with Hayden. 
“Hayden is worst FBI man. He probably can’t even shoot.”
Shane laughed at him as he finished dressing.
“I think he’s a better shot than me, although that’s not saying much.”
“Ya tebya lyublyu. Now go, before I kidnap you this time and keep you locked up in my bedroom.”
Ilya looked delighted,
“No, please do that.”
Shane groaned and pulled him to the the elevator. They rode down and when they saw Hayden in the lobby, Ilya intentionally draped himself all over Shane. He got shoved off, but gently, when Shane started laughing.
When he went outside with them though, he paused and looked around for a long time, as if looking for something in particular.
“Ilya? Everything ok?”
“Of course zhizn moya. I love you. I will text you. I will miss you.”
He left without a backwards glance at Hayden, earning another laugh from Shane.
 

 
They landed in Lyon at 4pm and immediately went to the hotel. Cliff went in search of dinner to bring back and Ilya started making calls. As he talked and shot off texts, he relaxed. This he knew how to do. Cliff was back with food before long and they ate as Ilya kept texting people.
When he was done, Cliff spoke,
“So who’s the poor guy?”
Ilya spoke without having to look anything up. He had it all memorized already.
“Lorenzo Rossi.”
“Who’d he piss off? Just Sergeev?”
Ilya shrugged,
“I don’t know for sure. He is jewel thief it looks like. He probably double crossed someone and this is how he learns he made a mistake.”
“You gonna be ok?”
Ilya just nodded,
“You never forget how Marleau. Is what I’ve done for years. We should sleep early. We have a lot to do.”
Cliff nodded.
They got breakfast the next morning at a small outdoor cafe and Ilya started making plans.
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  They’d been in Lyon for 4 days, and things were going well. It really was just a matter of habits and learning them. He usually liked more than a week, but he would work with what he had. They were also being a little more cautious than usual when out and about in the city. Ilya had no indication that Shane wasn’t at home where he should be, but he wanted to be careful anyway.
They were sitting at a small cafe, watching Rossi. Who appeared to be across the street watching a residence. Ilya wondered if the man was actually here for a job. That would make things interesting. It actually might even help Ilya out, if he were able to time it right. If he could catch Rossi in the act, then it definitely wouldn’t look like one of Ilya’s normal jobs, which would help if whatever task force was watching for him looked at the case afterwards.
While he was watching Rossi, Cliff was keeping an eye on anyone else around that might be interested in the man also. Just because Shane wasn’t here, didn’t mean someone else wasn’t watching. It was making Ilya uptight to even think about it. While he watched, he tore off a piece of his pain au chocolat and nearly moaned when he ate it. Why couldn’t he find this in New York. One of this caliber anyway.  Cliff glanced his way at the noise he made and chuckled.
“Fuck Ilya, I thought you hid Shane away with you for a minute. Has he heard you make that noise? WAIT. Over food. Over food. Jesus, nevermind. Forget I said anything.”
Ilya was shaking with silent laughter, eventually having to put a hand over his ribs to hold himself still.
“Marleau don’t do that. It still hurts to laugh that much.”
He glanced over at Rossi again who was looking at his watch.
Cliff lowered his voice and asked what Ilya had already been thinking.
“This is a pretty affluent neighborhood. You think he’s casing that place?”
“Looks like it. We’ll keep an eye on him all day tonight and see if he comes back tomorrow.”
They sat there for another hour watching Rossi watch the house. Ilya would occasionally tear off a piece of the croissant in front of him and chew it slowly, savoring it. Every couple of bites, he would make a noise, just to annoy Cliff. He had to have some fun after all.
Cliff shook his head and gave him a warning look,
“If you’re not careful, I’m going to record that noise and play it for Shane. He’ll think you like the food more than him.”
“Yes he thought I liked my shower more than him before we left and look where that got him.”
“OK, ok, truce. I don’t want to know.”
“You don’t have to know, you saw.”
“Oh my god, shut up. You doing this the normal way, or you going to try and shake it up a little.”
Ilya glanced at him curiously,
“Shake it up?
“Yeah. Like mostly you use a gun right? But if you don’t want Shane’s… whatever he is, to think this is one of their cases, you could do it differently. Like, use a knife? Something different to shake it up.”
Ilya turned back to look at Rossi again. He nodded slowly though.
“I could. Gun is just easier. Cleaner. Don’t have to get close, less room for error. I have used knife before. It’s very messy. But it is an interesting thought that I will keep in mind.”
It took another hour before Rossi moved. He stood slowly and walked very close to the residence he’d been watching most of the afternoon. Ilya was a little surprised to see him go knock on the door. When no one answered, the man looked at his watch and nodded to himself before wandering off casually down the street.
Ilya stood and stretched.
“Cliff, can you circle ahead to his hotel please. Just find a place outside out of the way. I’ll follow him from here, but if somehow I lose him, you can tell me if he shows up there.”
Cliff just nodded, finished the coffee he’d been drinking and strode off. Ilya smiled as he walked away, glad that he was here. He waited until Rossi was more than far enough ahead and slowly strolled down the street behind him. There were no surprises however, and he walked inside the hotel and disappeared.
Ilya was relatively impressed with Cliff, it took him a moment to figure out where he was watching from. He walked over without saying anything and Cliff fell in beside him. Thinking things over, they walked slowly, staying in view of the hotel front door.
“It actually concerns me that he might be here for an actual job. If he were to do tonight, he could disappear before I am able to do what I need. I think one of us needs to be here from now on at night to be sure he does not. I can take tonight and you the next or we can split half the night. You choose.”
Cliff shrugged,
“It doesn’t matter. You already have what you need to do it right? If he were to move tonight?”
Ilya nodded. He’d gone to two different places to obtain the weapons he wanted and he could go anytime. He just didn’t like not knowing what he was doing.
“Yes. If he goes tonight, I will have to make a decision. Why don’t you stay here for a while, call if he moves.”
Cliff nodded and turned around while Ilya continued the way he was going. He kept an eye out as he slowly wandered back and forth through the streets aimlessly. When he was sure no one was following or watching, he headed back to their hotel.
He turned the volume for his phone on high in case Cliff called and took a shower. He didn’t linger, just dried off and dressed again. He checked the black backpack they used and made sure it had everything he wanted in it before he lay down to take a nap.
He slept for a few hours and then relieved Cliff. He took the backpack with him, made sure to put his hat and gloves inside as well. He picked a different spot than Cliff had been, but he moved every hour or so, not wanting someone to see a person in the same place all evening. At one point, he actually went into the hotel, keeping his face down when he was in view of the cameras they had spotted the first night they arrived.
He went to the bar and ordered a vodka, turning to sip it as he watched the elevators. At about midnight, which was 7pm in New York, he texted Shane, bantering back and forth a bit to pass time. He asked for a picture and got a picture of Shane flipping the camera off. He laughed out loud and saved the photo. He was pleased to see it was from Shane’s apartment though. The night passed slowly, and Cliff showed up with another pain au chocolat for him in the morning. He ate it on the way back to the hotel, where he promptly fell into a deep sleep.
They repeated the movements for 3 more days. He only had 4 more days before his deadline was up. Rossi was doing nothing other than staying in the hotel and watching the same residence as before. He made one detour into a shady looking building and came out after about 30 minutes. Ilya wasn’t sure what it was, but sent Cliff in to check it out. He came back out after a few minutes and said it was a dingy pawn type shop. Ilya frowned. The type of jewels Rossi stole were not something he would get rid of like that. He wondered if he had bought a weapon, or was doing some other sort of business there. It didn’t matter. The followed him back to his hotel.
Ilya left Cliff there while he went and got the bag, pulling his curls up under his hat, stuffing the gloves in the pocket. When he got back to where Cliff was eating something while he read a magazine, keeping an eye on the door, Cliff looked at him and nodded.
“So you just doing it then?”
“I am running out of time Marleau. I do not want to wait for the last day. I prefer not to push Sergeev’s buttons right now. I know what room he’s in, I have the keycard I bought, I have what I need. One way or another, we are done tonight.”
Cliff nodded,
“OK, You want me to stay here then or leave you?”
“Stay, we will go separate ways, but stick around so you can watch if I end up going inside.”
Around 1am, Ilya caught movement coming out of the hotel and arched an eyebrow when he saw it was Rossi, dressed all in dark colors. He’d never come out of the hotel once he was in. Texting Cliff that he was moving and going to follow. He then added, could Cliff please go to the place they’d been every day and find somewhere to remain unobserved. It was the middle of the night and Ilya would have to be careful to follow without becoming obvious with the streets being nearly empty. Thankfully, they would walk through a bar area on the way, so he hoped that would help.
He stayed back, but never saw Rossi even look around. He seemed a little over confident to Ilya, but maybe that’s why he was in trouble with someone. Ilya was actually a little sick to his stomach, now that the time had come and he growled under his breath. Maybe Sergeev was right. He was getting soft. While they walked, he pulled the gun he had purchased as well as a large tactical knife from the backpack and slid the gun in his waistband, and the knife in the outside pocket of the backpack before pulling the backpack on.
They got close to the residence and Ilya slid into the shadows about halfway down the block as he watched Rossi go to the door. He was fast, Ilya would give him that. However he got that lock open, it seemed like only seconds had passed. The door barely opened and the man slipped inside, closing the door behind him. Ilya had done some research on the man when he saw the target and knew he didn’t have long. Unless a safe gave him trouble, which was unlikely, Ilya figured he had 5 minutes tops that Rossi would be in the house. 
He stared at his watch and gave the man 1 minute inside before he strode across the street. He walked confidently to the door, not wanting anyone watching to think he looked out of place. He pulled his gloves on as he walked, turning the door handle when he was there, knowing it would be open. Rossi wasn’t going to lock himself in and have to waste time unlocking the door if he needed out fast.
He slipped in just as quietly as Rossi did and stood there a moment, noticing an alarm panel blinking green. He pulled his gun while his eyes adjusted to the darkness. He wasn’t entirely comfortable with things going down this way, he preferred to be in control and have everything mapped out. He also knew, if he managed to do it this way, it would be better in the long run.
Looking at his watch, he figured he had 3 minutes, maybe. He saw a set of majestic stairs going up in front him, curving around to a landing he couldn’t see. He didn’t love that. He stood, the only sound for a moment was his soft breathing and an occasional noise from outside. Finally. There it was, a soft creak of a floor from above him. Looking at the rooms around the entryway, he walked into the one on the right, it seemed to be an office of some sort. Choosing a spot just near the door where he could see the bottom half of the stairs, he waited.
Rossi didn’t make him wait long at all. He was coming down the stairs less than 90 seconds after Ilya had chosen his spot. Would he have a gun was the magical question. If he did, he probably didn’t have it drawn. The house was deserted, he was on his way out, expecting no trouble. When he saw the man’s legs come into view on the stairs, he was moving fairly slowly, which made Ilya pause and wonder why. Had he heard Ilya? Was he looking around for something that he sensed but couldn’t see?
When Rossi reached the bottom of the stairs, Ilya nearly rolled his eyes. How was this man so good that Russia or whoever they had taken a contract from wanted him out of the way. He was walking slowly because he was admiring a necklace that was draped across his fingers, sparkling brilliantly even in the dim light. Ilya waited until he was nearly to the door where he was waiting before stepping out and standing there, his gun pointed directly at the other man’s head. He took note of the fact that he was feeling quite calm and the problem with his stomach had gone away once his instincts took over.
Rossi came to a sudden standstill, his mouth opening in a perfect ‘O’ before he threw his hands up in front of him in a ‘hold on a second’ motion. Ilya should have just taken the shot, but he hesitated, not really knowing why. He cocked his head and looked at the man, curious if he would beg or bargain or just accept. He’d seen all of the scenarios before. This was to be a bargain apparently.
“I don’t know who sent you or who the fuck you are, but we can make a deal. This necklace is worth millions, and I got a whole pocketful of other shit too.”
Ilya said nothing, just watched him, seeing the emotions on his face as he went from fear, to anger, to panic and then back to fear. This probably should bother him more than it did. But it never had and that wasn’t going to change now apparently. Even when he preferred not to do it. It’s what he knew. His eyes got hard and then the man started to beg.
“Man please. Don’t do this. I’ll give you whatever you want. I didn’t mean to stiff them. Please. I’ll pay it all back. I sweat to god, just please don’t.”
Knowing the more time that passed, the worse chance of discovery, he shook his head.
“It’s nothing personal.”
“IT’S ALWAYS FUCKING PERSONAL”
Ilya let himself imagine Shane, in front of Alexei. Watched Alexei shoot him with Sergeev looking on. When he met the man’s eyes again, he just shook his head.
“It’s you or him. And I choose you.”
Almost in slow motion, Ilya saw a hand go behind Rossi’s back to pull a weapon of some sort. He pulled the trigger three times, aiming for the man’s chest. The three shots were so clustered together it was hard to tell in the dark that it was more than one shot. He watched as the man looked down in disbelief, the necklace dropping to the floor. The knife he had pulled from behind fell right after it. Rossi managed to look up at him, a surprised look on his face as if he thought Ilya really might let him go, or maybe that he might have had a chance to fling his knife out. He sank to the floor and didn’t move again. Taking no chances, Ilya walked to him and shot him once more in the head. It was two more shots than he usually fired, so he hoped that would throw off his mysterious government agencies also. He watched as blood ran out from under the man, slowly soaking the shining diamonds in red.
The man had screamed and Ilya was not using a suppressor, so he moved quickly. The gun went back in his waistband under his shirt. He snatched up the casings from the floor, shoving them in his pocket. Grabbing his phone out of the backpack, he took a quick picture. No polaroids for Mr. Rossi. He emailed the picture through a secure link on his phone, then deleted it from the actual device. He walked to the door and glanced out the small side window. Seeing nothing, he opened the door and slipped out, walking down the sidewalk away from the house as if he were out for a leisurely stroll. A few blocks down, he pulled off the hat and gloves and shoved them in his pocket.
While he walked, he texted Cliff to go to the hotel and he’d see him soon. He took the long route to the hotel, walking along the Rhône, where after a long look around, the gun was tossed.
When he got to the hotel, he went in and found Cliff waiting anxiously.
“Well?”
Ilya smiled,
“Do you think I do not know what I’m doing Marleau? It’s fine. You’ve lost faith in me. We are done. We will leave later today.”
“I haven’t. I just. I don’t know, I just feel like things are different now.”
“Things are different, that does not mean I suddenly forget how to do my job.”
Cliff was nodding while Ilya continued, an amused tone coming from him,
“He did pull a knife though. If he had managed to hit me with it, I could never go home again.”
“Fuck Ilya. That shit isn’t even funny.”
“No, it would not have been. Good thing I am still the best.”
They slept for a couple of hours, and were on the plane home by noon. When they got home, with the time change it was 7pm. They picked up dinner, ate it and were both dead to the world by 10pm.
*
Shane had gone back to his old routine, running, yoga, working, eating clean. It felt nice. He had missed it a little. If he kept spending so much time with Ilya, he was going to have to figure out how to get part of his routine back. Not that he minded lazy mornings in bed, but there had to be a happy medium he thought.
He’d texted with Ilya a few times, but was trying not to bother him too much. The one time Ilya had wanted a picture, he’d laughed and sent him one of himself flipping off the camera. He got a strongly worded threat for that.
He was having a lazy week at work. No new cases popping up for him to look at. He’d gone with Hayden once on an arrest for one of the cases they had worked together. It was at least satisfying to feel like he accomplished something. He wondered how long of a leash his superiors were going to continue giving him if nothing popped up soon. He guessed as soon as any new big threat came up, they’d pull him off. Maybe they should. Maybe the Ghost wasn’t even real. Maybe it was a group of people. Shane was beginning to think so, since he couldn’t find any more cases to exclude. It still just seemed like a lot.
He asked Scott if he could go over the Coste case again, and got permission to pull the small amount of evidence out into the briefing room. He laid out the reports they had, the still photos from the video, the polaroid and the shell casing. For over an hour, he just sat there looking at it all. Not touching, not reading, just looking. Finally he sighed, irritated that nothing else was coming to him. He picked up the polaroid which was in a thin plastic bag, and he ran his fingers over it as he looked at it. The man’s face stared out at him, it sometimes disturbed him how peaceful a gruesome death could look.
He flipped the polaroid over and ran his finger over the back. His eyes locked onto the bottom corner and he frowned at the picture. He ran his finger over the corner and felt the small raised portion of what he was seeing. There was a scratch on the back corner. It wasn’t large, and it didn’t affect the front of the picture at all. It was almost as if a nail or something else sharp had run along an inch of the back of the photo. Probably nothing. Probably snagged something in the box.
He texted Scott and looked up when he walked in a few minutes later.
“What’s up Shane? Find something?
“Probably not. Nothing important at least. Do you have any of the evidence from the other Polaroid cases? Or are they scattered all over in the different offices where the cases were?”
“We should have a couple here. Most are still out at the cities where the bodies were, but we had a few sent here. You need to see them?”
“Yeah, if you don’t mind. How do I request that?”
“I’ll do it, but it will probably be tomorrow before someone can look them up and bring them up here. That ok, or you think it’s urgent?”
Shane shook his head,
“It’s not urgent. It’s probably nothing at all. Thanks. I’ll let you know if I see anything once I have the other cases.”
He boxed up everything and locked it in his conference room. Once home, he fixed his dinner and ate it watching hockey. Having spent so many evenings with Ilya and Cliff lately, he sort of missed their friendly bantering. It was too quiet alone. Rolling his eyes before he got moody, he headed to bed.
The next morning he walked into the office and was pleased to see a couple of evidence boxes in the briefing room. He nodded to Scott who was headed out and down the hall.
“Thanks Scott, let you know if I see anything.”
He got a nod and a wave in return. Unboxing the first box, he sighed at how little evidence there was in these cases. It really was virtually nothing. Reports about who the victims were, where they’d been, circumstantial things. And the pictures. That was it. He pulled out this one’s picture, which was in a similar bag and looked at the photo first. A short red haired man lay on the floor in front of a closet. Looked like two shots, one to the chest, one to the head. That was odd also, that the victims had different shot placements. Usually, in his experience, people had a preferred killing style. One to the head. Two to the head. One to the chest and one to the head. These being different was making him doubt himself. He rubbed his eyes and sighed.
Remembering why he had the picture out in the first place, he flipped it over. His fingers ran over the back corner. Which had the same little raised scratch. He stared at it for a long time before setting it down carefully. He yanked the lid to the other box off and pulled out the picture, ignoring the victim this time and going straight to the back. It was there. What the fuck was it. He took the two pictures and walked out of the room. Scott was still there talking to someone at their desk.
Shane waited until they were done, and then intercepted Scott before he could leave.
“Scott, can I talk to someone in the forensics lab please? I just have a question for them.”
“Sure, I guess. Come on, I’ll buzz you in. You found something?”
Shane nodded, but wanted an answer before he shared.
“I think so. But don’t get excited. It still could be nothing. Even if it is something, I’m not entirely sure it’s useful.I want to ask a tech a question though.”
They went down a few halls until they reached a door that Scott used his keycard on. Waving Shane in, he followed him, curious to see what Shane had found.
He pulled a man off a microscope and waved to Shane.
“Matt, got a question.”
The man looked curious as Shane first asked him.
“Do you guys keep a polaroid camera here? I know some of our ERT guys keep them.”
“Yeah I think we got one over in the office. You need it?”
“If it has film, yes. I’d love to test something before I ask a question.”
The man looked at Scott who shrugged,
“Whatever he wants.”
Matt went and retrieved the camera, handing it to Shane.
He immediately found the button and held the camera up, snapping a picture of Scott.
He pulled the film off from the bottom and handed the camera back to Matt.
Half holding his breath, he turned the photo over. There was nothing on the back. Just white smooth plastic of the film. He sucked in a breath, but still knew this wasn’t very helpful.
Turning to the desk behind Matt, he lay the photo down with the back facing up. Taking the other two photos still in their bags, he lay them side by side, backs up also. Pointing at the two small scratches in identical places, he asked him.
“What is that, and what would cause it?”
The man leaned over studying them, eventually picking them up and looking back and forth. He walked over to a microscope, made some adjustments and slid one of the pictures under it. Then the other. Bringing them back, he set them back down.
“It’s a very small sample size, normally I would want to see more, but they’re virtually identical when you blow them up. It’s a scratch.”
He picked up the camera which he had set down. Turning it over and looking at each side, he pointed at two screws, one on each side, holding the two sides of the camera together.
“If I had to guess. One of these screws is loose in the camera. Just by a turn or two. When the film pushes out, the side that is a little loose, runs along the film and causes that tiny scratch when you pull the film out. You know you have to give it a little tug. That little tug is probably causing friction on the edge of the loose screw.”
Scott looked at him,
“So you could say definitively that these pictures came from the same camera.”
“Yes. But don’t we know they come from the same camera? This is your polaroid killer evidence right?”
Scott nodded,
“Yes, but in a courtroom Matt, I need proof. Not just me saying, same guy used same camera to take pictures of his dead victims. So if we had the camera, we could prove these pictures came out of it?”
“Yeah, unless they notice and tighten the screw. So for now, it just confirms you’re after the same guy. But if you catch him and he has the camera, could be conclusive.”
Shane nodded and picked up the pictures.
“Thanks Matt, appreciate your time.”
Scott and he walked out and headed back to the briefing room. Shane put the pictures back in their boxes and turned around.
“So something, but not really. It’s like the shell casing, only useful if we find the camera. And if they haven't noticed and fixed it.”
Scott nodded,
“Still a good catch Shane. Nobody else caught it. We need to confirm if it’s on all of the pictures that we know about. If we do catch him, this helps a lot. Nice job. I’ll get an email out to the other offices and have them check their pictures.”
Shane retrieved the box he’d left in his room and brought it back out to the briefing room so they could all go back to whatever evidence dungeon the FBI kept them in.
He felt useful at least, even if it wasn’t a ground breaking lead. It was something. Something they didn’t have before. If they got enough of those things, they’d find him. Surely.
He went home early and worked out, trying to figure out what to make for dinner when his phone rang. Glancing at it he smiled and picked it up,
“Rose! It’s been so long, is your shoot over?”
“Oh my god, so long babe. It is, and I’m going out tonight with Miles, you should come. I want to catch up!”
Glancing at the clock, Shane shook his head as he answered,
“I don’t know Rose. I was thinking about going to bed early tonight.”
“Shane Hollander. Go take a shower, put on something nice, put on that shirt you wore on your date with Ilya. How’s that by the way? Anyway, put that outfit on and I’m sending a car. You have an hour. You better be in it. We’ll have so much fun.”
Her enthusiasm was infectious and he found himself agreeing. He showered, fixed his hair, put on the shirt and pants, still a little scandalized by the shirt. He even dug out the earrings and put them on.
He was downstairs waiting when her car got there, she and Miles in the back already. As soon as he got in, she handed him a glass of champagne.
“Shane!”
She leaned over and kissed him at the corner of his mouth. He hugged her back,
“Rose, wow, you look good.”
He looked up at Miles who was looking at him like he always did, like he was a treat to be savored. It used to freak him out, but then he realized that the other man was just a huge flirt. Although Shane always thought had he said yes, he could have had a date in an instant.
“Miles, you’re looking very handsome tonight, as always.”
“Mmmm, well you, Sir, look like a delicious.. Well I better not say. Rose tells me you’re sort of dating someone. Dare I hope that’s gone horribly bad?”
Rose laughed and yelled at him,
“Miles! Be nice! You can’t hope someone's relationship goes bad just because you think they’re hot.”
“If you say so Rose, if you say so.”
Shane grinned and took a drink, realizing he’d missed Rose, and to some extent Miles more than he had thought. Before Rose was on the brink of becoming famous, they’d gone out to dinner a couple times a month. But now, it was much less.
“I’ve missed you both. But no Miles, it has not gone horribly. We’re quite happy. Usually.”
“Oh spill loverboy, what’s the problem?”
He chuckled at Miles,
“None right now. We’re just very different, so sometimes there’s a little friction.”
As soon as he said it he groaned and Miles smiled wickedly,
“Friction is good Shane. So very good.”
Rose threw something at him and he just laughed,
“Stop embarrassing him Miles or he’ll go back home!”
“No, I missed you too much. But I’m warning you now, I’m not drinking much, I had quite the drinking adventure a few weeks ago.”
Shane grinned but took another drink,
“But I did learn to play darts.”
They had dinner at some celebrity place that Rose liked. Shane normally stayed away from places like this, but it was her night. Then they wanted to go dance. Shane groaned in the car, taking the new glass of champagne she handed him. He’d stuck with water at dinner, so thought it was probably fine.
“Rose, you know I don’t dance much.”
Miles, having drunk a little more than him piped up helpfully,
“I can teach you Shane.”
He got an eye roll for that. 
“Fine. To the club. Not the dancing. I’ll… watch.”
“Oh you like to watch?”
“Jesus Miles, you and Ilya would get along great.”
Once he said it though, he knew better. Ilya would not be impressed with Miles flirting with him. He could almost picture the dead eye glare that Miles would be getting if Ilya was here.
They got to the club and Shane sighed a little. He was not a club guy. He didn’t mind the Kingfisher, but that was about it. Small little neighborhood bars were more his thing. But he dutifully followed them in, handing his jacket off to the coat check, trying not to think about how much skin his shirt was showing.
Rose got a VIP table pretty quickly and he grinned at her,
“Holy Shit Rose Landry. You have officially made it.”
She flipped her hair and leaned over so he could hear her,
“Yes, and don’t you forget it. I’ll never forget my little friends who were there for me on the way up.”
She laughed hysterically and kissed his neck playfully. He just shook his head.
“You’re crazy. Go dance with Miles.”
She held her hand out for him,
“Come with, we’ll dance around you and you won’t even have to move. Promise.”
“Oh won’t that be sexy, I’m sure. Fine, fine. One dance.”
He took a glass of champagne that had magically appeared on their table with him. They made their way out to the dance floor, music loud, people everywhere, lights flashing. Shane knew he wouldn’t last long with this much stimulation, but he’d manage for a song or two and then beg off and go home.
True to Rose’s word though, she danced in front of him, and Miles behind, nearly touching, but not quite crossing that boundary. He knew Shane wasn’t big on touching unless he initiated it, but if you just glanced over, it certainly seemed like the three of them were having a fantastic time. Rose moved seductively in front of him, sometimes facing him, her hand on his chest, sometimes turning so her back was to him as she moved. His hand dropped to her waist at one point as he moved with her.
They danced to a few songs, before Shane told her he needed to go. Despite her pleas, he stuck to his decision. Giving her a kiss on the cheek and shaking his head at Miles, when he insisted he wanted one too, but smiling at the other man.
“Stay, have fun. Thank you for inviting me. I had a great time. We need to do this more when you’re in town.”
He told Rose and she nodded. He collected his jacket and ordered a car, going outside to let the crisp air help cool him off, he hadn’t realized it was so warm in there. He went home, showered and lay on the bed glancing at his phone for a bit. He should have taken a picture for Ilya while he was out, he might have liked that. Or maybe not. Shane was never sure which side of the line his humor would fall on day to day. He smiled as he drifted off to sleep thinking about him, completely missing when he got a few notifications from Rose a few hours later.
He woke in the morning and made his smoothie. Taking it with him to the bedroom to get dressed to run, he sat on the bed for a minute to drink some. Grabbing his phone off the nightstand, he noticed several messages from Rose. Smiling, he figured she’d just been drunk texting once he left.
He swiped them open and read them, the smile dropping off his face. 
Rose: Hey babe, we’re famous, just letting you know.
Rose: Apparently people somehow pay for pictures of me now? So fucking crazy!
Rose: Anyway, now that I’m sooo famous, you are a mystery boyfriend
Rose: according to the headline anyway
Rose: even though we dated before. I apparently wasn’t news worthy then
Rose: here’s the link. And here’s another one. And one more
Rose: we look hot dancing. Ilya’s gonna be so jealous
Rose: love you, talk soon 💋💋
Shane groaned and was almost afraid to open the links. He finally did. The first one wasn’t so bad. Just Rose, Miles and him out to dinner. All smiling, Rose leaning in towards him, her eyes sparkling. The headline read, “Rose Landry, with mystery boyfriend?
The second link was worse, they were in the club, not yet on the dance floor and he was leaning very close to Rose to talk so she could hear him over the music. From the angle of the picture though, he could have been kissing her cheek. The click bait for this one was simply, “Rose Landry and friends, a night on the town.”
This could be worse. He wasn’t feeling too anxious yet. But the last one. He fell back on the bed groaning as he held the phone above him looking at it.
They were dancing, Shane’s arm with the champagne was held up above his head. Miles was behind him, so close but not touching thank god, but his arm was up also, also mimicking Shane’s, his head tilted the same way, it very much looked like they were in sync on purpose. And Rose. Lovely Rose. She was facing him, her hand hovering over the bare skin of his chest where the deep v of the shirt opened as if she’d either just moved her hand away or was about to lay it on his skin. Her head was thrown back, her hair flowing down, Shane’s hand that didn’t have champagne in it was resting lightly on her hip, and the angle of his head made it look as if he were staring at her bare throat, his eyes only half open. The lights had been flashing, and the sheer parts of his shirt were clearly showing skin through them. The headline for that one was simply ‘Rose Landy, co-star Miles Jensen and mystery boyfriend, burning up the dancefloor’
Shane was dying. He couldn’t move. He focused on breathing. He heard his phone buzz and looked down to see what it was. It was Hayden, asking if he was coming. He answered and said no, he was dead. A few minutes later, he could hear knocking. He got up slowly and threw the door open, immediately going and flopping on the couch.
“Shane, buddy, what’s wrong?”
Shane had thrown a pillow over his head and his answer was mumbled.
“Nothing”
“Ok. Are you sure? It sure seems like something. You and Rozanov fighting?”
“No. Not yet.”
“What does that mean Shane.”
Shane groaned and handed him the phone.
“HOLY SHIT Shane, this is so fucking hot.”
“Not helping Hayden.”
“So what’s the problem with it? You went to dinner with an ex and had a nice night.”
“Hayden! Those pictures are everywhere. It calls me her mystery boyfriend. What if people recognize me. What if Ilya sees them?”
“Ummm, Shane. You’re gay. I think Ilya is aware. Maybe the guy behind you is a little close, but I think you’re ok. They’re just trash celebrity sites, nobody you know is going to see them. You gotta relax buddy. They’re just pictures of friends. Ok, the one is super hot, but still, just friends!”
Shane groaned and sat up.
“You’re right. I’m over reacting. I just don’t like having my picture splashed everywhere. Besides, even if I thought it was worse, Ilya’s out of town. He won’t even see them.”
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    Chapter Summary

    Cliff sees a hot picture, but doesn't want to tell.

Ilya gets teased and wants revenge.
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  Ilya was eating breakfast, some eggs and toast, while he opened his laptop the next morning. Logging on through his services, he retrieved the picture and sent it to Sergeev, deleting all traces after it was done. He pulled up the bank account and waited while he ate. It didn’t take long. Ten minutes later he heard a soft ding, and he glanced up to see the balance change, along with a message attached.
‘See how easy things are when you behave? Don’t forget the rest of our deal. Let me know when you want another.'
Scowling, he immediately moved the money out, sending Cliff a big bonus as he did.
A short knock on the door had him glancing up. He walked to the door and opened it, frowning at Cliff.
“Really Marleau? Knocking? I’m lazy, do not make me get up.”
“I dunno man, I do not want to keep walking in on you and Shane that way.”
“Just admit it, you like it. You need to go out more.”
Cliff just shook his head.
“Why are you scowling at the laptop like it bit you? You ok? Or upset about the job?”
“Just a message from Sergeev. He acts as if I will suddenly hop back to doing 20 jobs a year.”
The look he got was incredulous,
“I hope that number is just an inflated thing you use to shock me.”
Ilya just stared at him.
“20!?  For fuck’s sake.”
Ilya shrugged,
“Maybe not. But first year or two was a lot.”
“And how are you feeling? After this one? Ok?”
Scratching lightly over the bandage on his side, he thought about it honestly.
“Yes. I think, if I am honest Marleau, I’m more upset about the fact that I am not upset. Sergeev told you, what was phrase he used, I got high off it? I don’t think that was ever correct. But first few years, when I was more… I don’t know word. I believed them that I was doing good thing for Russia. After their years of treatment, that is what you learn. You are doing good thing for your country. Anyway, first few years, it was nothing. I would go and party after. Crazy parties. I guess that is why he thinks that.”
He rubbed his eyes as he thought back,
“But even after. After I realized it was not good thing, but when I was still doing more jobs regularly, it didn’t bother me. I did and it was over. No thinking about it. Now though. Now it is not over. I think about it. I hate it. But I would do it again if that is what it takes to keep Shane away from them. Had Sergeev pushed, I would have agreed to more. But he took my offer because it gets a very dangerous man off his back.”
He glanced at Cliff to see if he was upset by this news, thankfully there was no look of disgust on his face, he was just nodding.
“Ok. 20 a year though. Man, I hope that’s an exaggeration. So you want to tell me about this big dangerous job you have to do?”
“No. Not yet. I have to do a lot of work for that one. It will take some time. It won’t surprise me if I have to do something else before then just to keep him off me. This one is a little more… like flower..”
“Delicate?”
“Yes, that.”
“Ok, well let me know if you need something.”
Cliff moved over to the couch and picked up his phone,
“Anything to do today?”
Ilya just shook his head while looking at stupid news. His head jerked towards Cliff though when he made a choking noise.
“Ummm, boss?”
“You are dying?”
“No. Did you make a typo with this deposit that you just gave me?”
“No. You said you needed raise.”
“I was kidding Ilya, I don't need a raise. Take it back."
“It’s just a bonus, not real raise. Go buy something nice.”
“Ilya.”
“Marleau. It’s just money. You have been very helpful to me lately. I appreciate you.”
“Ok, well, maybe it’s time to get that Ferrari I wanted.”
An outright laugh came his way.
“I do not think it was that nice of a bonus Marleau. Maybe a cheap Ferrari. Wait. You want a Ferrari?”
“Oh my god Ilya no, Do not buy a Ferrari. Can you even see me fitting into that? No, I didn’t think so.”
He gave Ilya an amused look as he went back to his phone.
Ilya was sitting, doing some preliminary work on Medvedev, knowing that he had told Cliff the truth. This one was very tricky for him since it probably involved going into Russia again. Somewhere he had sworn not to step foot into. He was just sending a few emails off to old contacts that he might be able to get info from when Cliff made that choking noise again.
“Marleau. What is wrong with you today? I did not send more money, why are you choking again?”
Cliff threw his phone down, his eyes darting around the room until they found the tv remote, grabbing it and turning it on.
“What? Nothing, just had something in my throat.”
Ilya stared at him, his eyes narrowing and going flinty. The temperature in the room had dropped ten degrees, Cliff was sure.
“Marleau. Give me your phone.”
“Ummm, no? Really it was nothing. I was just scrolling stupid things.”
Finally going back to his laptop, without looking over at him Cliff heard a tone that was being very careful to not sound annoyed.
“I do not believe you Marleau. But I know you would not lie about anything important.”
Cliff just watched the tv. When Ilya was absorbed in the laptop again, he picked the phone up and quickly shut down the tab he’d been looking at. He was not getting in the middle of whatever this would become. He was not. No more free therapy. But he bit his lip as he tried not to laugh. The photo was fucking hot. So was Rose. Maybe he should give her a call. He wondered if she’d even pick up now that she was on the brink of actually breaking out.
*
Shane walked into work that day and immediately knew. Someone had seen. A couple of people were exuberantly waving hi to him and smiling. That was not normal. He sighed as he walked into the room where Scott and Hayden held their morning meetings. Scott looked up with amusement sparkling in his eyes.
“Hey, Mr. Movie Star boyfriend. I’m surprised you could be bothered to come to work. Don’t you live a life of luxury now? Clubbing and fancy dinners?”
A low groan escaped Shane,
“Fuck off. Why are you spending time on trash websites? Don’t you have work to do?"
Scott laughed,
“Kip showed them to me, he loves gossip sites. Looks like you had fun though.”
“I swear, those people. They somehow manage to get pictures right when it looks like things are happening that aren’t. It wasn’t even like that.”
He was saved any further embarrassment by a call. Glancing at the number, he walked out into the hall and away from anyone else before he answered.
“Hollander. Ok, when? I haven’t seen the email yet. I’ll go look right now. You think it's our guy? Ok, I’ll call you back.”
He walked to his room and headed in. Logging onto the system and into his secure site, he pulled up the email and read through the details. He tapped a few more keys and pictures came up.
It appeared to be the entryway of a house. A man lay dead at the bottom of a set of stairs. He moved to the next picture, a closer shot of the body. Shots to the chest and head it appeared. The next shot focused on some sort of necklace lying in a pool of blood, and the next, a wicked looking knife lying on the other side of the body.
He sat back and just stared at the picture for a while. Finally he pulled up the report and started reading. When he finished, he leaned the chair back and closed his eyes, just thinking. When he finally sat back upright, he pulled up the email and replied.
‘I don’t think so. It’s not his house, not a hotel. The ties to the Russians are suspicious and would normally make me look closer, but in this case, I think I will exclude it. I’ll keep it in a ‘maybe’ file, but I’m not adding it to my main list. If you didn’t have any intel about it, then I will go with no. Let me know if you hear anything else.’
Reaching to the keyboard, he hit a few keys and the file disappeared into one of his folders.
Hayden caught him before he left that afternoon.
“So Jackie is missing you and really wants you to come to dinner. The kids haven’t seen you in so long, they’re always asking where you are. Come to dinner.”
Shane started to shake his head, but realized he’d been making excuses too much lately.
“Ok. You’re right, it’s been too long. When are you thinking?”
“Tomorrow night? It’s Friday, no work the next day, no early run. Say yes.”
He got a smile in return,
“Yes. Tell Jackie I’ll bring the wine.”
“Great man.”
His face got this sour look on it that Shane wasn’t sure he’d ever seen before.
“Fuck. Bring Rozanov if he wants to come. Jackie wants to meet him. She said make sure and tell you. So I am. But if he’s busy, that’s too bad. I asked.”
An exasperated look flew his way,
“The two of you are something else. I don’t even think he’s back in town, unless he got back today, but I’ll check and let you know tomorrow morning.”
He was in the middle of working out late that afternoon at his building’s gym when his phone buzzed. Glancing at it where it was sitting on the floor next to him, he saw Ilya’s name. He wiped his hand on the towel next to it and opened the text. It was a picture of Ilya, shirtless, lying in bed. His own bed. With just one word alongside it.
“Coming?”
Musical laughter bubbled out of his lips as he shook his head. He texted back,
Shane:    Asshole. You’re home?
Looking around the gym area and realizing he was the only one there, he got daring, for him. He stripped his shirt off and lay down on the work bench he was using, one leg on either side of it. Holding the phone as high as he could, he took a picture, scrunching his nose just a tiny bit, while his lower lip pouted out a little farther than normal.
Sending it with the text,
“Working out, need to finish.”
Tossing the phone down, he put his shirt back on before someone else came in. He finished his workout even though his phone was blowing up with notifications.
*
Ilya had sent messages to multiple people and done what he could to get started. Cliff was watching tv still and when he stood up, glanced at him, sliding his phone under his leg as if he were afraid Ilya would try to snatch it.
With a snort, Ilya walked to the bedroom.
“Keep your secrets Marleau. I’ll find out eventually. I’m going to shower.”
“Ok boss. I think I’m going to go work out, see you later.”
Ilya showered, realizing that he had not texted Shane last night when he got home. He lay in bed and took a selfie, sending it to him with the word, Coming? Knowing his kotik, he’d just think he meant coming over. Which would be ok too. 
He was surprised to get an answer so quickly, figuring he was still at work.
Freckles:   Asshole. You’re home?
He smiled at the asshole remark. He was trying to figure out a suitably cocky response when Shane sent a picture. His mouth literally dropped open as he sat up quickly. Shane, his shy kotik, sent him a shirtless picture. In a gym. A public gym. Droplets of sweat covered him. His hair was sweaty and mussed, he could see the shorts pulled tight against those muscular thighs he loved. Laying like he was on the bench, Ilya could see the bulge in his shorts. His cheeks were red and oh my god, his face. It was scrunched up and pouting and his cheeks were flushed, sweat covering his neck also. Every bare inch of skin Ilya could see was covered in a sheen of moisture. Ilya wanted to lick every fucking drop off him.
The words with it barely noticeable, until he realized that Shane was toying with him.
Freckles:    Working out, need to finish.
He sputtered the words out loud, 
“Oh fuck no. no no no no. I do not think so, moya lyubov.”
Ilya:     Get that sweaty ass to my place right now
Ilya:     Do not shower
Ilya:     Come right now
Ilya glanced at the time, trying to gauge if he could get to Shane’s before his workout was done. Probably not, he was sweaty enough that he’d been going awhile. He groaned and put his phone down. Ten seconds later he picked it up.
Ilya:     You better be getting a car zolotse
Ilya:     Shane Hollander
Ilya:     Bring your sweat to me
Ilya:     Now
Ilya:     I’m dead, I will die now
Ilya:     You will die also when I get my hands on you
Ilya:     Is your sweat almost here?
The next message was a picture of Ilya’s hand splayed open over his bare stomach.
Ilya:     Shane, this hand will be on your ass if your sweat is not here soon
Ilya:     I am not joking moya lyubov
From the way his phone was blowing up, Shane knew better than to even look at it before he showered. He carried it upstairs, keeping it carefully turned away from him. He thought about taking a picture in the shower, tasteful of course, but decided not to press his luck. He smiled as he washed, but didn’t waste time.
He dried off and walked into the bedroom, a towel around his waist as he picked up his phone. He laughed out loud as he read the messages. The longer he looked at them though, he felt a tiny tug deep in his middle. That tiny tug unfurled into a wave of nervousness, which then spiraled into heat which flushed all the way across his entire body. He felt his breath catch and sank down onto the bed. He bit his lip and chewed on it as he looked at the messages. The heat pushed up into his head and he actually felt light headed. Was he excited? Was he nervous? Was he scared? No. Not the last one, he knew Ilya wouldn’t actually hurt him.
The phone rang and he actually let out a yelp into the empty room as the phone fell from his fingers when he flinched. He picked it up and flinched again as he saw the name. He was so fucked. His voice was extremely shaky when he answered, it was a good thing it was such a short word.
“Hi”
Ilya’s voice was that smooth, dangerous deep with a purr to it.
“Hello Shane.”
“Hi”
“Where are you right now?”
Shane actually looked around, that’s what Ilya’s voice had done to him. The second he heard it, his entire body was trembling and feeling like he was walking the edge of a very high cliff.
“Umm, sitting on my bed.”
“Your bed. Is that gym that you took a picture from in your bedroom?”
“No?”
“Then why are you in your bedroom instead of a car on the way to me.”
Shane hummed a little, blinking rapidly, trying to clear his head.
“Had to take a shower”
“You showered after I told you to come to me exactly the way you were?”
Ilya’s voice had tilted into that dangerous tone.
Shane’s voice on the other hand was becoming more and more soft.
“I didn’t see. I showered before I saw the message.”
“You sent me a sweaty picture and then chose to continue working out and then chose to go take a shower before you looked at what I sent?”
Shane huffed a breath that Ilya could hear over the phone.
“Yes?”
Ilya chuckled, the sound took root in Shane’s body and grew until his entire body shivered.
“My naughty boy. You have either grown very brave while I was gone or very stupid. Which is it? Hmm?”
Shane nearly groaned but stopped himself just in time. He shook his head to clear it again, he was a grown man for fuck’s sake, a phone call should not have him acting like this.
“Neither? I needed to shower, I can’t go somewhere like that.”
“No? You did not want me to lick you all over? You did not want to feel my tongue sliding across your neck, down to your nipple, down all the way down your stomach? To feast on you until you can’t hold still and beg me to do more?”
Unable to stop himself this time, he let out a soft noise.
“That’s what I thought.”
Shane’s hand wandered down his chest and beneath his towel as he wrapped his fingers around his cock that was quivering with need against him. He let out another small moan.
Ilya gave that chuckle again,
“Kotik, I know you are not touching what’s mine are you? You did not want to come see me when I asked so nicely. So hands off.”
“But..
“Hands off.”
His hand jerked away as if Ilya had pulled it.
“Ilya, m’sorry.”
“Oh you will be. Do you remember the last two messages I sent you?"
Shane pulled the phone away and looked at them before answering,
“Yes, but..”
“I suggest that you go unlock your front door, and then be on your bed face down and naked when I get there. And I’ve been driving the whole time we have been on the phone, so I’d guess you don’t have very long.”
Shane tried one last time,
“Please don’t”
“Mmmm, you should hurry. If that door isn’t unlocked and your ass bare for me, you will not be able to sit for days.”
Shane heard the connection end and he just sat there staring at the phone. How had this gone so sideways on him? He was still standing at the top of the cliff and he tried to take a step back, but felt like he was about to fall and never stop. He stood finally, still in just a towel from his shower, and walked slowly to the door, unlocking it. But then his mind wandered to the one time that Ilya had actually spanked him a couple of times while he’d been deep in Shane’s ass. He sank down on the couch as he thought about it. He remembered the yelp he’d made and the warm stinging sensation that flowed from his ass straight to his cock. He remembered the second one and how it had nearly made him come as turned on as he had been. He knew he’d been playing with fire, that’s why he had second guessed himself sending the picture. Why he hadn’t dared look at the messages until later. He tried to picture Ilya’s hand coming down on his ass.  His cock jerked just at the thought and a small smile tugged the corners of his lips up. His tongue came out to lick the corner of his mouth as he swallowed hard. There was clearly something wrong with him.
When that deep purr came at him from across the room, he screeched like he’d been caught at something, dropping his phone yet again. He hadn’t even heard the door open.
“Wow, you really are brave. That does not look like your bed to me.”
He jumped off the couch, the towel he was wearing around his waist slipping dangerously low around his hips. Ilya’s eyes tracked it the whole time, before traveling back up to Shane’s face. Shane watched him stalk towards him and he instinctively backed up, his phone forgotten. He stopped and closed his eyes when his back hit the wall.
“Ilya please,”
He felt the other man’s presence right up against him but not yet touching. When the voice came, it was so close to his ear that he actually slid down a few inches as his knees buckled just a little.
“Ilya please what? Ilya please spank me because I’m a bad boy? Ilya please show me who I belong to? Ilya please fuck my mouth until I can’t fucking speak. Which of those is it?”
As he slid down, he felt a firm hand around his throat and a body press up against him, holding him there. His eyes opened to see Ilya’s blown ones staring at him.
Shane’s voice was a whisper,
“I don’t know, m’sorry. Shouldn't have sent it”
Ilya busied himself licking the hollow of Shane’s neck as he moved his hand, but pulling back at that ridiculous comment.
“Shouldn’t have sent it? No zolotse, that is the one thing you did right so far. Everything after that though is questionable.”
He looked over at the couch and then back to Shane. 
“Maybe this is better anyway.”
He stepped back and flicked Shane’s towel away from him, smiling at the sight of his cock, hard and jutting out from him.
“Look how hard you are already. You want it. You know you do. Does it turn you on to think of my hand on your ass? Turning it red just for me?”
Shane shook his head.
“Ohhh I think it does. I guess we will see won’t we.”
Shane shook his head again, and tried to speak in his normal tone of voice.
“No. I don’t think that I want..”
Ilya cocked his head and watched him for a few seconds before he backed up, pulling him to the couch. Ilya sat down and pulled Shane down with him, to sit on his lap, wrapping his arms around him.
Shane sat there cuddling into him, waiting for something, he didn’t know what. Ilya kissed him, his tongue probing and insistent until Shane opened for him, giving him a slow, leisurely kiss that started a slow burn in Shane’s chest. He felt Ilya’s hand go between his legs to stroke him slowly, his cock still hard, leaking pre from the tip. He felt the tip of Ilya’s finger swipe over it and his back arched at the sensation it gave him.
He listened as Ilya whispered against his neck.
“Shane, you want to be good for me, yes?”
He nodded.
“Words please.”
“Yes, so good.”
“Do you think you were good when you ignored my messages? When you did not go to the bed like I asked?”
Shane’s voice was trembling as Ilya’s hand still slowly, so slowly stroked him.
“No. m’sorry. I didn’t mean to.”
“I know. I know you’re so good for me usually. But tonight you thought you could do what you wanted. To not be mine.”
“Noo, always yours. Only yours.”
“Yes, that’s right. Only for me. So to make sure, I’m going to spank you, because that’s what happens when you don’t listen isn’t it?”
Shane hesitated and Ilya waited, holding his breath, knowing if he didn’t agree this time, he would back off. He wouldn’t push him more than he already had. Ilya just pressed his head against the side of Shane’s head and let him work through his thoughts. His cock was still rock hard and when Ilya mentioned spanking him again, he felt the jerk in his hand. He just had to wait for Shane to get through the blocks in his own head.
Finally he got a small nod.
“Words, I need words. Yes, you agree?”
“Yes. want to be good. Didn’t mean it.”
“Good. I want you to lay over my lap please.”
Shane stood up and Ilya readjusted himself so he was farther back, he also reached around to the side table and pulled open the drawer, grabbing lube and a condom and setting them down next to him. Shane watched but said nothing, feeling strangely embarrassed to be standing naked while Ilya was fully dressed still. 
Ilya grabbed his hand and pulled him down face first over his knees. He’d angled himself so that Shane’s upper body was able to rest on part of the couch, but his midsection and throbbing cock were over and against one of Ilya’s thighs. Ilya’s other leg was on the backside of Shane’s legs, effectively trapping him if he chose to. He was half lying across him, his breathing already uneven as Ilya’s hand just rubbed gently across his firmly muscled ass.
“Shane, you are nervous? But your body is saying yes. Do you want this or do you want me to stop?”
Shane took a deep breath, and let it out slowly, remembering once again that molten tingling from last time that nearly made him come.
“I want.”
“You’re such a good boy already. Do you remember colors please?”
“Yes,”
“Use them. Even if I do not ask, if you need me to slow down or stop, use them. You know I will listen.”
Shane wiggled a little, pressing his hard cock against Ilya’s thigh. Watching that ass moving, Ilya nearly leaned over and bit it.
Instead he spent another minute gently rubbing his hand across the crease where Shane’s ass met his thigh. Without any warning, he raised his hand and gave a sharp slap to the area he’d just been rubbing.
Shane yelped in more surprise than anything, though Ilya was pleased to see the skin pink immediately. 
“So good for me kotik, so good.”
Shane couldn’t speak, he was so hard against Ilya’s leg, the fabric of his pants rubbing against Shane’s bare skin. He felt another smack come down on the other side, a little harder than before. His yelp turned into a moan as he felt himself leaking onto Ilya’s leg.
“Fuuck Ilya.”
“Color please?”
“Green, green.”
Ilya’s mouth curved up as he lifted his hand again. Three quick smacks this time, all in the same area. Shane’s breath caught as he whimpered, the feeling of a sharp burst of brief pain that turned into an exquisite burn that went all the way through him. Whatever nervousness had been blocking him and thinking he didn’t want it were completely gone. That’s all it took. A few sharp slaps and Ilya whispering to him about how good he was. He wanted it. He wanted to do whatever Ilya wanted. Anything to keep hearing that voice coo to him and tell him over and over that he belonged to Ilya, only to him. No one else could touch him. Ilya’s hand would alternate spots, sometimes harder, sometimes softer, sometimes stopping to gently rub over him. Each time he did that, Shane could feel the burning skin, he wriggled under the sensation of those rough fingers gliding over him, so sensitive on his hot skin.
He was just one large bundle of electric nerves at this point. He was grinding against Ilya’s leg, and he could feel the hardness of Ilya’s cock pushing into him from underneath. Ilya’s hand was smacking harder though and he felt the wetness in his eyes well up as he started to actually wriggle in earnest, the bursts of pain sharper, but still melting straight to his core.
Ilya for his part was having a hard time focusing. Shane's ass was bright red and he was grinding against Ilya’s leg. When he heard Shane’s breathing change, he managed a hoarse,
“Color Shane?”
“Fuuck Ilya, green, I’ll be so good, just don’t fucking stop.”
He felt Ilya’s hand come up to his head and tangle in his hair for a second as he whispered to him, “You are always so good for me Zhizn moya. Always so good. Taking what I give you.”
He wasn’t going to be able to go much longer, he wanted to be inside of Shane, filling him up, taking him over and over. His hand picked up the pace, and started going harder as he whispered to him,
“You will be good from now on won’t you. You’ll do what I tell you? Such a good pet for me.”
Shane could only whimper a yes, but the last few strokes were almost too much, he felt the wetness spill out of his eyes as his whimpers turned into actual yelps of pain before falling back to mewling sounds. He let himself sob on Ilya’s lap, not even sure why. It wasn’t just the pain, he didn’t even know. He just knew this was where he wanted to be. Safe. Taken care of. Wanted.”
“Ilya please, I’m gonna come, fuck, please.”
“Do it then, come while I spank you, right on my leg, do it.”
Shane did, the spanking and rubbing against the fabric of Ilya's pants bringing him there, and with a huge sobbing cry, he felt himself jerk against that fabric that was relentless against him, with one last smack, he jerked even more, the thigh of Ilya’s pants were soaked with his thick white strands of come. When he finally stilled, he realized that Ilya had stopped and was rubbing his ass so gently.
“Shane you’re so fucking good. You should see your pretty ass, it’s all red for me. So fucking pretty, fuck moya lyubov.”
He couldn’t answer, he wasn’t sure he could speak at all. He just lay there, letting himself float, the room full of colors. Those big hands just kept stroking him. His hair, his shoulders, his back, every piece of his over sensitive skin, until Shane just melted into him.
He heard a whisper, 
“Shane , can you stand up for me?”
He managed to stand, his legs wobbly, his ass and upper thighs burning. Ilya stood and curled around him, leading him to the bedroom and letting him crawl on the bed, rather than sit on it. He wasn’t sure what it would feel like to sit on the soreness that was sinking in and he didn’t want to find out right now.
Ilya disappeared for a moment and Shane felt his eyes well up again, but he sniffed when he saw Ilya come back. Shane felt a warm cloth on him, cleaning him, his cock so sensitive that her jerked against the cloth, whimpering. He felt a kiss on his cheek,
“You’re ok, just a minute. Lay on your stomach.”
He did, his head buried in the blanket. It wasn’t long before the bed dipped and he felt a cool soothing substance start to rub all over his ass and thighs. Ilya rubbed it in so gently, but yet firm enough it sank into his skin. He hissed as those fingers touched a more sensitive spot at the crease of one thigh. He heard Ilya’s swift intake of breath as he looked at the spot, which was darker than the rest. He turned his head to watch Ilya’s face for a second, knowing what he wanted but wouldn’t ask. Shane could see that look, Ilya thought maybe he had gone too far. But he hadn’t. Shane would never hesitate again, not for this. Reaching out his hand to touch the side of Ilya’s face, he turned it to look at him.
“Do it please.”
Ilya shook his head,
“No, it’s already too much.”
“Ilya do it. I want you to. I want it there. Right where it’s the worst.”
To his credit, he didn’t hesitate, just moaned as he leaned over Shane’s ass, right at the crease where a bruise was faintly showing already, licking the spot first and then sinking his teeth in, firmly. His tongue flicked out to suck the flesh between his teeth and his eyes nearly sunk back into his head as he heard Shane’s moaning. When he pulled back, he swallowed hard and then reverently ran his fingers over the mark.
“Fuck Shane. Thank you. You’re so perfect.”
Keeping one hand on Shane, he stood and managed to get his clothes off, not caring that his thigh was still sticky. He’d had plans to sink himself into Shane’s ass while it was so pretty red, but he couldn’t. Shane had been so perfect, so much better than he had any right to, that he just wanted to cuddle with him. He made Shane roll over to the side, so he could get the blanket up, then they both went to that side and slipped under the blanket. Shane cuddled into him, finally realizing,
“Ilya, you didn’t. Let me help you, please.”
He just got a kiss on the lips, a tongue gently swiping over his lips.
“Shhh baby, let’s sleep. Later. I just want to hold you. You were so good for me. Thank you zhizn moya.”
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  Ilya woke up and was in bed alone. He frowned as he looked around. He was usually a very light sleeper, but this was not the first time that Shane had managed to get out of bed without him waking up. He wasn’t sure if that was a good or bad thing. He lay there curled around Shane’s pillow, until finally he got up and walked into the bathroom. A note was taped to the mirror.
“Out running with Hayden, be back soon”
He pulled it off and took it with him to the kitchen when he was done in the bathroom. Setting it on the island next to him, he proceeded to get the biggest bowl of frosted flakes that he could. He stood eating it, his eyes flicking over once to the door where he knew Shane’s office was. He turned his back on it and sat at the island, glancing at his phone while he ate. He texted Cliff back telling him that he hadn’t been kidnapped. 
He was half lounging on the couch, his cereal bowl resting on his chest when Shane came in. Rolling his eyes as he noticed the bowl.
“So bad for you Ilya.”
“So is ignoring me when I wanted you, but you did it anyway.”
“Fuck you.”
“Yeah? How are you sitting today kotik?”
Ilya smirked and took the last bite of his cereal.
“Asshole”
“Wow. Does your mother hear you say these things? You have a filthy mouth Shane Hollander.”
Shane came and gave him a long kiss.
“Yeah and you love my filthy mouth don’t you zhizn moya?”
“Mmm, ok. Yes.”
Shane got a water bottle and drank half of it as Ilya watched him, noticing a drip of sweat running down his neck.
“Oh Hayden invited me, well, us to dinner tonight. I told him I’d come.”
Ilya glared at him,
“Of course you did.”
“He wants you to come.”
“He most certainly does not.”
Shane laughed,
“Ok, he probably doesn’t. But Jackie does. She wants to meet you. You don’t have to go, but I’m going and she’s really great. You’d like her. You should think about it. I’m gonna go do my yoga.”
“Can I watch?”
Shane just looked at him.
“You want to watch me do yoga?”
Ilya nodded.
“Ok, kinda weird, but sure.”
By the third time Ilya had knocked him off balance because he couldn't keep his hands to himself during what Ilya called the ridiculous poses, Shane kicked him out of the room.
“Kotik, you hurt me. I want to watch.”
“Out.”
Ilya huffed and went and purposely made a piece of toast and spread a huge amount of Nutella on it. He set it on a plate and waited until Shane was coming back into the room to take a very large bite, moaning as he did so.
Shane tried to keep a disgusted look on his face but ended up laughing.
“Ilya, you are ridiculous when you’re bored.”
“Am not bored, just eating toast. With chocolate spread. I saw commercial that said it was balanced breakfast. Good for me.”
“I’m not even going to respond to that. Will you come to dinner tonight? I need to let Hayden know.”
Ilya groaned and ate another bite.
“Shane, he is soooo,”
“Ilya. He is my best friend. You have to get over this, whatever it is. I don’t even understand it, you guys have never even sat down and talked.”
“Fine. I will go. I will meet Mrs. Pike and Pike children and they will love me and leave worst FBI Pike”
He got another slow kiss for this answer, pulling Shane down onto his lap to make it even longer. When he finally pulled back, he grinned and leaned up and licked the side of Shane’s neck.
“Ilya gross. I need to shower.”
“Is not gross. Someday soon, we’re going down to your gym, you’re going to work out again like yesterday, then I’m going to lick every drop off of you kotik. EVERY drop. I might even do in that gym since you like to take photos from there so much.”
“Not a chance. I’m going to shower.”
Ilya nodded and stood with him.
“I need to go home, I do not have dinner clothes here, only sweats mostly. What time do you want me to pick you up?”
Ilya stood outside, taking the opportunity to smoke a single cigarette. He had cut way back for Shane, but old habits were hard to break apparently. He needed fortification for dinner. With Hayden. It’s not that he actually hated the man. He just irked Ilya. For no good reason. Well, for one thing, he seemed to worship Shane and Ilya didn’t like that at all. He didn’t care that they’d been friends for years. Shane was his. If Shane hadn’t insisted he was married, Ilya would have thought he had a thing for Shane. He wasn’t entirely convinced that he didn’t.
Finishing the cigarette and shaking all thoughts of Pike out of his head, he texted Shane before he got in the SUV.
‘How old are Pike’s kids?’
Once home, he looked through his email and shot off a few replies, thinking to himself, wondering how he was going to get in and out of Russia again without taking too many risks. It was hard to know if the GRU would have flagged his passport. He didn’t think so, now that Sergeev and he were back on working terms. Staring at the screen, he finally slammed it down, annoyed.
He took a short nap, showered and dressed casually, but still nicer than what Pike would have on. Then he went shopping. Picking Shane up on time, taking the two bottles of wine Shane was carrying as they walked to the car. He didn’t speak much on the way, Shane giving him directions as they went. He felt a hand on his thigh as Shane stretched over to give him a cheek kiss,
“Ilya, why are you nervous? It’s Hayden. It’s just dinner.”
“Nervous. I’m not nervous. I don’t get nervous.”
He got a smirk in return.
He was nervous. He didn’t know why. He didn’t give a shit about Pike’s opinion. Lady Pike then maybe. Or maybe it was just that he didn’t do this. Domestic stuff. He didn’t go to dinner with other people’s friends. It had been just him for so long. Then Cliff and Sveta. That was it. Casual hook ups. But never something intimate like meeting someone’s friends in their home. Ilya wasn’t honestly sure how to behave. 
Once parked, Ilya handed Shane the wine and then grabbed a large bag from the back. Shane glanced at it curiously.
“What is that?”
“Gifts. I cannot come empty handed. He also picked up a large floral bouquet that had been next to the bag.”
“You’re trying to bribe children Ilya?”
“Yes, isn’t that what you are supposed to do with small humans? What’s wrong, afraid they will like me better than Uncle Shane?”
“Not a chance. Those girls love me.”
“Mmmm, we will see.”
Shane knocked once, but didn’t wait, just opened the door, Ilya following behind him, a little uncertainly. A lovely woman met them in the hallway. She was tall and athletic, long dark hair and sparkling eyes. Much too attractive for Pike was Ilya’s first thought. Shane gave her a huge hug before stepping back and motioning Ilya forward. He’d put on his gala persona and stepped forward and gave her a dazzling smile.
“Ilya, this is Jackie, Hayden’s better half. Jackie this is Ilya, I’m sure you know all about him, please ignore whatever your husband has said, it’s not true. Mostly.”
He held out his hand as he told her,
“It’s so nice to meet you Jackie.”
He was surprised when she ignored the hand and pulled him into a big hug. He tried not to stiffen in surprise, not sure how successful he was.
“Ilya, it’s so good to meet you. And don’t worry Shane, I know when Hayden has bullshit spewing from his lips.”
The interior of the house was very cosy. Lived in, but not messy. A few toys scattered here and there. Handing her the flowers he told her,
“These are for you, the lovely Mrs. Pike. Your home is lovely. Thank you for the invitation.”
Accepting the flowers, she laughed,
“Thank you, these are beautiful. Let me get them in a vase. You’re welcome anytime, we’ve missed Shane and according to Hayden it’s because of you. Hayden is wrangling the children, I’m sure he’ll be down in just a minute.”
Shane blushed and shook his head,
“I’m sorry. I’ve just been busy.”
They followed her to the kitchen, Shane setting the wine down and Ilya looking around curiously. He smiled as he looked around, loving how warm everything was.
Suddenly there was pounding coming from off to the side, many small steps coming down the stairs and screeching as two small girls came flying around the corner, nearly running into Ilya’s legs before they saw Shane and launched at him.
“UNCLE SHANE!”
Shane laughed and dropped down to a knee to give them hugs.
“Jade, Ruby, you guys are so big! I’ve missed you!”
Hayden walked around the corner at the moment, giving his wife a hug as he balanced a small child on one hip.
“Amber fell asleep while I was getting the rest dressed. I’m sure that will last all of 5 minutes.”
He looked up and made a face when he saw Ilya, a face that immediately turned to a smile as his wife poked him in the side.
“Rozanov, good to see you. Well. Good to see Shane anyway.”
“Mmm, yes, you too Pike. Lady Pike is so out of your league, I’m not sure how you managed.”
Jackie laughed at out as Shane groaned and stood up.
“Don’t even start you two.”
The two girls had looked up as Ilya spoke, one of them coming over to him quite boldly.
“Who’re you? Why do you sound funny.”
Hayden laughed out loud as Jackie sighed.
“Ruby, we don’t ask questions like why do you sound funny. It’s not polite.”
Ilya shook his head and kneeled down so he was on the girl’s same level.
“My name is Ilya. I am a friend of Uncle Shane.”
She just looked at him.
“I sound funny because I come from another country called Russia. We all sound funny there, but when you are older, like most girls, you will love people with accents.”
Hayden groaned,
“Rozanov, she’s five.”
Jackie was smothering a smile, thinking in her head he hadn’t said anything that was untrue.
“Why are you here?”
He smiled at her, the smile finally reaching his eyes as they sparkled.
“Your father invited Uncle Shane to dinner. Uncle Shane invited me. But he said I had to get permission from the real bosses. Which are you two, I’m guessing. So to convince you, I brought you some things. In Russia, we call this bribery.”
Another groan from Hayden and an outright laugh from Jackie.
Ruby looked with interest at the bag. 
“What did you bring.”
He pulled out an oversized stuffed dinosaur and handed it to her. 
“That’s for your brother over there, can you take to him?”
She grabbed it even though it was half her size and flounced over to where Hayden was.
“Look Arthur, Dino!”
The little boy reached for it and she handed it over.
Jade was coming out from around Shane’s legs to look at him now and he smiled at her. Once he had handed out all his gifts, which included more stuffed animals, many coloring books and art supplies that the girls were delighted with, taking them to run off to another room. Ruby stopped and came back to him. She stood there seriously for a minute just looking at him. Finally, shocking him, she threw her arms around his neck and gave him a quick hug.
“You can stay for dinner.”
As they ran off, he stood slowly, an unfamiliar feeling in his chest. He glanced over and was thrilled to see the look on Hayden’s face.
“You bribed my children to like you. They never like anyone at first. I hate you.”
“Yes well, it is not my fault their father is worst FBI man ever. It’s easy for them to like me over that.”
Shane actually pinched him in the side and he yelped in surprise.
Jackie actually turned away to laugh. With her back turned, she said over her shoulder.
“Shane, can you come help me finish dinner? Ilya, you should go in the living room and make sure my children are not drawing on my walls with all those things you just gave them.”
Hayden looked at her,
“What about me?”
As if on cue, a loud crying came from upstairs. He sighed and headed that way.
Ilya was a little nervous to be with the small girls on his own, but he shook his head and walked into the other room. Much to his relief, they were seated on the floor at a low table, coloring. One of them, Ruby he thought, the more outgoing one, scooted over and patted the floor next to her.
“Come color with us.”
Ilya looked around for help and realized he was on his own.
“Ahh, ok.”
He sat next to her and she handed him a pink crayon and gave him one of the books.
“Pink is my favorite color.”
She pointed to a picture of a dog in the book.
“Color.”
He nodded and started coloring. 
*
Shane dutifully followed Jackie in the kitchen and as soon as they were alone, she grabbed his shoulders and literally jumped up and down, a hissing squeal coming out of her mouth.
“Holy shit Shane, he’s so fucking hot!?”
Shane blushed, but nodded,
“I can’t even believe you’ve been with that for the last couple of months, no wonder you don’t have time for us!”
Hayden walked in, letting Arthur toddle behind him, now holding Amber on his hip.
“Jackie, love of my life, I know you were not just telling Shane how hot that man is in my own kitchen.”
She scoffed at him, leaning over to kiss him before laughing, her eyes sparkling,
“I most certainly was. Have you seen him, Hayden? He could probably make you bi.”
Hayden started choking and coughing, his cheeks red.
“Not funny.”
She just laughed again,
“Shane, set the table, Hayden get Amber and Arthur in their chairs please.”
She moved around the kitchen, finishing off dishes, finally declaring everything as ready as it was going to be.
She walked past the dining table to get Ilya and the girls and she came to a stop, her mouth opening. Hayden, who happened to be watching her, thought the worst. He’d killed one of the children somehow. He half ran to where she was standing and came to an impossible stop also. Shane at this point, thinking they were being ridiculous, moved to the edge of the room to see what was oh so interesting.
Ilya sat on the floor with his legs crossed, leaning against the couch. Jade, who was very reserved with people normally, sat above him on the couch, putting hair barrettes in his curls. Ruby was sitting on his lap, while they both colored on the same page on the coffee table, with her occasionally handing him a different crayon and pointing to a spot on the picture. Ilya’s tongue was out at the corner of his mouth as he concentrated on doing what she said, his arms going on either side of her. He whispered something to her and her giggle flew across the room.
“No Uncle Ilya, the cat can’t be pink. Puppy is pink. Cat is purple.”
He nodded and agreed,
“You’re so right. Silly me.”
He pointed to the puppy and said very carefully enunciating,
“Shchenok”
Ruby attempted to say it back and he smiled and said it one more time. 
Jackie was enchanted by the sight, she’d never seen the twins that at ease with a new person before. Hayden and Shane were both outraged for very different yet similar reasons, although Shane was prudent enough to take out his phone and snap a picture. Blackmail evidence. Hayden was the first one to speak up, his voice loud in the room and Ilya actually flinched.
“What the actual fuck is going on in here.”
Jade looked up from her barrettes and her tiny voice said at the same time Jackie’s did,
“Swear jar.”
Hayden groaned. Ilya was looking up at Shane helplessly, an almost painful look in his eyes.
“I’m sorry. They just wanted.. They did..”
Jackie smiled and walked into the room,
“You’re fine Ilya, we’re just surprised. They’re not usually so friendly with strangers. Especially after what.. all of an hour. Girls, time for dinner. Let Ilya get up please.”
Ruby looked up at her with a smug look.
“Nyet”
Hayden exploded at that, practically running over to grab her off Ilya’s lap.
“You cannot teach my children Russian Rozanov. No. I forbid it.”
Shane was doubled over in laughter and had to turn around and walk back into the other room. Jackie, on the other hand, was doing her best to not laugh, but also to look at Ruby with a stern face.
“You do not get to tell me no, little miss. Go wash your hands so we can eat.”
Ilya was looking so distraught when he stood up that Jackie actually gave him a hug. 
“Ilya, it’s fine. I promise. I think it’s the most adorable thing I’ve ever heard.”
Jade put the barretts down since the curls were out of her reach and stood up on the couch, jumping on it while singing,
“Nyet, nyet, nyet.”
Hayden put Ruby down and reached over to swing Jade off the couch.
“Listen to your mother, wash your hands.”
He glared at Ilya and walked into the dining room.
Ilya set the crayon down and followed Jackie into the dining room, his expression still a little chagrined. She pointed at a spot and he sat there, Shane sitting next to him, his hand coming up to rub his neck for a second.
Jackie carried in dishes as the girls came and sat down. She’d talked to Shane earlier to ask what Ilya liked and she’d made a Carbonara. She also made salmon in a light sauce with vegetables and there was a basket of fresh hot bread also. She made the girls small plates, mostly the pasta and a few vegetables, and gave Arthur some chicken she’d cut up for him earlier. She pointed at the end of the table as she looked at Ilya.
“Wine, or I got some vodka earlier Ilya. Shane said that’s what you mostly drink if you’re indulging.”
Ilya’s face lit up in surprise at her thoughtfulness and his eyes grew even more surprised when he saw the vodka. A very respectable Russian brand.
“You will spoil me Lady Pike. Thank you, I will have vodka.”
Hayden glared at him,
“Her name is Jackie.”
“Yes. But you are bad FBI Pike, and she is your lady. Somehow. So I like Lady Pike. However, I am your guest, so… thank you Jackie, this all looks wonderful.”
She blushed and started passing dishes around as Shane looked over at Ilya with a small smile. At Ilya’s first bite of pasta, he groaned.
“Jackie,”
He gave a pointed look at Hayden who was ignoring him.
“This is so good. Best ever. I think only thing comes close is when Shane made me pasta one night.”
Jackie looked surprised,
“You cooked Shane? You’ve been holding out on me this whole time.”
He blushed and shook his head remembering that night vividly.
“No. Just chicken parmesan. It’s the only thing I can make very well.”
Dinner passed pleasantly, mostly. Ilya and Hayden making small jabs at each other when they could, but trying to behave, somewhat. When the girls were done, they stood up and Ruby came and tugged on Ilya’s hand.
“Come color.”
Jackie shook her head.
“Ilya’s having grown-up time girls. Go play in your room please, I’ll be up before long.”
She groaned, but did as she was told, stopping though at the stairs and waving,
“Bye Uncle Ilya.”
Ilya smiled gently at her and waved back.
“Goodnight Ruby, Jade.”
He patted his hair where the barrettes were still nestled in his curls.
“Thank you for the makeover and the coloring.”
Shane grumbled to him,
“Do you know how long it took them to call me Uncle Shane?”
He just grinned and tried to comfort Shane.
“They probably talk better now than when you met them.”
When dinner was over, Ilya insisted that he would help Jackie clean up. Shane tried to offer to, but she waved him off. 
“Go have a drink and hang out with Hayden. He’s missed having you over to talk shit.”
He gave Ilya a quick kiss on the cheek and disappeared with Hayden, who was looking almost relieved to be walking away from the tall Russian.
Ilya helped carry dishes to the kitchen, putting things where Jackie showed him. When everything was put away, they sat at the now clean table. She poured him a new vodka and then jumped up.
“I almost forgot. Shane tells me you like sweets? And chocolate?”
He nodded hesitantly, watching as she pulled from the fridge the most decadent looking cake he’d ever seen.
“Want some?”
He groaned,
“Yes please. You are an angel Jackie Pike.”
He accepted the huge piece of cake she gave him and closed his eyes as he tasted it. 
“It is like heaven. Shane will not let me buy cake.”
“What!”
“Well, he does not like me to buy cake, let’s put it that way. Sometimes I am forced to overrule him for the good of my stomach.”
She laughed and they ate quietly for a minute. When she looked up though, Ilya was looking nearly distressed, his eyes suspiciously moist. He rubbed at them when he saw her glance up and she smiled gently at him.
“Everything ok? Shane always tells me I’m a good listener.”
He took a deep breath and for some reason, he told her. He wasn’t sure why. Maybe because she was really the only female he’d interacted with other than Sveta who wasn’t looking for something from him.
“Ahh, I just am not used to this. To a home. I mean. I have an apartment. And now I have Shane. But…”
He waved around the room,
“The last time I was in a home like this, I was 12. Just before my mama died. Since then it was just military school and lots of moving around. This just makes me remember. Sitting with her, eating a treat after school before hockey. It’s nice. That’s all.”
She smiled again and reached out and covered his hand with hers.
“You are welcome anytime Ilya, even if Shane is busy.”
He smiled and nodded. She poured him more vodka and herself more wine and they started swapping stories, Jackie getting looser and looser with each drink she took. Even Ilya had relaxed. Jackie had been going to go put the kids to bed, but she knew Hayden and Shane had gone up a little before when they saw her sitting with Ilya and she’d shaken her head at them.
Now though, they were almost like giddy best friends, laughing at stupid stories that Ilya told her, changing details if he had to. He was telling her about meeting Shane again at the gala and that he’d been there with his friend Rose, when she suddenly collapsed into a fit of giggles. He glanced at the new bottle of wine they’d opened and realized she’d drunk quite a bit of it. Lovely, Hayden would now try and say he got his wife drunk.
Her eyes were shimmering though as she asked him, 
“Oh my god, what did you think of that photo? It was so hot.”
Ilya looked at her blankly.
“Photo?”
“Wait, you didn’t see? Oh you just got back in town didn’t you. Hayden had said you might not even be here. There were some photos in gossip sites of Shane.”
He still just stared at her.
“Gossip site?”
“MMmm hmm, like TMZ or you know those magazines that chase after celebrities just to get pictures to sell.”
“Jackie, I’m sorry, what? Shane was in their photo? Why?”
“Wait wait, just let me find it. You’ll love it.”
He was fairly sure from her tone and giggling that he would not love whatever it was, but he waited patiently for her to find what she was looking for, taking a large drink of vodka while he did. Finally she held up the phone triumphantly, letting him take it. 
“There’s three. It’s the last one that’s so good. You guys make such a hot couple, it’s ridiculous. It’s too bad you weren’t there this night, I can’t even imagine.”
He took the phone and stared at the first photo. It was just of Rose, Shane and Rose’s friend, he couldn’t remember the man’s name, they were just having dinner. But Rose was leaning rather close. Jackie was giving him a running commentary, apparently having memorized all three pictures.
“That one is just cute, they had a nice meal. Must be so annoying to not be able to go eat without getting your photo plastered all over.”
“Mmm, yes, so very annoying.”
He swiped and stared again and started to fidget. A club. Shane, who told him he hated clubs, had gone out to a club. With Rose. And her friend who Ilya knew had a crush on Shane. Shane had told him about it one night while they were talking about Rose. This one did not make him happy. Shane’s cheeks were slightly flushed, his freckles popping as he leaned forward and was either talking to Rose close or maybe even kissing her cheek. It was hard to tell from the angle. Behind them sat the friend, his eyes on Shane.
“That second one must have been when they got there, but go look at the last one.”
He looked over at her and she was grinning, having no idea what she was doing. He swiped slowly to the last one and his mouth fell open. He picked up the vodka and finished it. Jackie mistook his expression.
“Hot right? Should have been you dancing behind him.”
“Hot. Yes, should have been me.”
His replies were automatic as he could not tear his eyes away from the photo. She wasn’t wrong, had it been anyone but his kotik, the picture would have been impressive. He knew honestly that it still was. Anyone looking at it would think the three of them had clearly gone home together and had a night filled with each other. He made the picture bigger and nearly growled. He was wearing that shirt. Her hand was nearly on his skin. His eyes were half closed as he gazed at her neck. HER NECK. And the friend. He was dead. Ilya would kill him. Actually. It would be easy, and no one would ever know. He would just disappear. He wondered if he could spank Shane again. He knew he’d left bruises and Shane would occasionally shift in his seat if he was pushing against one, so probably not. He stared at the picture again and when he heard steps coming downstairs, he scooted closer to Jackie and held the phone up, pointing at Shane’s shirt.
“Shirt is sexy yes? He thinks it’s too sexy, I’m surprised he wore it out.”
She agreed,
“So hot. Maybe I should get Hayden a shirt like that.”
The two men walked into the room and saw them sitting close, hunched over the phone. Ilya made sure his voice was light and teasing.
“And dancing? Dancing so close together. I didn’t even know my kotik liked to dance.”
He heard a strangled noise behind him but didn’t turn.
“Oh my god, I know. I didn’t either. But look at him. Miles is practically up against him.”
She looked up at him,
“Oh, you don’t mind right? They’re just friends.”
His voice deepened slightly and he gave it that purr that he knew Shane loved.
“Just friends. Of course. Dancing. In a club.”
“Ilya,”
Shane’s voice was trembling almost.
He let his gaze slide over to land on Shane, giving Jackie her phone.
“Yes, kotik?”
Jackie piped up, having no idea what she had started,
“What does that mean? Kotik?”
He smiled at her pronunciation as he looked back at her,
“Kitten. It means kitten.”
She glared at Hayden.
“Kitten, you call Shane your kitten. Hayden, why don’t you call me something cute like that?”
Hayden was looking as if he’d been transported to an alien planet.
“What?”
Ignoring Hayden, he smiled at Jackie again without looking at Shane. Sometimes I call him,
“Neposlushnyy kotenok” naughty kitten
He waited, not knowing for sure if Shane would know the word. He knew there were occasional things he needed help with. He watched Shane’s face and knew he was running the word through his head. He knew he had it when the color drained out of his face. He watched as Shane’s eyes looked up at him and shook his head.
Hayden, still having no idea what was going on, sat down next to Jackie, glancing at the bottle of wine. Here it was.
“What the fuck Rozanov, you getting my wife drunk?”
“Yes, Pike, in your own home, I am taking advantage of your wife. We were having what you call it, lots of ladies drink wine and gossip.”
Jackie giggled,
“Girls night. Yes, we were having girls night. Discussing Shane and Rose’s pictures.”
Understanding dawned in Hayden’s face.
“Oh. Those. Those were nothing, just friends hanging out.”
Shane still had said nothing, was just frozen by the door.
Ilya held out his hand,
“Shane, come sit with us.”
He walked slowly over and sat in the chair next to Ilya, refusing to look at him.
Ilya put his hand on his thigh, under the table, letting his fingers stroke Shane’s leg gently.
He looked at Hayden, who was staring at him.
“Yes, Pike? Spit it out.”
“What exactly do you do Rozanov. Your company isn’t even here in New York, why are you still here?”
“Trying to get rid of me?”
“Course not, why the fuck do I care if you’re here. Just wondered why you’re still in town.”
Ilya shrugged,
“I have apartment here now. My job requires travel, so it does not matter so much where I stay. Svetlana handles most of the day to day business.”
Jackie poked her husband,
“Be nice Hayd.”
“I am being nice! I was just curious. He always seems to be around, never doing anything.”
Shane spoke up,
“Hayden, he literally just got back from overseas, signing a new client. You know that.”
“Right, sounds like a tough job, trips overseas all the time.”
“Yes Pike, about as tough as being worst FBI agent at your office.”
Hayden snorted as Jackie held her hands up.
“Alright you two. Truce.”
Ilya nodded at her,
“I am sorry Jackie.”
He waited a beat,
“I am sorry that you are married to worst FBI agent who’s children now like Uncle Ilya better than their daddy.”
She tried not to laugh, but eventually gave up.
Hayden glared at him,
“Stop trying to turn my whole family against me Rozanov!”
Shane stood finally,
“Enough. You both made it quite far into the night, but now that insult fest has started, I think Ilya and I should probably go. Thank you for the food Jackie, it was great. Hayden, it was good to catch up again. I’ll see you Monday morning?”
Hayden nodded, still glaring at Ilya.
Ilya stood and leaned over and kissed Jackie on the cheek.
“Thank you Lady Pike for listening to me earlier. It was very nice. We should have girls night again. Without them.”
She grinned at him,
“Yes, I’ll invite some of my other friends too. They’ll love you.”
“Thank you. Goodnight Hayden. Thank you for inviting me.”
He almost managed to sound sincere.
Hayden pointed and almost smiled,
“Umm, Rozanov.”
“Yes Pike?”
“You still have children’s barrettes in your hair.”
“You do not think I am sexy with them? Fine. You tell Jade her makeover was not appreciate by her father.”
He reached up and started to take them out, Shane helping when two of them got tangled in his curls. He sat them on the table and nodded.
“Thank you. Again. It was nice to be around a family. Your children are all adorable, Jackie must have had affairs.”
“Fuck off Rozanov.”
He smiled as he followed Shane to the door.
As soon as the door shut, Shane started.
“Ilya, I’m sorry. I should have told you about the photo’s.”
He said nothing until Shane got to the car, and then Ilya moved, pushing him against the car roughly, taking his mouth. His tongue forced its way past Shane’s lips and he kissed him greedily, hungrily. He waited until Shane was making soft noises into his mouth and reaching for his hair. He pulled back immediately. He still said nothing, just opened the door and waved Shane into the car, shutting it softly behind him.
When he got into the car, Shane tried again.
“Ilya really. You know I’m yours. It was just dinner. And a club for like 30 minutes. That’s all I stayed. You know I hate clubs.”
Ilya just blinked at him and started the car.
“Ilya! Say something. Please.”
Ilya drove, finally glancing at Shane as he came to a stop sign.
“Shane. You are, as you have told me, a grown man. You are allowed to go out with friends. You are allowed to have dinner with them. You are allowed to go to a club with them. You do not need my permission.”
His voice was getting smoother and silkier and dropping as he spoke and continued driving.
“You do not need my permission to wear the sexiest shirt you own and to let your ex-girlfriends hand touch you all over. You most certainly do not need my permission to let another man grind all over you from behind like you are his.”
“It wasn’t that way. It wasn’t. The picture looks worse than it was. I promise.”
Ilya just nodded.
Shane’s eyes were burning and he rubbed at them. Ilya looked over and frowned.
“Why are you distressed? Calm down.”
“Because I know you’re mad. I would be if it were you.”
Ilya thought about that.
“Would you?”
“Of course. I don’t want anyone touching you. But he wasn’t. He only flirts. He knows I’m yours.”
“Good. That’s good.” I’m still going to fucking kill him
“You’re really not mad? I find that hard to believe.”
Ilya rubbed his own eyes. He didn’t know what he was. Mad. Sad. Jealous. Well he knew that one was true. Finally he just shrugged.
“I am something. I do not know what. But something. And we’re going to go home. And you’re going to do what you always do.”
Shane looked at him a little confused.
“What do I always do?”
“Whatever the fuck I tell you. And you’re going to be a good boy while you do it.”
Ilya’s voice was teasing, but there was an electric current running underneath it.
Shane shivered and his voice was already dropping,
“Ok.”
Ilya glanced over at him and smiled, his voice not as on edge.
“Kotik, I am not mad. I am jealous. Jealous that you went out in the shirt that makes you look like an edible dessert. I am jealous that another man was that close to you. I am jealous that you look like you wanted to have your way with your ex-girlfriend. I am maybe.. Maybe a little mad that you did not just tell me. Ilya, I went out with Rose and her stupid friend and we danced and someone took a stupid picture.”
“So we are going to go home, you’re going to strip the second you get in the door, and I’m going to show you exactly how much I love you. And you will be my good boy, because you always are, yes? And when you are done screaming my name for the 10th time, then you will not want to go dancing with anyone else and I won’t have to worry about this again. If I did not know better, I would think you just want another spanking.”
He smiled as Shane grew nervous,
“I don’t think I can just yet.”
“I’m kidding, Shane, I would not. It’s too soon.”
Shane smiled up at him, his cheeks already turning red,
“Ok.”
They got to Ilya’s and Ilya held the door open, letting Shane go in first. He closed the door and just watched. Shane’s shoes were already off, his shirt came off right after, then the rest of his clothes. He folded them and took them to the dining room table and set them there before turning to look expectantly at Ilya, whose cock was already hard. His voice was low and he spoke in Russian without even realizing it.
“Fuck you make it hard for me to do what I want, you’re so fucking good for me.”
Shane said nothing, just nodded and waited. Ilya stared at him, letting his eyes run slowly over the body in front of him. Muscles for days, cock jutting straight out from him, begging for Ilya’s mouth to be on it. Flat stomach, abs going up to his muscled chest. His breath caught and he had to stop himself from getting on his knees in front of Shane. That’s not how this was going to go though, Ilya was determined.
“Get on the bed, on your back, hands above your head.”
Shane looked at him for half a second, then turned and walked to the bedroom. Ilya sat down at the table and waited. He got up and got a Coke, opened it and took a drink. When he thought enough time had passed, he grabbed a water bottle and took it along with the Coke to the bedroom, curious to see what Shane was doing.
He got to the door and stopped, leaning against the door frame. Shane had done what he asked, and was lying naked, his hands clasped together above his head. His eyes had been closed, but when he heard Ilya, he opened them. His cock was still rock hard, even after the time alone, laying up along Shane’s stomach. He watched for another moment, noticing when Shane’s breathing quickened just a little. Holding up the water,
“Need a drink, or you are ok?”
“I’m ok.”
He set the drinks on the dresser and slowly started stripping. Feeling petty, he let the clothes drop on the floor where they fell and he left them there, watching Shane’s eyes follow them, but he said nothing. Turning around, he walked away and went to his closet, flipped some things out of the way until he found what he wanted. Walking back to the bedroom, he watched as Shane watched him, looking at the tie in his hands. Climbing on the bed, he straddled Shane’s chest, his cock very close to the other man’s mouth. He wrapped the tie in a figure 8 around Shane’s wrists and then tied it loosely to the slats in the headboard above Shane’s head.
“I won’t move, I promise. You don’t have to.”
“Don’t believe you kotik.”
“But I want to touch you, want to make you feel good.”
Ilya moved back and leaned down to kiss him softly, whispering against his lips.
“You always make me feel good.”
“Then let me touch you.”
“Not today. Not right now at least.”
“But.”
“Shane. Do not argue with me. You belong to me, yes?”
“Yes.”
“Then your mouth belongs to me also. Stop asking or I will gag you. Do you want that?”
“No.”
Ilya nodded and kissed him again, still being very gentle, tongue playing against Shane’s as he lifted his head off the bed to meet him. Pulling back he looked down at him.
“Good. Because if I have to do that then I can’t kiss you. And I fucking love kissing you.”
He climbed off the bed and looked down at his prize. Stripped, his whole body flushed, still hard against his stomach, his eyes looking up at Ilya like he would do anything. His pupils were dilated and Ilya hadn’t even touched him yet.
Ilya lay down next to him and let his mouth kiss the top of Shane’s thigh. He reached over and grabbed the lube that was still sitting out on the nightstand and let a few drops fall right onto  Shane’s cock. He didn’t warm it first and the other man jerked when those cold drops fell on him. His hand reached out and wrapped around Shane, smiling at the hiss. He stroked him slowly, lazily, kissing the top of his thigh again when Shane’s hips bucked up trying to make him go faster.
“Mmmm, no. Not tonight. Tonight we go slow. So slow that you will be crying for me to let you come.”
Shane didn’t say anything,  just stared at the hand that was stroking him.
“What is man’s name you danced with?”
“Umm, Miles.” Good easier to find to kill now
“Did you like Miles dancing behind you like that? You don’t have to lie, I’m just curious.”
“Mmm, no, not really. But he knows not to touch me. He’s just a friend. As long as he doesn’t touch me, it was ok I guess.”
“So it was ok if everyone though you belonged to him?”
Shane whimpered, realizing he’d walked right into that one.
“No. Only yours Ilya. Only for you.”
“Good. That’s right. I want you to remember that next time you go dancing. You belong to me. My good boy.”
His hand picked up the pace a little, watching Shane’s hips wiggle.
“Spread your legs please.”
It happened immediately.
“Remember colors please.”
“Yes.”
Ilya looked at Shane’s face, gauged where he was in his head and nodded to himself. With no warning, he leaned down and licked the sensitive inside part of Shane’s thigh, as high as he could, and bit down hard. He stayed there as he heard Shane’s yelp that quickly dissolved into a whimper, the cock in his hand jerking and growing even thicker if that was possible. He let go of the flesh in his mouth and proceeded to lick and kiss it, smiling as Shane’s hips started moving more.
If Ilya were to examine the reason he liked biting and let it sink in, he probably would be horrified and would try to stop. One of his early lovers, maybe the second man he’d been with for more than a few times, when he was very young had been a bit sadistic. Every time Ilya had been about to come, he would bite him somewhere. Hard. Most of the time drawing blood. At some point Ilya had stopped screaming and begun to associate the biting with pleasure. He would never bite Shane that hard, he did it just to leave his mark on him. If he ever took it so far that Shane was bleeding, he would probably hurt himself and never see Shane again. But he was careful. He knew Shane liked it and he could only remember one time when he’d actually bitten down when Shane was coming. That had nearly killed him when he thought about it later and he never did it again. But he did like to mark him still. For better or worse, it still turned Ilya on and he’d thought more than once about asking Shane to do it to him, more than the one time, but was afraid it would bring up other memories he did not want in his head.
But for now, looking at the lovely red mark with his teeth perfectly imprinted, Ilya was happy with it. His hand still stroked, but he let Shane move now, fucking Ilyas hand his movements causing him to struggle against the tie that was holding his hands up. Ilya watched it carefully, not wanting the struggle to make it tighten too much. Shane’s breathing was erratic and his body was tense. Ilya just waited, until finally, Shane was begging.
“Please Ilya, going to come. Fuucck, you feel so good, please Ilya?”
Ilya let his hand stroke twice more, and then as he stopped, his fingers wrapping around the very base of Shane and squeezing hard.
“No.”
“Fuccck Ilya, please.”
“Not yet. Remember what I said? Slow. You will come when I tell you to.”
Shane was panting, little whines coming out of his mouth that Ilya loved.
Ilya leaned down and kissed the mark he’d left again. When he was sure Shane was not going to come yet, he let his hand fall off of the still throbbing cock that was now leaking drops constantly down from the slit. He leaned up over Shane, letting his stomach rub against Shane, smiling as he jerked against it. He licked Shane’s lip until he opened and let his tongue play in Shane’s mouth, deepening and getting messy and wet and wild until Shane was bucking up against his stomach constantly. Pulling back, he put a hand on Shane’s hips and held him down. 
“Calm down, still not yet.”
Shane tried so very hard to hold still, it made Ilya smile. Getting between his legs now, he let his breath blow warm air over Shane’s sensitive tip that was soaked. He received a whine for his efforts. He let his tongue flick out and lap up some of the wetness there. Bringing his hand down, he swiped a thumb through it and then brought the digit to Shane’s mouth, not even telling him to open, just smiling as that mouth took it like it was a cock, immediately cleaning and sucking it. Ilya let his mouth cover Shane, taking him most of the way in, his tongue underneath. He swallowed and let his throat contract around Shane, but not moving otherwise. He knew Shane would do it for him. Sure enough as he moaned around Ilya’s thumb, his hips began to buck into Ilya’s mouth. Ilya closed his eyes and let the man fuck his mouth, loving the way Shane felt. He sucked and hummed, the whole time Shane never stopped with his thumb. Ilya’s cock was throbbing against him and he knew he needed to be careful. It didn’t take Shane long to start begging again, Ilya’s eyes were still closed but he could tell it was coming.
“Ohhh my god, fuucck, Ilya please. I need to come. I’m going to come, please Ilya please. I’m yours. So good for you. Just for you. I want to come for you.”
A quick inhale as he heard the words and tried to ignore them. He slid his finger out of Shane’s mouth and splayed it across his muscled chest, letting his fingers dig in. He felt when Shane’s breath changed again and immediately pulled off with a pop, his lips and chin wet. His hand quickly found Shane and squeezed again, firmly as he told him again.
“No. Do not come. Not yet. If you come without my permission, I will spank you again, too soon or not.”
Shane keened and tried to move his hands again.
“Please oh fuck please Ilya stop. I can’t. It almost hurts. I need to come. Please.”
“Soon Shane. Not yet.”
Shane couldn’t wipe his eyes, so eventually the wetness that was there built up and leaked down his cheeks.
Ilya watched for a moment before leaning down and kissing Shane's stomach.
“Color please”
There was a second of hesitation and Ilya looked up to his face, ready to pull the tie off his hands. But after a small hiccup and a deep breath, Shane seemed to calm some.
“Green”
“You are sure?”
“Y.. yes. Green.”
“Good. You’re so fucking perfect Shane. You’re mine. Forever. Such a good boy. Good little kotik, I’ll just pet you forever.”
Shane’s voice was very very soft, but he nodded, 
“Yes, forever yours. Don’t want anyone else. M’sorry I didn’t tell you. Just for you.”
Despite his discomfort, Ilya was pleased to see that Shane’s cock was still just as hard. He’d been planning on going a few more times, but he would have to be careful. He didn’t know if Shane had played like this before, he was betting not. He didn’t want to overdo it the first time.
He reached over and grabbed the lube, letting some drip onto his fingers, warming it this time. He gently lifted one of Shane’s legs and let it drop over his shoulder. He didn’t need to, he just liked the feel of Shane’s skin against him. Leaning down though, he let his tongue gather some more of Shane’s pre come from his head, and then leaned up to Shane’s mouth. His eyes were closed as he tried to collect himself, so Ilya let his tongue come out and touch the man’s lower lip, that full lip that he loved to nibble on. Shane opened immediately his tongue hungry for Ilya’s as he sucked it into his mouth, tasting himself and whimpering when Ilya pulled away.
“So good for me. Shane. Keep being my good boy.”
He tongued Shane’s hole with no warning, licking firm stripes all around it, holding his hips as Shane bucked against his mouth, trying to force him inside. He circled that beautiful spot a few times and finally pushed in past the muscle, lapping at Shane, his tongue pushing as far as he could get it. When he finally pulled back, he immediately sunk a finger fully into that hole. Watching as it sucked him in greedily. 
“Oh, so greedy for something in there. You want me to fuck you? You want me to fill that hole up with my cock? To give you want you want? It’s only for you Shane. My cock. It’s yours. Only yours.”
Shane was past words at the moment, his cock slapping against his stomach with every thrust he made against Ilya’s finger. Finally he moaned and almost yelled it,
“More, More Ilya. need it.”
Ilya slid another finger in and immediately went for the spot he wanted. He knew how to find it with Shane and as his fingers curled and grazed the spot, Shane’s back arched impossibly as he screamed Ilya’s name. Ilya nearly came and had to actually reach down and grab himself to keep it from happening. He held incredibly still, his fingers in Shane not moving, but it didn’t matter, Shane was taking matters on himself. His hips pushed back over and over against Ilya’s fingers, his chest was heaving, his cheeks were wet as he fucked Ilya’s hand. Finally letting go of his own cock, he reached up and dug his fingers into Shane’s hips.
“Shane stop, hold still. Just for a second.”
His hips stopped just long enough for Ilya to push the third finger in before he was bucking wildly again. When one of those fingers crooked just to the right spot, he yelled Ilya’s name again. Ilya could barely see any color in Shane’s eyes as he screamed his name.
“ILYA, fuccck, going to come, please jesus let me come, please can’t do it again, please.”
Ilya thought about it, he really did, but he loved hearing Shane scream his name. He pulled his fingers out and grabbed that cock that was angry and pulsing and red. He squeezed it again, a little firmer than he had the last time.
“Shane, listen to me. You’re doing so fucking good. Don’t come yet. Not yet.”
Shane was openly sobbing now, and Ilya could only stare at the ruined face. He wanted to take Shane in his arms and hold him forever. It scared him, the way he was feeling. He let go of Shane’s cock and was about to put his fingers back, but Shane opened his eyes and whispered to him.
“Yellow. Please Ilya, no more.”
He wasn’t sure if Shane meant yellow or actually red and wanted him to stop altogether. But for now, he reached up and picked at the tie which had tightened around the headboard slat. Finally getting it loose, he unlooped it from Shane’s wrists and rubbed them, making sure he was ok. Placing a kiss on each one, he came back between Shane’s legs, making sure not to touch the cock that was trembling against Shane’s stomach. The arms came down slowly, one falling to Shane’s side, the other finding his curls and twisting in it.
“Kotik, can you hear me?”
“mmmhmm.” 
“You said yellow, which is slow down. Do you want me to stop touching you completely? I need you to tell me.”
Shane took a minute to speak again and shook his head, his breathing was very shallow though.
“Fuck me. Please fill me up. I want to feel you. No more games though. Please.”
Ilya nodded, even though he couldn’t see, leaning over to place a gentle kiss on his lips, then his throat, then his chest.
“No more games. Can I go without a condom? I want to feel you.”
“Please. Yes. want you.”
Ilya pulled his leg back up over his shoulder, and held the other one up with his other hand, not trusting that Shane could hold it. He used the lube left on his hand to slick himself up, and wasting no time, pushed firmly into Shane, watching as that hole took his cock, stretching wide around it. Shane whimpered, sounding wrecked. He lifted his hips a little though and pushed back as he felt Ilya fill him completely. Holding still, letting him adjust, he finally started moving. 
“Shane, you come when you want, you don’t have to ask. If you want me to touch you, I will.”
Shane’s head immediately shook no.
“I want you to tell me. Need you to. Am yours, good boy, only come when you tell me, but please say yes, please Ilya.”
“Of course. Whatever you need.”
He knew it wasn’t going to take long for either of them at this point, and he moved slowly at first, watching as his necklace swung between them, occasionally scraping Shane’s chest. Ilya’s thrusts were strong and he was soon pounding into the hole that was taking all of him.
“Fuuuck Shane, you’re so good. Your hole is so greed for my cock, it just stretches around and takes it all, fucck Shane, I’m going to come fast, that’s how good you are.”
Shane’s hips moved backward against him, his back arching up, his leg digging into Ilya’s shoulder.
“Fuuuck Ilya, fuck oh god, Ilya please tell me, please tell me, it hurts, I need to come.”
Ilya’s thoughts gave out and he yelled Shane’s name,
“Fuckk Shane, Come. Come right fucking now, jesus, oh fucck Shane, do it.”
Shane screamed his name as he absolutely exploded. His cock jerked with nothing touching it and rope after rope of thick, pearlescent liquid spurted over him. His ass clenched around Ilya and Ilya was gone right after him. Spilling inside as he felt Shane’s walls tighten around him over and over and over and over. He thought he might actually be crying also, but he was too mesmerized by the amount of liquid that Shane let out. He wanted it all. When Shane’s cock had finally stopped and Ilya could feel himself leaking out around his softness, he pulled back. Shane was so gone, he whimpered, but didn’t move. His lips were moving, but Ilya couldn’t hear him.
Ilya swiped his hand across his own face, wiping the wetness that was there and nearly scowling at it for some reason. But then was distracted by the sight of his come slowly leaking out of Shane’s hole. He took his finger and pushed some back inside, smiling as despite how exhausted Shane had to be, he pushed back against his finger as if wanting it. Ilya looked at his face and back down to the liquid and slowly spoke as he leaned down. 
“Shane, I’m going to clean some of you up ok?”
He didn’t wait for an answer, letting his tongue lick a stripe of his own come off Shane’s balls. Shane shuddered and moaned again. Ilya licked more as it trickled out of Shane’s hole. Ilya had been with a few guys who wanted nothing to do with swallowing anyone’s spend, but Ilya had never minded. He loved it actually. It was maybe the most intimate thing he could think of. Without even thinking, he spread Shane’s legs a little more and feasted on him. His tongue lapping and licking and sucking his come out of Shane and off his legs. Shane was wriggling and whimpering, but not telling him to stop so he didn’t. He let his tongue push into that hole that was now loose for him and he licked out what he could.
Moving up to Shane’s stomach he licked a stripe of Shane’s come off of him, moving up to kiss him. Shane took it just as greedily as he had, taking it, tasting both of them and smashing his tongue against Ilya’s for more. Pulling back, he ran two fingers through what was left on Shane’s stomach and brought them to Shane’s lips. They were immediately sucked in. While Shane’s tongue cleaned his fingers, Ilya licked another long stripe off his stomach, nibbling near Shane’s belly button. He must have hit a sensitive spot, because Shane let Ilya’s fingers slip out of his mouth and he reached a hand down, tangling in Ilya's hair. Yanking his head away and up, he heard a soft plea,
“No more. Please.”
Ilya rolled off of him, carefully since the hand in his hair was not letting go. He lay down next to Shane and dropped his head to Shane’s chest, the hand allowing it. They both lay there for a long time and Ilya thought Shane might have actually fallen asleep, but the hand was still tight in his hair, occasionally moving just a little. He whispered to him,
“Kotik?”
“Hmmm?”
“Are you ok? Was too much?”
He didn’t get an answer and he tried to lift his head, but that hand kept him down on Shane’s chest. Finally he got a soft,
“No. Almost. Everything hurts.”
Ilya’s breath caught and he cautiously asked,
“I hurt you? What hurts Shane?”
“No. didn’t mean hurt like that. Just over. Over stimulated. Can’t take anymore.”
Ilya nodded, but Shane wasn’t finished,
“Ilya. Not bad. I can feel you thinking. It was fucking hot. I’ve never come that fucking hard. It was just.. a lot.
Nodding again, he told him honestly,
“It was best thing ever to watch you scream my name and tremble under me. But if was too much I will not do again.”
The fingers in his hair tightened and pulled his head up until he could see Shane’s face. His eyes weren’t entirely back to normal, but he was speaking coherently.
“I didn’t say that. If you don’t make me come like that again I may never forgive you. I just needed to stop for now. Understand? You will do it again. And again. And again.”
He let Ilya’s head drop and Ilya smiled against him. On very rare occasions, he felt like Shane was the one pulling his strings rather than the other way around. And somehow he didn’t mind.
Neither of them could move for a very long time. Eventually Ilya got up and physically picked Shane up and sat him in the armchair by the window.
“Zolotse, do not fall out of that chair. I will be mad.”
He got a small nod in return. He went into the bathroom and cleaned himself up. He then stripped and remade the bed in record time. Heading into the bathroom again, he got a cloth for Shane and proceeded to wash him off thoroughly before putting him back in bed.
They faced each other and curled around each other, Shane’s head tucked into Ilya’s neck. A very small voice told him,
“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about the photos. It was stupid. I seem to have that problem when it comes to you. I do stupid things.”
Ilya shook his head,
“Doesn’t matter. Keep doing stupid things so we can have incredible make up sex.”
Shane bit him in the neck. It startled him, but nearly made his cock twitch again. Nearly. 
“What the fuck was that kotik.”
“Nothing. I’m sleepy.”
“Go to sleep then baby, I will be here holding you when you wake up.”
And he was.
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  It had been several weeks since Ilya and Shane had dinner with Hayden. Ilya had stayed busy mostly trying to figure out if Mikhailov would be out of Russia at any point. He wondered if he should just ask for a meeting, but really didn’t want to let anyone know he was interested. If that got around, it could backfire. He’d printed out an entire dossier on the man, and it was lying on the table when Cliff came in at one point. 
Cliff was glancing over it when Ilya walked out of the bedroom. He winced to himself, not having meant to leave it out, but didn’t care that much. Cliff would have to see it eventually. As he slid into a chair at the table though, Cliff looked up and his face was actually pale. This was new. Cliff was rarely rattled, the one time he could remember was in Paris when he’d woken up on the floor.
“What’s wrong Marleau?”
Cliff just stared at him.
“What is this?”
Ilya glanced at the papers, probably able to recite each one if he had to.
“A dossier on Sergei Mikhailov.”
“I see that Ilya. Why?”
Ilya ignored him and stood up to get a Coke, popping it open and waiting to see what conclusion that Cliff came to. It didn’t take long.
“Ilya no. Please tell me you’re joking?”
Sitting again, Ilya just kept looking at him.
“There’s two reasons this is here. You took a job to kill him, which even for you would be stupid. Or this is your super tricky special job, in which case, I assume you’re still supposed to kill him. There’s no fucking way you’re that stupid.”
Ilya just shrugged.
“He has become big thorn in Sergeev’s side. Sergeev tries to take over too much things and Mikhas does not like it. So he pushes back. Has been this way for years, but things are escalating. Sergeev needs him to back off, but cannot go straight at him. It would start war and both sides would be decimated.”
“So Sergeev wants you to kill him?”
Ilya took a deep breath and figured it was going to come out sooner or later.
“Was my idea.”
Cliff nearly choked.
“Ilya please. This guy is untouchable.”
“No one is untouchable Marleau.”
Cliff stared at him. Ilya finally relented.
“I needed big thing. Something that Sergeev wouldn’t be able to turn down. So I told him I would get Mikhas off his back. Neither of them have moved against the other yet because they do not want a full out war between Solntsevskaya and GRU. They should be on same side, but men get power and then just want more and more.”
He stopped, Cliff not needing to know the details at the moment. It would almost be easier to kill the man than attempt what Ilya wanted. He actually didn’t even think it would be that difficult. He just needed to be able to talk to Mikhas without getting himself killed in the process. Cliff spoke the words as Ilya thought them.
“You’re insane Ilya. You’re going to get yourself killed finally.”
“Doubting me again Marleau.”
“Does he ever leave Russia Ilya? I know Samuel used to talk about him. I know he had a villa somewhere, Norway? Switzerland? But he got arrested or something there and Samuel made it sound like he never leaves now. Runs everything from some compound there.”
Ilya was actually impressed with Cliff’s knowledge.
“It was in Switzerland. Samuel seems well informed. Seemed. He does not leave often.”
“So how are you even going to get to him?”
Ilya drank the rest of his Coke and shrugged.
“No. Fuck you Ilya. No.”
“If he will not come out, then I will go in.”
As he said it though, he bit his lip in thought. He was stupid. It was staring him in the face.
“Ilya no, you really are just trying to kill yourself.”
“No. He will come out. One of his daughters is here. If he felt like she was threatened then he will come. I think.”
“She’s here where? New York.”
“Yes, she goes to school here.”
“I feel like this is a bad idea, Ilya. Sergeev doesn’t want a war with 1000 Bratva members, but you think they won’t come at you?”
“Good thing I have good bodyguard yes?”
Cliff snorted and sat back.
“Fine. I guess I’ll plan both of our funerals then.”
“Good. Can you make sure that mine lists me as Russian Sex God please.”
*
Shane was working a new case since he was at a standstill with his Ghost. He was on the verge of giving up with it. He was looking over crime scene photos and putting them in the order he wanted when his phone rang. Glancing at the number, he straightened up and took a deep breath before he answered.
“Hollander. Yes, just going over the photos now. What? Oh. No, of course not. Yes, Sir, I understand. I really didn’t think it was a problem. No, I understand. Of course. I’ll be there tomorrow Sir. I think you’ll find I’ve done nothing that would compromise anything. Yes. Tomorrow then.”
He hung up the phone and nearly threw it across the room. His chest seized almost immediately and he went to the corner of the room and sank down onto the floor, putting his head down and immediately started his breathing exercises. He sat there for over an hour. He didn’t remember most of it. When he finally struggled to his feet, he was very mechanical in his movements. He got his bag, picked up his phone from the floor where it had fallen when he sat down and walked out.
He didn’t even have to knock. The doorman must have called up to let Ilya know he was there because as his hand went up the door opened and Ilya pulled him close and started to kiss him. Before realizing something was horribly wrong.
“Shane? What is it? What’s happened?”
He stood back waiting for Shane to enter and when he didn’t after a moment, he gently took Shane’s hand and tugged him into the apartment. Shane let himself be lead to the couch and gently pushed down to sit on it. Ilya sat next to him and wrapped his arms around him. The soft touch finally undid him and he turned and wrapped himself around Ilya, trying not to crash out again.
Ilya for his part, just sat there and held him, a hand coming up to run through his hair over and over again. He finally whispered,
“Shane? Kotik? Please? What has happened?”
Ilya couldn’t even begin to think what would have had to happen to cause this reaction. Someone died is all Ilya could think of.
“Is it your family? Hayden? Please tell me Shane.”
Shane’s face was buried in his chest, but he finally sat back. His eyes were dry, but red and he looked empty inside as he finally looked up to Ilya’s face.
“I have to go to North Carolina in the morning.”
Ilya waited, there had to be more to this than just a trip.
“What’s in North Carolina Shane?”
“It’s where my headquarters are. My actual headquarters. Where my superiors are stationed out of.”
Ilya stiffened a bit, he couldn’t help it. For more reasons than one.
“Ok, so business trip. Is something wrong?”
Shane went so deathly still that Ilya knew. Shane looked up at him and shook his head.
“They want to talk. About me. About my…”
He stopped.
Ilya’s voice was very careful, so careful as he filled in the blank.
“Me. They want to talk about me.”
Shane just nodded, managing a whisper.
“Yes.”
Shane took a deep breath, trying not to let his breathing get out of control again.
“Ilya, I can’t.. I don’t know..”
He just stopped.
Ilya swallowed hard as he thought about it.  You can’t what Shane, can’t lose your job? Can’t lose me? Both?  He knew that wasn’t fair, but he couldn’t help it. Thinking about it though while his lips were pressed up against Shane’s head, he decided. He would not let Shane lose something like that because of him. He pulled back a little as he spoke, trying to let the idea wrap around his head that this would be gone soon. 
“There is nothing to know Shane. You will go there. You will apologize for not disclosing whatever you were supposed to.”
HIs voice cracked just a little,
“And you will tell them there is nothing to disclose. That we broke up. That is why you didn’t tell them. We are not together anymore.”
Shane stiffened again and started shaking his head.
“I will not tell them that. I will apologize and then they can do their investigation and then I will fight it.”
Ilya closed his eyes. If only it would be that easy. He wondered how thorough the investigation would really be. Would it be more intrusive than the FBI’s? He had come out of that unscathed. Scott had made it sound like it would be though. Could he have that? Was there anything anywhere that might expose him? He wasn’t sure. He didn’t think so, but who knew what resources they had.
“Shane, look at me.”
Shane looked up and immediately started shaking his head at the look he was getting.
“Ilya don’t. Don’t do this. I’m not letting you go. It’s my choice. They can do their investigation and then if they don’t see reason, then I’ll quit.”
Ilya’s face was sad as he shook his head.
“No. You will not leave your job for me. It’s what you do. I will not be the reason you do not have it any more.”
“Fuck you Ilya. No.”
Shane was snapping out of his lethargic state quite quickly.
“You don’t get to do that. You said forever. I was yours forever. You don’t get to choose my life.”
Ilya just watched him, deciding to give him a little. Make him mad. Maybe a mistake, but he didn’t think Shane would go telling everyone.
Shane continued though before he could say anything.
“I’ll tell them I’m sorry that I didn’t fill their stupid fucking form out. They’ll do their background check, if they say it’s no good, I will fight Ilya. There is no reason for them to have a problem with you. None. Scott already did it. He told me. There’s nothing in your background to be a problem. Your father is dead, I won’t let them hold his position against you. Just because you were in the military doesn’t matter. You didn’t even stay. You left and started a company. That’s based here, in the US, so fuck them. I will fight, and they will listen and then we’ll be fine. You don’t get to fucking leave me because of some noble thing you think you’re doing.”
Ilya smiled, a small smile. He’d not seen Shane this worked up before, and he liked it. He liked that it was about him. He also knew it didn’t matter. He didn’t trust that the check they did would come up clean after he thought about it more. He wasn’t worried about his ‘job’, that was clean. There was nothing there. But the military part. And when Shane mentioned his father, he realized they would check on Alexei also. It was over. It couldn’t happen. His voice was very small and quiet as he reached out to tilt Shane’s chin up so he was looking at his eyes.
“Shane. You cannot fight it.”
“Why the fuck not?”
“Because. If they are better than Scott’s people, then there are things. Fighting will do no good I am afraid if they are as strict as you make them sound.”
At this Shane looked up, confused.
“What things?”
Ilya sighed and looked away, unable to see Shane’s face while he spoke. He was taking a risk here, it could blow up in his face. If he got his Visa yanked, he was in trouble.
“My military school. After. I did not have office job like what it shows.”
“What are you talking about Ilya?”
Still looking off at the wall, he continued,
“I went to another school after. When I was 16.”
“Ilya? Where? Where did you go to school?”
Ilya knew he didn’t have to be specific, it wasn’t a secret what was there, Shane would understand when he said it.
“I went to Dagestan. To their school. We also spent a lot of time in Chechnya”
Shane sat back as he tried to process Ilya’s words.
“Dagestan. Ilya what school is there…”
His mouth opened and then closed as he understood.
“Ilya. Look at me.”
Slowly, he did, trying not to flinch.
“You went to school. In Dagestan. And Chechnya. The only ‘school’ I know of there is”
He stopped and stared.
“Spetsnaz. You went through Spetsnaz training. That’s where most of your scars are from.”
Ilya just nodded, not trusting himself to speak again yet. Shane’s reaction here was very important.
Shane watched him for a long time, realizing what Ilya was giving him here. He wasn’t stupid. If Ilya’s Visa got pulled for some reason, even if it was unjustified, they’d send him back to Russia. Where he’d either get thrown in some dank prison for the rest of his life, or just outright killed. Because he dared to be himself. But there were lots of ex-spetsnaz that got normal jobs. Granted they were usually in Russia, and most were just as sketchy, but Shane didn’t think they’d yank his Visa just for having gone through training. But he realized Ilya was right. There was no fighting that one. His clearance would be pulled. Or he’d just be reassigned. Thinking about it, he didn’t care. He could live with that. He wasn’t sure he could live without Ilya at this point.
“Ok.”
Ilya arched an eyebrow, relieved at least that Shane hadn’t gotten up and walked out.
“Ok?”
Shane nodded.
“Yes. Ok. So tell me. The truth. You went to training. I assume you then had your mandatory 3 years.”
Ilya nodded slowly, this was not untrue.
“Then what?”
“Then I started my company. And left Russia. And here I am.”
“Ilya, I’m going to ask once and I’m not sure why because I have to assume if the answer is yes, you’re not going to tell me. Do you still work for any portion of the Russian government?”
Ilya let out a sigh of relief inside, and was able to answer with no hesitation, since he did not consider Sergeev to be part of the government. It was a thin line, but he was taking it.
“No. I swear. I do not.”
“What section were you in?”
Ilya winced, not liking the turn this was taking, but not feeling the need to hide anything yet. He also knew how it would sound.
“GRU.”
Shane arched an eyebrow.
“So you probably weren’t joking when you said you were the best shot.”
Ilya gave him a small smile.
“Probably not.”
They both sat staring at each other for a few seconds.
Shane finally spoke,
“So is this like my speaking Russian. Not a lie, but an omission? You forgot to tell me that you trained in the most elite military unit in Russia?”
Ilya blinked and then nodded.
“Yes. I cannot go back to Russia Shane. If your government decides to pull my Visa, because they see me as some sort of threat, then I will have to run, or not run, but leave and go to another country. I cannot go back. My old commander knows. He knows that I like men also, and if I go back, I’m as good as dead.”
Shane leaned forward and wrapped himself around Ilya.
“So it’s not the same. I wasn’t going to die because I let out a secret. You could. It’s not going to happen Ilya. You’re not going anywhere.”
Ilya let out a breath that he didn’t realize he’d been holding and let his arms go around Shane, still not entirely sure how this solved anything. It didn’t. Steeling himself, he pulled back again.
“So there is no fighting. If they do investigation, and if they are better than Scott’s people, they will find it. That I was there. They’re not going to ignore that, I assume.”
Shane nodded,
“You’re right. They would not. Ignore it. They probably would find it. I don’t know how Scott’s people didn’t. You must have some impressive people to manage to keep that hidden.”
Ilya wasn’t even going there.
“So this does not solve the problem then Shane. You need to tell them we broke up.”
“Yes.”
Ilya died a little inside.
“But we’re not going to.”
“Shane?”
“I’m not fucking doing it Ilya. I’ll just quit.”
“No.”
“Ilya.”
“No Shane, you are not quitting because of me.”
“Fine. Then I’ll tell them we broke up, but we are not breaking up. Don’t fucking try to push me away. I’ll go and see how they even knew. Then I’ll figure it out. If I have to buy an apartment in this fucking building so that I have an excuse to be here every day, then I will.”
Ilya let out an actual chuckle, something loosening inside him.
“Of course you would. Ya tebya lyublyu.”
He kissed him, just a soft press against the lips.
“We will try it your way.”
“Ilya, I mean it. You don’t just get to choose this. It’s my life.”
“I know Shane, but I do not want you to ruin it because of me.”
“Fuck off. You’ve already ruined it.”
Ilya laughed and stood up, pulling Shane up with him.
“That’s your body. I’ve ruined your body for anyone else. If you are leaving in the morning, come let me ruin it more.”
While Shane was napping after, Ilya lay there staring at the ceiling. He was pleasantly surprised with how Shane had reacted to him being Spetsnaz. He knew that was the easiest part. It wouldn’t go so well if he were to come out and say, No Shane, I don’t work for the government, but you know, that’s just a technicality. I still fucking kill people. For a lot of different governments. He wondered what Shane would say if he told him. That he’d done jobs for the US before. He almost laughed. The smile dropped off as he realized Shane hadn’t asked him what he had done those 3 years. He probably thought he knew and didn’t want details. It made Ilya have to lie less, so he was fine with it.
Shane stayed the rest of the day. Ilya actually texted Cliff that he was there, so that there were no unfortunate walk-ins.
 

 
Shane walked slowly into the building at Pope Field. He hadn’t been here in quite some time. There were still a lot of recognizable faces and he tried to smile at them. Walking into the headquarters part of the building, he nodded hello and managed a small,
“Hi Jenna. I’ve got an appointment”
She nodded at him and he paced around the room, too nervous to sit. When she called out to him, he almost flinched.
“Mr. Hollander, you can go in.”
He walked in and shook the man’s hand who was waiting for him.
“Lt. Gen. Miller, good to see you.”
The other man nodded and waved to a chair. Shane sat, sitting up ramrod straight as they made small talk for a few minutes. The other man, finally getting to business.
“Shane, you know how this works. You’re one of our best at what you do, but you’re not above orders, just because you’re a civilian.”
“Of course not Sir. I wouldn’t dream of it.”
“Then what is this?”
He flipped a button on a remote that turned on a screen behind him. Shane sat back and watched, nodding. He had wondered if that’s what it was. Scott had been right after all. This was not a disaster. He could work with this if it was all they had.
There was no volume, but they watched together on slightly grainy footage as Shane came into view in the FBI parking lot. His hand was on his chest, and he nearly looked drunk if you didn’t realize what was wrong. He disappeared out of that camera’s view and after the man pressed another button, a new view popped up. It showed him sliding down on the ground, fumbling with his phone. Then his head dropped as he curled into a ball. It seemed like a long time before Ilya came into view and sank down in front of him, his legs on either side of Shane’s, his arms around him. A few minutes later and Scott was there, Ilya pushing at him gesturing angrily. Shane had never seen this part, he’d been in the car and he had to bite back a smile at how Scott backed up under the angry Russian man’s shoves. The footage paused and he just waited. He was not initiating this. They’d have to drag every sentence out of him.
“Can you tell me about this incident Shane?”
“Of course. I was having a rough day due to some personal issues and I had a panic attack. I couldn’t get it under control so I went outside, not wanting my colleagues to see it.”
He stopped, waiting again. Not rambling. That’s how people got themselves into trouble.
Miller looked at him and sighed.
“And then? Who is the man that sits in front of you.”
“His name is Ilya Rozanov. He runs a mental health foundation.”
“Why was he there?”
“I called him”
The man sighed. "Shane. I’m not trying to trick you here. Can you just talk to me?" Shane knew better though, this man was his superior, not his friend. He had to keep telling himself that.
“I’m sorry, Sir, but I’ve seen these things go the wrong way sometimes when nothing is actually happening. Which is what is happening here. So if you have questions, I’d rather you ask.”
“Fine. Why did you call him? Why him in particular?”
“Because he was picking me up anyway in a few hours, so I thought he wouldn’t mind. And like I said, I was uncomfortable with colleagues seeing me in this position.”
“Why was he picking you up? Are you having a relationship with this man? Because you know it needs to be disclosed and he needs to be vetted.”
Shane looked him in the eye and for the first time in his life, lied to his superior.
“He was picking me up because we were going on a double date later. I am not in a relationship with him. He is an acquaintance.”
“A double date?”
“Yes Sir. His girlfriend Svetlana runs his company, and I was going with my girlfriend Rose Landry.”
His tone of voice was calm, no hesitation, no pitch differences. He’d practiced this morning for over an hour.
“He looks to be awfully close to you here and very angry with SAC Hunter.”
“His girlfriend Svetlana has panic attacks. He’s dealt with them for years. He knew what was happening and how to help me. He was angry with SAC Hunter because I was in the parking garage alone. He felt it was unsafe.”
“So at no time have you been in a relationship with Mr. Rozanov?”
“No Sir. His girlfriend and mine are friends, so we very rarely see each other in a casual social setting.”  He wondered if Ilya considered his fingers in Shane’s ass a casual social setting. FUCK stop Shane.
“Ms. Landry. Have you filled out paperwork on her?”
“No Sir. I failed to do that. I sincerely apologize. I would be happy to fill the papers out while I’m here.”
“And do you have anyone that can corroborate that you’ve been in a relationship with her? Other than herself?”
“Of course, Sir. In fact, probably better than individual witnesses.” Thank fucking god for gossip sites.
He pulled out his phone and held it out to the man. Shane watched him scroll the photos and almost smile.
“The gentleman behind you?”
“Miles Jensen, one of Rose’s colleagues. He’s a flirt, Sir. I haven’t seen him since those photos were taken over a month ago.” Haven’t seen Rose either, but that’s not the point
 “Fill the paperwork out Shane. Don’t make me bring you in again for this. It’s an easy rule, but an important one. You know that.”
“Of course, Sir. My apologies again. May I ask why I needed to come all the way down here for this? We couldn't just talk on the phone?”
“Because Shane, we had a tip about it. An anonymous tip that you were in a relationship with an ex-Russian military agent. That’s not the kind of thing I want to talk about on the phone.”
Shane stared at him.
“A tip? You dragged me here on an anonymous tip? No offense, Sir but that’s ridiculous.”
“Calm down please. We got the tip. When we pulled security footage from SAC Hunter’s office, we found the parking garage incident. It looks suspicious. We needed to make sure. You understand. Your work on this case is important, we don’t want to see it compromised.”
Shane forced himself to let it go. He was all but free, leave it alone. He stood,
“Is there anything else, Sir?”
“Nothing new on the case?”
“No. We’ve discovered that we can prove all the polaroid pictures were taken by the same camera, but that does nothing if we don’t have the camera. Same with the two shell casings that were left at two of the more recent scenes.”
“Fine. Keep looking. We had some chatter a while back about a high ranking GRU officer being in Paris for some kind of meeting. We were watching the situation, but nobody disappeared, nobody died. That caught our eye at least. Of course if he’s your ghost, he’ll be very hard to get to.”
“Name?”
“Denis Sergeev. Sometimes goes by Sergei Fedotov. We have him down for the poisoning of an arms dealer and two officials in Bulgaria in 2015, but can’t pin it on him. Be nice if it was him, we’d get a real scumbag out of circulation. He doesn’t actually leave Russia very often though. He’s actually on one of our watch lists here. So it would be hard for it to be him.”
Shane was turning the name over and over. It seemed familiar for some reason. He let it go for now.
“I’ll have my team keep a listen for anything to do with him.” 
“Thank you for coming in, Shane. I’m sorry that it was necessary. Please, if your relationship with Ms. Landry changes, keep your forms updated. We can avoid all this.”
Shane nodded and turned to go, looking back from the door.
“Sir, the tip you got? Is that normal? That you get a tip about who someone is dating?”
A genuine smile came from the other man.
“No Shane. It was very strange, which is why we took it more seriously than we might have. Then when the footage came up, it looked very odd. Thankfully, I don’t see any reason to doubt your story. Odd thing also, I’ve heard the recording of the call. Caller had a Russian accent. Weird thing to do, trying to turn in one of their own.”
Shane nodded and turned to go,
“Also, since SAC Hunter has already done a preliminary deep dive on Mr. Rozanov, and since you are not in a close personal relationship, we see no reason to take it further. Not going to waste resources on that unless you suddenly become best friends.”
Shane smiled brightly, his head screaming at him as he continued lying.
“No chance of that Sir. He’s kind of an asshole.”
On his way out, he filled out the paperwork with Rose’s information. He’d called her before he got on the plane and told her. She laughed at him, but agreed. Told him she could now blackmail him to come out dancing again.
Shane walked into Ilya's apartment late that night and flew into the other man’s arms. Kisses were dropped all over his face when he finally pulled back. Ilya’s face was anxious as he waited.
“It’s done. I think it’s ok. No more going to the FBI office for you. If I have another panic attack there I’ll have to figure it out on my own.”
Ilya’s eyes narrowed,
“Scott told them? I will kill.”
“Ilya no. Actually it’s really weird. They got an anonymous tip that I was in a relationship with an ex-Russian military person. So then they started pulling footage and came across the parking garage footage. I can’t imagine who would be making a tip. It’s odd don’t you think?”
Ilya nodded slowly, his face carefully neutral, many thoughts about that running through his head. He brought his attention back to Shane.
“So we are ok? You did not have to fill out paper?”
“Ahhh, well. I did. Don’t be mad, oh my god Ilya, please don’t be mad, I told them I was dating Rose and showed them the pictures from the club. I thought it was better than putting your name down and running any risk of them looking into you.”
He was out of breath; he'd spit it all out so fast.
Ilya just stared, trying to comprehend what he’d just heard in one breath.
Shane interpreted this silence as not a good thing.
“Ilya please. It’s the first time I’ve actually directly lied about something to someone like this. I had to make sure they didn’t mess with your Visa. I didn’t want them looking into you at all.”
He stopped as Ilya’s head started shaking.
“No Shane, I am not mad. I just had to make sure I got all the words right. It’s ok. It’s probably good idea. You are sort of genius for it. No dancing though.”
Shane grinned at him, but then punched him, sort of hard, in the arm.
“What the fuck Shane.”
“That’s for thinking you could just break up with me. It doesn’t work that way.”
Ilya rolled his eyes.
“I could no more have broken up with you than I could drink your disgusting smoothies. I would rather die first.”
“Fuck off.”
Shane felt the last of the dread that had been locked inside of him for the past 24 hours melt away. He purposely stared at Ilya and scrunched his nose up. He put a hand on the taller man’s chest and started pushing him backwards until he ran into the wall. Ilya was just watching him with interest, his eyes getting wider. When he felt the wall against his back, his beautiful lips curled up in a smile.
“What now? I am right where you put me.”
Shane licked his lips.
“I think zhizn moya, that because I fixed all of our problems, that you will come to bed and ravage me. But you have to do what I tell you.”
Ilya laughed out loud and leaned down and kissed him, his hand coming up around Shane’s throat and squeezing softly while his tongue promised many things. Shane whimpered into his mouth when he started to pull away.
Ilya smiled fondly down at him.
“Zolotse, if you make that sound during a kiss, then you are sorely mistaken if you think I will let you tell me anything. You will be a good boy for me like always and beg me to do things to you. And if you beg pretty enough, then I might listen. Now run along to bed and get naked along the way.”
Shane pouted up at him, and he growled, leaning down and wrapping his hands under Shane’s thighs, lifting him. When those legs wrapped around his waist, Shane gave him a triumphant look.
“See, already you do what I wanted.”
Ilya groaned and took him to bed, where he proceeded to do exactly what Shane wanted
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  Ilya lay in bed staring at the ceiling. Smoking. Shane would kill him if he saw. He’d left early though, saying he needed to go home before going to work. Ilya had tried to tempt him to stay with him in bed all day, but he insisted he needed to talk to Scott and Hayden about something. Ilya swore to himself he wasn’t smoking in bed just to be spiteful. He really wanted this cigarette. He did.
He let out a snort as he got up, finishing the cigarette and dropping it in his morning Coke can. Another habit he refused to give up even though Shane told him over and over he needed less sugar. The last time, Ilya had reminded him that he could still pick Shane up and carry him around, so he figured a little sugar wasn’t going to hurt him.
Jake was coming in the afternoon, to check his graft site. Last time he had said he thought they could get rid of the bandage soon. At this point, it was more a protective measure to be sure Ilya didn’t rub up against something on accident. It didn’t really bother him too much usually, unless he was picking up something heavy, which pulled on it and gave him brief twinges of pain. He would never admit that to Shane or he’d suddenly find excuses for Ilya to not pick him up. It amused Ilya to see him blush though, so he did it rather often.
Before Jake came, it was time to go see Alexei. Ilya had no doubt it was his brother or one of his friends who had called in the little tip that caused Shane problems. He pulled his gun out of his safe, but then rummaged around in it for his knife and didn’t see it. 
“Fuck”
It must be downstairs in Cliff’s. Glancing at the time, he knew Cliff was probably working out. Grabbing the extra key he went down to the 8th floor. Looking down at himself he figured he probably should have put a shirt on. He’d probably give the old lady that lived down the hall from Cliff a heart attack. Too late now, he wasn’t going back up for it.
He was yawning when he opened the door and walked in, the living area dark. He flipped the side lamp on, not needing much light. He wouldn’t be here but a few minutes. He walked over to the safe and was kneeling down to open it, when the light flipped on and he heard a panicked screech and a voice yell out,
“What the fuck.”
A decidedly feminine voice. His mouth curved up in a grin as he stood and turned around, fully intending to give Cliff and his apparently overnight guest shit. Unlike Cliff, he would not be embarrassed by whatever state he caught them in. His eyes discovered a shapely woman who was dressed in a bra and panties and scrambling to pull a shirt over her head. His eyes met hers and both of them exclaimed at the same time,
“Rose?”   “Ilya?”
Cliff walked in rubbing his eyes while he spoke,
“Rose, what’s wrong? Did you yell?”
He looked up and immediately groaned.
“Fuck my life.”
Ilya snorted.
“Your life? When you have lovely woman half naked in front of you? You clearly are not the man I thought you were Marleau.”
Looking back at Rose who was grinning now, any embarrassment she had was long gone.
“Good morning Rose. I am sorry to interrupt whatever is happening here. I just needed something and normally Cliff is out working around now.”
He suddenly thought better about opening the safe while she was there and walked away from it. He went to the door and gave a little wave.
“Go back to whatever was happening here. I will show myself out. Wait. Does Shane know about this? I do not wish to give up a secret.”
She laughed and shook her head.
“Not yet. I was going to tell him, but I haven’t talked to him in the last week.”
“Week. So this is new. Interesting. Ok. Have fun, I will not tell him.”
“Ilya, did you get what you needed?”
He glanced at Cliff and shook his head.
“No, it’s alright. I’ll get it later. I’m going out though, do you need SUV? I can take car if so.”
“I was gonna take Rose home, but if you need the SUV.”
“Marleau stop. You are not driving my Porsche. I love her. She would not like you driving her. She’s been cooped up all winter, I will take her for drive.”
“Ok. Where you going?”
“Rose, it was lovely to… ahhhh… see you.”
He smirked at her, and was completely amused when not only did she not blush, but she brazenly looked over his chest and arms.
“Oh you too.”
Maybe he could see why Shane liked her.
As he pulled the door shut, waiting until the last possible second, he answered Cliff.
“To see my brother.”
He could hear Cliff’s protest as the door shut, but he did not turn back. He did not need a babysitter to see his own family.
He went upstairs and dressed, strapping the gun under a light jacket, figuring he didn’t really need the knife. He grabbed the keys to his lonely car and went down to see her. She sat there, her gleaming bright orange paint making him happy. He sighed, content as she purred like always when he pulled out of the garage. He actually hated driving this car in New York, unless he was going out of town, where he could let loose. She was wasted here. But he still loved her. He took a longer way than usual to Brighton, just so he could enjoy himself driving. Finally he was there and he parked right in front of the house. No sense hiding.
Striding up, he pounded on the door and was rewarded with a hung over looking Daniil opening. He pushed his way in, ignoring the curse from Daniil. Walking straight to the living area, he plopped down where his brother usually sat and reached over to the table, grabbing the vodka and pouring a glass, ignoring the fact that it was before noon.
He didn’t have long to wait, he sat sipping the vodka and his brother came in, trailed by Daniil. Alexei looked at him, sitting in his spot and drinking his vodka.
“Ilyukha. To what do I owe the pleasure.”
“Who called”
Alexei looked at him for just a beat too long to be convincing.
“What are you talking about?”
“Who. Fucking. Called. I’m not in the mood for games. Haven’t you heard, I’ve gone back to work. What’s four more kills to me.”
He pulled his gun and lay it on his knee.
Alexei actually looked a little disturbed while Daniil took a step back.
Ilya looked back and forth between them and made a point of picking up the gun and doing a quick press check to be sure a bullet was chambered.
Alexei sighed and looked at Daniil.
“Ilyukha, it was just a joke. Daniil here doesn’t like your boyfriend and just wanted to fuck with him a little. No harm done.”
Ilya picked up the gun and pointed it at Daniil. His voice was low and icy. He could feel himself leaving and he could do nothing to stop it. That thin red curtain fell over him and he felt it as he turned into a nearly different person.
“What did I tell you? Do NOT fuck with me. Or him. Sergeev called your ass off, did he not?”
Alexei nodded, Daniil didn’t move.
Ilya stalked closer to Daniil, putting the gun against his head, daring him to move, the red was getting deeper over his vision.
“If you fuck with us again Daniil, I will cut off your fucking cock and feed it to you. Do you fucking understand me?”
Alexei spoke from behind him,
“He won’t. It was just a joke, Ilya. You used to like jokes. Relax, sit down, come finish your drink. Maybe we can catch up. Old times.”
Ilya didn’t even look back. He just stared calmly at Daniil. His hand moved before the other man’s sense of self preservation kicked in. He pulled the gun back and pistol-whipped him across the face. Daniil dropped like a rock, blood coming out from under the hand he used to grab his cheek.  Hit him, kill him, they dared to fuck with Shane.
“ILYA! Stop.”
His chest heaving, he turned to look at Alexei, pointing the gun at him, not caring that he was completely unhinged at the moment. He was a mess, something in him telling him to fucking pull the trigger. pull it kill him do it
“You did this. You. You wanted me to go back to work. So now you get what you wanted. Which is ‘work Ilya.’ Not friendly fucking American Ilya. Stay out of my way. And my life.”
Daniil was on the ground cursing at him, screaming that he would fucking kill him.
He took his finger off the trigger and set the gun on an end table, well within reach of Daniil. He stared at him, before looking at the gun. Do it do it do it
“You want to go? Try it. Can you get it and shoot me before I break your fucking neck like I did one of Sergeev’s men? Let’s go. Right now. FUCKING DO IT DANIIL.”
Daniil suddenly lunged up for the gun and just as his hand was about to close around it, Ilya’s foot caught him across the side of the head. He slumped down and didn’t move again.
Ilya looked at him for a second before he picked up the gun and spun towards Alexei, who was looking from him to Daniil and back. fucked with Shane, do it, shoot him
“You want to try? You were always faster than he was.”
Alexei knew Ilya well enough to know that he was not all the way there. He’d seen Ilya beat someone to death once while he was in this state and was not about to join them right now. He held his hands up and in an extraordinarily calm voice told begged him,
“Go Ilya. Please. I will make sure it doesn’t happen again. If you didn’t kill him.”
“He’s fucking breathing.”
He turned and left without another word, the entire world was red.
*
Shane walked into the office and straight to the briefing room. He waited until Scott was done presenting a case and everyone else had left. Scott nodded to him and stood talking to Hayden for another few minutes before they both walked over to him.
“Shane, what’s up man. Heard you went out of town for a day. Case?”
He shook his head at Scott.
“No, I kind of wanted to talk to you both about it. If you have a minute.”
Scott nodded and Hayden just waited.
“So I had a meeting with my boss. He had seen the footage from here, the day I had the panic attack.”
Hayden was unaware of some of the details of that conversation so just stood, waiting for more information. Scott, however, winced and told him,
“Fuck. I’m sorry Shane. I didn’t know that anyone even requested the footage. I would have given you a heads up.”
“It’s ok. So I had a meeting, they asked about Ilya. Who he was, why he was there. Apparently they’d gotten a tip that I was dating an ex-Russian military person.”
Scott frowned,
“That’s really odd Shane. You got an enemy around that I don’t know about? Who does that?”
“I dunno. They said it was someone with a Russian accent. Obviously I know that Ilya didn’t call them.”
Hayden piped up,
“You think it was Popov? He really seemed interested in you and Ilya when we had him those couple of days.”
Shane nodded,
“Its the only thing I can think of. Still seems weird though. He’s just got it out for me I guess. For whatever reason. I don’t understand, it’s not like I’ve ever dealt with him before.”
Scott looked a little concerned,
“Do you want a detail? To tail you for a bit? You think he’s actually going to fuck with you?”
Shane shook his head, not wanting a tail anywhere near him and Ilya.
“No, this got off track. I just thought it was odd. A tip that I was dating someone. I do think it was probably him though. For whatever reason. I just wanted you both, you especially Scott, to know I filled out a relationship disclosure form.”
Scott sighed, in relief Shane thought.
“Good. Were they dicks about not doing it before they found out?”
“A little.”
“You think it will be fine? I mean honestly, we already did one, surely your department won’t be much worse right?”
Scott looked at him and arched an eyebrow at the look on his face.
“Shane?”
Shane swallowed and then looked up at both of them.
“I’m telling you this as friends. I don’t want something to catch you unaware. I filled out the form. For Rose Landry.”
Hayden’s mouth dropped open and Scott just cursed,
“Fuck Shane. You’re kidding right?”
A slow shake of the head had him cursing more.
“Are you fucking crazy? That’s a fireable offense Shane.”
“If they find out, yes.”
He ran a hand through his hair, his heart pounding in his chest as he thought about it now, a day later. He was fucking insane. But he couldn’t tell them. About Ilya. He wouldn’t. Sometimes the trust between them felt fragile still and Shane was not about to destroy that again.
“I’m telling you so that you know. I do not expect you to lie about it. If, for some god-forsaken reason, someone comes to you and asks, you tell them whatever you want. The truth probably. But I wanted you to know.”
Hayden just shrugged.
“He’s an asshole Shane. You could do so much better. But if you like him, that’s on you. I got your back.”
Scott turned to look at Hayden, an incredulous look on his face.
“Did you just admit in front of me, the SAC, that you would lie to a higher agency about something?”
Hayden backed towards the door.
“No. I didn’t say that. What does Rozanov call you? A fucking dinosaur? Maybe you need hearing aides. I would never say that Scott.”
He practically ran out the door, Shane suppressing a small smile.
Scott shook his head and just looked at Shane.
“Rose Landry.”
Shane smiled. 
“Yeah, haven’t you seen the pictures? We make a hot couple.”
Scott almost laughed. Almost.
“I hope you know what you’re doing Shane.”
“If I turn the form in for him then it’s him or the job. It’s not fair that I have to make that decision when he hasn’t done anything wrong. I will if I have to. But I can tell you right now, he wins.”
Scott nodded slowly.
“I hope it doesn’t come to that. I’m going to pretend this conversation didn’t happen. Congrats on your relationship with a movie star.”
*
Ilya sat on a park bench overlooking the turtle pond in Central Park. He just sat there, his eyes staring at the water. Willing the red vision he had to fade. He was running on adrenaline still and was afraid to be near anyone until he calmed. He’d driven part of the way home, but realized he was being reckless and found a place to park before walking into the park. His mind was there enough to realize when he left Alexei’s that he was a danger to other people and maybe even himself. He hadn’t snapped like this in years. He couldn’t have told anyone what caused it. One minute he was threatening Alexei, the next he was ready to tear Daniil’s head from his body. The worst part was he knew it. He wasn’t so far gone that he didn’t realize. He could feel it humming through him. Screaming at him. To hit someone. To hurt them. He looked down at his hands as he held them out in front of him, flexing his fingers into fists and then opening them again.
He stood slowly, and walked to the edge of the pond, looking down into it. Not really seeing. Just staring. An hour later, he was lying on the ground next to the pond, one hand trailing over the edge into the water as he stared up at the sky. He didn’t know how long he’d been in the park overall. Hours he thought. His vision was still clouded. Red. He closed his eyes and all he could see were violent images. Maybe he was truly broken this time. Too far gone to come back. He closed his eyes and tried to picture his mama. It was hard. Her face was blurry to him. He snarled and opened his eyes, his hand smacking the water.
This. This was why he was what he was. Whatever this dissociative state he found himself in rarely was. He could see himself. But he couldn’t stop it. The last time, he had literally beaten someone to death. With his hands. He couldn’t even tell anyone why. He just kept hitting him over and over and over. Alexei had been there. Maybe he would remember. Maybe he did remember. Maybe that’s why he actually looked scared today. He knew his baby brother was broken. Maybe he had always known. Maybe that’s why his mama left him. Maybe she knew also. His father had clearly known, kicking him out to that fucking school, which just made him worse. Maybe that’s why they had picked him. Out of the entire fucking school, they picked him to go to Dagestan. And it broke him worse. So many fucking maybes.
A noise was sinking into his head, and he realized someone was speaking to him. The broken red part in him perked up, ready to fight.
“Sir? Are you alright?”
His eyes slowly focused on the man standing above him. In a uniform. A police uniform. Something in his head smiled. Not a nice smile. A wicked mean smile. He closed his eyes and willed it away. Stop stop stop stop stop.
He managed a small nod and spoke,
“Yes officer. I am just having quite the day. ”
The man nodded at him and looked around.
“It’s getting dark soon, maybe not the safest spot to lay around while you’re alone.”
Hit him hit him hit him
A long deep breath, and he nodded.
“You’re probably right. I’ll be on my way soon. Just wanted to enjoy the pond and relax before I went home.”
“Have a nice night Sir.”
The policeman left, having no idea how close he had come to disaster.
Ilya looked up at the sky again. The man had said it was almost dark. Had he really lay here all day? Something small inside him was scared. It wasn’t usually this long. That part was quickly pushed out and he just stared up at the sky as it turned from blue, to yellow, to red, to pink, to purple, to dark. They all faded together in his mind.
It was full dark when he heard a slurred voice coming from the bench he’d been on earlier. He bristled as he realized he hadn’t even heard anyone come in the area.
“Yo man, you been there for a long time. I thought you was dead maybe. Til you splashed the water.”
Ilya sat up and looked over at the bench, his vision tinted red on the edges, but clearing slowly. So slowly.
“Not dead. Maybe wished it, but here I am. You going to rob me? I hear that happens a lot here.”
The man just shrugged, and shook his head.
“Do I look like I could rob you mister? I fucking live here, you’re in my bedroom right now.”
Ilya nodded slowly at him.
“Well my apologies. Let me get out of the way so you can go to bed.”
The man Ilya was looking at was clearly homeless. Seen better days. Maybe he’d been broken once also. He shook his head and held out something. Ilya stood and walked closer, ignoring the hum in his body. It was a bottle. The homeless man was offering him a drink.
“You look like you need a drink worse than me man.”
Ilya blinked at him.
“You are homeless?”
“Yep, I live wherever I land for the night.”
“But you would share your drink with a man you don’t know.”
“You look like you could use it. Look like you’ve seen things you can’t forget.”
Ilya stared at the man and slowly reached out to take the bottle, unscrewing the cap and taking a drink. Some sort of whiskey. He put the lid back on and handed it back. The man scooted over on the bench.
“You don’t have to leave. Sit here and do whatever you was doing. We can drink together and be mad at the world.”
Ilya sat. They drank the entire bottle, sometimes talking, sometimes not. Something about the man was calming him. The red was slowly dissolving.
At one point, the man asked what he did for a living that had left him in such a state today. He stared at the man and shrugged.
“I kill people. For money.”
He stared at the man, waiting. The man just shrugged.
“Interesting job.”
“You are not scared of me?”
A snort as he shook his head.
“No. Who the fuck gonna pay you money to kill me.”
Ilya smiled genuinely for the first time since he’d seen Rose and Cliff that morning.
Another hour of nothing talk and he was himself again. His vision had cleared, the violence inside him had stopped humming.
“What is your name?”
“Andy.”
“Andy. You have helped me more than you can ever know.”
“It’s just whiskey man. You’d have gotten there on your own.”
“I’m not so sure Andy. I’m really not. I must go now, someone at home is going to be very mad at me.”
“You take care then.”
Ilya stood and looked at him for a moment. He pulled items out of his jacket pockets. His phone, keys, his wallet. He took off his watch and dropped it in the inside pocket, where it nestled against the other packet that was there. Stuffing his items in his pants pockets, he smiled as the man noticed the holster and gun he was wearing.
“Fuck. You were for real? You kill people? I thought you was just fuckin with me.”
“Sometimes Andy. Sometimes.”
He held the jacket out. The man hesitated but reached out and took it.
“I heard it might get cold tonight, you can use this as an extra blanket. Thank you for the drink Andy.”
He turned and walked off. He was too far away to hear the man’s exclamation of surprise as he pulled out the Rolex and the banded stack of $100 bills that were in the inside pocket. Ilya always kept cash, you never knew when you might need money for a new weapon. Or for a man that had talked you off a ledge that you didn’t even know you were on.
*
Ilya had not dared look at his phone. He made it to his car with no issues, a little concerned about walking around with an openly carried gun, but he figured what the fuck, he had his permit with him. He drove slowly home, not even sure if Shane had been coming over to be honest. He parked the car, and walked slowly to the elevator. He glanced at the clock in the lobby and saw that it was 3am. Great. He had literally lost an entire day. He’d gone to Alexei’s at 10am, he couldn’t believe it had taken him all day. And a homeless man sharing a drink. To come back to himself. He knew he looked a mess also. He’d been laying on the muddy ground, wet grass, splashing pond water everywhere. As he pushed open the door, he was praying that he was alone. God had clearly forsaken him, which was pretty funny to him actually, he was surprised he hadn’t been struck by a lightning bolt just for thinking it.
Cliff and Shane both were sitting on the couch. Shane with his feet pulled up and sleeping, his head on a pillow he’d brought from the bedroom. Cliff was watching tv, the volume on low.
Ilya stopped and watched Cliff look him up and down, ascertaining that he wasn’t hurt. He pulled off the holster and gun and set them gently on the table, not loving that he might have to explain that to Shane. He pulled everything out of his pockets and put them down also, trying not to wake Shane. He knew Cliff was angry, he could see it by the tightness around his eyes. He understood. He’d taken off on his own, saying he was going to see Alexei and then disappeared for 18 hours or so. He would make it up to him. Cliff stood and walked over to him, stopping next to him. His voice was very low,
“You look like shit Ilya. You ok?”
“Yes. I’m sorry. I will explain later. Go to bed.”
Cliff nodded at the couch,
“He’s very worried. And irritated.”
“Thank you Marleau. For staying. Is Rose downstairs?”
“Nah, we’re just casual. Hook up here and there. Nothing serious.”
Ilya nodded,
“Ok. Go to bed. I will take care of this. Can you take my gun please, if I do not have to explain why I had it out, all the better. I already fucked up and did something I cannot take back.”
Cliff arched an eyebrow,
“I’ll tell you later. Nothing urgent at this point.”
“Alright. Clean up. You look like ass.”
Cliff took the gun and holster and left, closing the door softly. Ilya stood there looking down at Shane. Smiling at him. He was pale and still, his freckles beckoning to Ilya. His chest rose and fell with even breaths. He looked small the way he was curled up. Hard to believe when he stood up, those muscles would somehow expand and nearly equal Ilya’s, his legs were actually more defined and bigger than Ilya, who tended to skip leg day if he was in a hurry. He wondered if he could shower while Shane was still sleeping. But the second he took a step, it was as if his sleeping boy knew. His eyes opened and his head turned to where Cliff had been. Seeing the spot empty, he sat up rubbing his eyes, turning his head until he saw Ilya watching him. He froze.
Ilya gave him a weak smile,
“Hi.”
He watched as Shane sat up straighter, standing slowly as he looked Ilya up and down. He took a step towards Ilya and frowned as he noticed the state of his clothes.
“Are you ok?”
“Yes. I’m sorry that I was not here.”
“Did you lose your phone?”
That would have been smart. He’d have to remember that for next time. NOT that there would be a next time. But for now, he shook his head,
“No. I just was not in a good place to look at it.”
“All day? And night?”
“Yes. I am sorry.”
Shane walked towards him just nodding,
“Ok”
He looked like he was going to hug Ilya, but stopped with a small frown when Ilya held his hand out.
“You do not want to hug me right now Shane. I’m very messy. You would probably have to shower again.”
“What have you been doing?”
“Laying on the ground. Splashing in a pond. Drinking with a homeless man.”
“Wow. And during none of that you could look at your phone. To say, hey busy with a homeless guy, home late. Ok. Sure. Makes sense”
Ilya allowed a small smile to come out at the tone of Shane’s voice. He knew he could not explain his day, nor the way he was not himself. Shane would have him thrown in a mental hospital so fast it wasn’t even funny. But he would tone it down. Somehow. But not right now. He was tired.
“I’m sorry. I will try to explain. After I am clean.”
He knew he shouldn’t say the next thing, he knew it was manipulative, and he had no intention of following through. But he’d given Shane enough secrets this week, he didn’t think he could explain this one well enough. He honestly thought Shane would think he was actually broken. And leave. If he had to explain that he couldn’t come home because he was afraid he would hurt anyone here. Shane would leave. And he couldn’t deal with that. Ever. So he lied. Again. So many lies.
“I think that maybe…”
His voice trailed off. FUCK he couldn’t do it. He’d been going to tell Shane that maybe he needed to get some help, someone to talk to. But he couldn’t get the words out his mouth. Maybe because he knew it wasn’t a lie. He was losing himself and he didn’t know why. But he couldn’t tell a therapist either. He was pretty sure that even if they were confidential, it wouldn’t go over well to tell one how he lived, surely they would tell someone. Hey my patient has killed a billion people and probably will kill more. Yeah, great.
Shane was looking at him.
“I just need to shower. I’m sorry. I’m tired and maybe drank too much.”
“With the homeless man.”
“Yes. His name was Andy. I gave him my watch.”
Shane looked slightly amused. That was good. He could work with that.
“You gave a homeless man named Andy your Rolex.”
“Yes. He shared his whiskey. Fair trade.”
A soft laugh floated to him and he watched as Shane ignored his words from earlier and wrapped his arms around Ilya, leaning up to kiss him. 
“Guess I’ll have to shower now. Let’s go. You look horrible.”
Ilya’s clothes were left in a pile in the bathroom, Shane’s were folded neatly on the counter. Steam filled the room as Ilya let Shane wash both of them. When he dropped to his knees in front of Ilya, looking up at him through his lashes, Ilya didn’t tell him no. He let him take Ilya’s cock in his mouth and worship it, the water falling around him. He looked beautiful in the water, his mouth wide around the thick cock that was filling his mouth. Ilay leaned back against the tile and let him do what he wanted. His breath was coming quickly, his hand grasping Shane’s head as he bucked into his mouth when he came. Shane let him take control and fuck his mouth while he was coming. Swallowing everything he gave him. When Ilya had stopped moving, Shane pulled off and gave him a long kiss. Before licking a stripe up his neck and then going back down to his shoulder, where it met his neck. Stopping at the spot where he had marked Ilya before. His head tilted up and his voice a little shy, he asked, exactly like Ilya did, so he knew what he wanted when the voice drifted to him.
“Can I?”
Ilya knew this was a bad habit, but he couldn’t help it. He wanted it. So he nodded. He kept his eyes closed.
“Yes. Please. Do it. Hard.”
A guttural moan tore from his throat as Shane did what he asked. It felt like the spot his mouth was at was on fire. Shane licked it and he could feel his kotik nearly purring with satisfaction as he looked at it. Ilya’s eyes were still closed, but his lips were curved into a smile. Shane’s tongue trailed down a little lower onto his pec, and he didn’t ask this time, he just bit down. Ilya flinched but his surprise turned into another noise that forced its way out. When Shane pulled back, Ilya mourned the feel of his mouth, but he opened his eyes and looked down into Shane’s.
“Sorry. I didn’t ask. I couldn’t help it.”
Ilya kissed him, pulling his naked body close.
“You don’t have to ask. You can do it whenever you want.”
He turned the shower off, and once they’d dried off, they put sweats on and fell into bed, almost as the sun was coming up. Ilya managed a question before sleep took him,
“Will you be here? Or you go to work today?”
“Here.”
Shane curled around him, stroking the bite mark he’d left on Ilya’s pec. Ilya fell asleep to that stroking, hoping he could just forget this entire day.
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  Ilya slipped out of bed before Shane and brushed his teeth before he padded quietly out to the kitchen, grabbing a Coke in the hopes of drinking it before getting yelled at. He was standing at the kitchen island drinking it and going through the notifications he’d missed the day before. Most of them were Cliff and Shane. He winced though when he saw Jake’s. Fuck. He was supposed to have met him to check his graft. He texted him back apologizing and telling him to stop by whenever he wanted, Ilya would make it work. He glanced down at the bandage and poked at it experimentally. It seemed fine to him. Maybe he could just peel it off. He was picking at the tape when he heard a voice,
“Stop picking at that. You are not Dr. Rozanov. You don’t know that it’s ready.”
He looked up with a smile and stopped picking at it.
“Good morning Shane”
Shane was holding a shirt in his hand as he walked towards Ilya. He got a lovely good morning kiss and leaned back, sliding in front of his Coke.
“Ilya, I know you have a Coke. Stop hiding it.”
Ilya beamed at him and laughed,
“Is best breakfast drink.”
“You’re awful. Do you have any stain remover?”
“What? What is stain remover?”
“Oh my god Ilya, how do you even do your laundry?"
Ilya shrugged.
“I grab it all and throw it in and turn it on”
Shane rolled his eyes,
“I don’t want to know. So no stain remover. You have blood on your shirt from yesterday, the one that sat on the bathroom floor all night.”
Ilya looked down at the shirt that Shane was holding and then back up to his face.
“Oh. Is ok, if it doesn’t come out, I will throw it away.”
Shane glanced up at him frowning,
“How’d you get blood on it? I don’t see that you’re hurt.”
“Ahhh, nosebleed.”
Shane nodded as he turned around,
“That sucks. I used to get those when I was a kid.”
Ilya closed his eyes for a second before exhaling and grabbing his Coke, finishing it off.
“Breakfast? I can make your smoothie. Or omelet.”
Shane threw a flirty smile at him over his shoulder,
“Yes please. Make me one of my disgusting smoothies.”
He got an eye roll from Ilya in return, but when he came back from the laundry area, it was done and ready. Ilya watched him take a drink and gave him an exaggerated shudder.
“Fuck off. It’s good for you.”
“Whatever you say moya lyubov.”
Shane sat at the table and just watched him.
“So are we going to talk about yesterday or is that just a skip and ignore.”
Ilya rubbed his face and shrugged.
“There is not a lot to talk about. It was a bad day, I was stressed about you losing job. I needed to be away from people so that I did not start a fight. And I did not. Progress yes?”  His foot slamming into Daniil’s face, the pistol slamming him in the face  
“And I am feeling better today. I will work on making sure to check my phone. I am sorry.”
Shane just nodded and took another drink.
“You know you can just tell me when you’re having a bad day Ilya. I can leave you alone, or I can hold you, or whatever you need that day.”
Ilya walked over to him and leaned over to give him a kiss, taking his time and teasing Shane’s tongue out until it met his.
“Thank you. It came over me quickly yesterday and I was out and didn’t want to bring it home. But I will tell you next time and maybe you can just magic sex it out of me.”
Shane kicked out with his foot, catching him in the thigh,
“Magic sex? Fuck off.”
They spent a quiet day, mostly cuddling with the occasional orgasm thrown in. Jake showed up mid afternoon, took the bandage off and pronounced him not quite good as new.
“It looks really good Ilya. Does it hurt at all ever?”
Ilya shook his head, figuring the twinges when he picked up Shane didn’t count.
“No, it’s been good. I bumped into something the other day and it ached for little while, but otherwise good.”
“Ok, I think you’re good to leave the bandage off. It’s taken quite nicely. It will continue to toughen up over the next few months, eventually you’ll just have the scar and it will be like normal skin again.”
“Thanks Jake.”
The man left and Ilya noticed Shane watching after him with a thoughtful expression.
“Shane?”
“Hmmm? Oh it’s nothing. He just looks familiar. Not sure why. Do I finally get to see this mysterious skin graft?”
Ilya had never had the bandage off while Shane was there, not even once. But there was no help for it now. He held his arm up while Shane came over to stare at it.
“It’s bigger than I was imagining. Are you sure it doesn’t hurt anymore?”
“Nope. Good as new.”
Shane’s eyes stayed on the spot a long time before he wrapped his arms around Ilya’s bare skin and pulled him back on the couch.
They ordered dinner later and Ilya was grabbing plates while Shane put his laptop away. He’d been doing some emails while they waited. Looking up at Ilya, he thought about his question carefully and decided just to go for it. The worst Ilya could do was say no, he didn’t want to talk about it.
“Ilya, you’re not in the military anymore, so can you talk about it?”
A slight hesitation as he set the plates down.
“What do you mean?”
“Stop tensing up. Not like secret things or anything. I’m not gonna ask you where all the missiles are or something.”
Ilya gave him a smile, and nodded,
“What do you want to know.”
He brought the plates to the table and went back to the kitchen to open a bottle of wine that Shane had mentioned earlier.
“Like, did you have friends? Or was it all just we’re in the army and are brothers but nobody really likes each other.”
He got a chuckle from Ilya,
“I had… little friends. I mean, like, friends, but not like you and Hayden. We were friendly. So actually more like the second thing. We pretended to like each other. No one that I would confide in.”
Thinking about it, he backtracked a little, trying to keep lies to a minimum.
"Maybe one person that I would call friend."
“That must have been lonely.”
Ilya nodded,
“Sometimes.” all the time
He grabbed the wine glasses in the kitchen and had set one down and picked up the other to pour a glass.
Shane started putting food on the plates,
“Did you know anyone named Sergeev? Is that a common surname in Russia? I’m trying to remember where .. FUCK, Ilya are you ok?”
The glass of wine had dropped from Ilya’s hand and shattered around his bare feet, glass and wine going everywhere. He set the bottle down gently on the counter and looked down, forcing air into his lungs.
Shane was grabbing towels and putting a hand out to him.
“Don’t move for a second, I don’t want you to step on anything.” 
The tops of his feet had a few small dots of blood welling up from where shards had sliced into him when the glass shattered. He was close enough to the counter that he put his arms behind him and lifted himself up so he was sitting on the counter. He brought a foot up to rest on the counter so he could lean over his knee and look at it, grabbing a towel from the counter and starting to wipe the top of his foot.
“Ilya Rozanov, give me that.”
Ilya looked up confused,
“I’m just going to wipe it off?”
“With a kitchen towel that has god knows what germs on it? No. I’ll get you a clean one from the bathroom. Don’t move again.”
Ilya sat there with his teeth pulling his lower lip in to chew on it for a moment. Was Shane genuinely oblivious or was he fishing for something. Ilya knew he’d heard Alexei on the phone with him, but he couldn’t remember if he’d ever said the name outloud. Why the fuck was he asking about Sergeev anyway, where else had the name come up.
Allowing a small smile when Shane came back with a clean cloth, he carefully dabbed at his foot with it. The scratches were small, Ilya didn’t think there was any glass in them. He pulled the other foot up and did the same, watching Shane clean the floor.
“I’m sorry kotik. The glass slipped, I should have had shoes on. I could have cleaned it up.”
Shane just shrugged,
“It’s ok. I don’t mind. As long as you’re ok.”
Ilya waited until Shane proclaimed he could get down. He went into the bathroom at Shane’s urging and dabbed ointment on the small scratches, then put bandages on them before pulling on a pair of socks.
He managed to pour a new glass of wine and they ate dinner, the question thankfully forgotten. For now.
Shane needed to leave after dinner, telling him he was working a new case with Hayden and he wanted to go over some things before morning. Ilya looked for ten minutes for the SUV keys and couldn’t find them. 
“Ilya, I can order a car, it’s no big deal.”
“It’s ok, we can take my baby.”
“What?”
“I have another car Shane, I just don’t drive her as much here.”
He grabbed the keys and they headed downstairs. As they drew closer, Shane turned to stare at him.
“Please tell me you are not walking me to this bright orange fucking sports car.”
“Shane! Be nice. Do not call her just a sports car. She is a Porsche Cayman and she is very sensitive.”
Shane looked at him like he’d grown another head.
“Why do you look at me like that?”
“This car is ridiculous, Ilya. Knowing you like I do, I’m shocked you aren’t dead yet, wrapped around a tree.”
Ilya scoffed as he opened the door for Shane. Closing it, he patted the car and whispered to it, 
“It’s ok baby. He doesn’t understand you like I do.”
He got in the car and Shane was staring at him.
“Did you just talk to your car?”
“Yes, you hurt her feelings.”
Shane bit back laughter as Ilya glared at him.
“Right, sorry. My apologies bright orange car that I didn’t know existed until today.”
“I do not take her out in the winter here.”
“Of course. Right.”
Ilya let him off in front of his apartment, coming around to kiss him greedily before he went in. Leaning up against the car, he watched him walk inside and waved when he saw Shane turn around and look at him once inside.
He got in the glove box, looking for his cigarettes and cursed when he realized he didn’t have any in this car. He patted the car again.
“Is ok. Not your fault.”
He climbed back in the drivers seat and pulled out his phone as it buzzed. 
Freckles:    Ok, you look fucking hot standing in front of that car. Can’t lie.
Smirking he typed back,
Ilya:          Good to know. 
Ilya:          Be a good boy and I’ll fuck you over her hood
Freckles:  OMG stop
Ilya:         Never
Ilya got another notification on his phone as he drove, he glanced at it and frowned. When he got home, he checked his accounts and saw a number in his typically empty one. He pulled it up and opened the secure message.
‘You did so well with the last one, can you do this for me? They’ll pay double if you can do it fast. They don’t even need a body. Just done fast. You can do whatever you do with them. You kind of owe me Ilyukha since I hear you nearly killed Daniil yesterday. Don’t fuss please, just do it. I’ll be nice, you can count as one of our deal if you want. Don’t forget Medvedev. - S’
 He read the details, cursing to himself. Sergeev knew better than to send this shit through email, even if it was encrypted. Also, what the fuck. He’d known this would happen. Do this Ilya, do that Ilya, you nearly killed stupid Daniil so do this Ilya. Fuck.
He leaned back in his chair and thought about it. He typed out his response and hit send before he could think about it.
‘I will do. For triple. 2 weeks max, done. The other is coming along. I have plan. Do you have what I asked for?’
He waited, going to grab a glass of vodka. The soft ding a few minutes later drew his attention. The number in the account had gone up, Ilya stared at it for a long moment. The message was short.
‘Done. Almost have what you wanted.’
He deleted everything and moved the money immediately, splitting it four ways. When the account showed zero again, he read the details again and then texted Cliff, who walked in the door in ten minutes.
“Marleau. That was fast even for you.”
“I’ve been waiting. I wanted to be sure you were ok. What happened with your brother? Where the fuck were you all day?”
Ilya gave him an abbreviated version, one that was more honest than the one he had told Shane, but still left out the fact of exactly how lost he had been.
Cliff nodded though he didn’t look like he loved the explanation.
“Please don’t do that again.”
“You were busy Marleau, they fucked with Shane and it needed to stop.”
He’d left the details of the new job on the screen and turned it so Cliff could see it.
“New job.”
He was almost amused at the shocked look that came across Cliff’s face.
“What the fuck? You literally just finished the other one. He’s forcing this one? Already?”
“He’s mad that I nearly killed Daniil. He didn’t necessarily force it, just strongly suggested. So I said yes. They pay extra.”
Cliff looked at the details and frowned.
“Why? Looks like a fucking frat boy.”
Ilya shrugged, though he personally agreed, even having read things that Cliff had not seen.
“I’m not sure. They agreed to my money demands far too quickly as well. For the amount I asked for, it should have taken him longer to get an answer. I don’t love it, whatever it is. Fast though. 2 weeks. It’s here though. Not New York, but Las Vegas, at least not overseas.”
Cliff had a very stoic look on his face.
“Spit it out.”
“Why are you really taking this job Ilya? So soon.”
“I just told you.”
“Ilya. You can get mad at me if you want, but I’m going to talk and you’re going to listen. Then you can throw me out or yell or whatever, but I’m going to say it.”
Ilya stared at him, already irritated.
“You have been… different the last few weeks. Since the fight in Paris. I think. I think that something changed that day.”
“Yes Marleau, I lost a hunk of my side, that’s what changed.”
“Ok, yes. Fair enough. But I think something else changed. I don’t know if you’re scared, or if you’re just not feeling in control, or what it is. But something else changed. You’re being more reckless. You just took another job when you didn't have to. You don’t need the money. I think this is exactly what they want. They’re getting you angry, and you’re letting them. When you’re angry Ilya, that’s when they can pull you back. You told me once the jobs make you calm. If they can make you angry, then you do a job to calm down. Suddenly you’re doing however many they want again.”
He stopped talking and just waited. For the outraged explosion he was expecting. When there was just silence, he looked up surprised to see Ilya looking at him very thoughtfully. The irritation that had been there was gone.
“Marleau. I told you before, I did not know you went to shrink school. When did you get so smart?”
Cliff just waited, expecting more. When nothing was forthcoming, he rubbed his eyes. Ilya saw him and finally continued.
“You are right. You’ve been right a lot lately. I think Shane is rubbing off on you. I had not thought of it in those terms. But I think at least part of what you said is right. I also think part though is because they threaten Shane and then fuck with his job. I will not tolerate that. If it were just me, is easier to ignore. But I will do this job, and then I will do Medvedev, and we will finish this all. Then you will not know what to do if I decide to take no more jobs.”
Cliff gave him a small smile.
“I think I deserve a year long vacation on a beach.”
“Done. We will do it.”
Cliff shook his head, knowing Ilya had given in far too easily to his thoughts, but knowing not to push right now.
“Give me details of the job?”
Ilya told him. They got to work on some of it right away.
*
Shane and Hayden were so close to the answers on Hayden’s case. Shane could feel it. It was gang related, well mafia Shane thought.Same thing that happened every week it seemed like. Territory dispute, one side kills someone on the other and suddenly there’s a war and bullets hailing down on every corner. They were close to tracking down a very high ranking member of the Bonanno family. He’d been shot and was in hiding, but it was in retaliation for him killing several high ranking members of the Genevese group. They’d found the evidence, they needed, along with enough to charge him with multiple other crimes, but he was hiding somewhere impressive.
“Hayden, let me see the pictures again. Of everyone outside the restaurant.”
Hayden pulled them up and Shane scrolled through them slowly, just looking. Something snapped in his head and he focused more closely.
“Can you go back two please?”
Hayden did it, used to Shane’s odd requests by this time. 
“Can you blow it up?”
He did, but it got a little blurry. Most of the faces were recognizable still though. Shane stared for a long time at the picture, hoping he was wrong. Pointing to a shorter man just barely in the frame, but clearly still with the other men.
“Who is that? Do you have his info?”
Hayden pulled up a log that had each person documented as much as they knew about at least.
“Jake Lancaster. He’s a doctor as far as we can tell. But he doesn’t have credentials or privileges at any of the hospitals in the area as far as we can tell. Not sure where he’s operating out of.”
Shane stared at him. 
“Jake.”
“Yeah, you’ve seen him before?”
“I think so. So Bonanno is shot, there’s a doctor in the pictures, that works at no hospital.”
“Yeah. You think he’s got a private spot? Bonanno is there?”
“I find it highly likely yes.”
Hayden glanced at him,
“Shane are you ok? You sound odd.”
The other man was still just staring at the picture.
“I’m fine Hayd. Go to the next picture please.”
Hayden nodded and did it. Shane pointed at a truck behind them all, faded letters on it.
“Can you get that enhanced to see what it says?”
“Yeah, it’ll probably take until tomorrow, is that ok?”
“Should be. I’m gonna head out, let me know if you get it early.”
Hayden nodded and stared at the pictures some more as Shane left.
He texted Ilya as he left, saying he was bringing dinner over, couldn’t stay but wanted to say hi.
*
Ilya glanced at his phone when it buzzed and frowned slightly. Cliff saw it,
“What’s wrong?”
“Shane is bringing dinner.”
“And that gets a frown?”
“Yes. When he told me he would see me tomorrow. He rarely changes his plans if it’s not important. Throws his routines off, he doesn’t like it. We need to clean this up.”
They had papers and documents that Ilya had printed spread all over the table. By the time Shane arrived, they were both on the couch, drinking a beer and watching San Jose play Montreal.
Ilya took the bags of food from Shane and put them on the table, wrapping his arms around him and pulling him close. His brow furroughed when Shane gave him a quick kiss and then pulled back. This was bad, whatever it was.
They ate, Ilya attempting to poke at him and put him in a better mood. Shane, realizing what he was doing, finally gave him a small smile.
“Sorry, I’m tired, I just wanted to see you.”
“I’m glad you did, you can always be here, you know that. You can’t stay though?”
“No, Hayden and I are working early and I need to do a few things at home first.”
“Hey, Hayden was looking for a recommendation for a skin guy. His cousin got burned really bad a couple days ago and doesn’t like the doctor they referred him to. I thought maybe I could send him to Jake. That’s who did yours right? The doctor that was here the other day.?”
Ilya leaned back and nodded slowly as he watched Shane’s face.
“It is. He doesn’t usually take new patients though. I’m sure Hayden can find someone else better for his cousin.”
“Yeah maybe, but yours looks like it healed so well. Maybe at his department then. What hospital did he do it at?”
Cliff glanced at Ilya, but knew there was nothing they could say that wasn’t going to be wrong.
Ilya was still watching Shane’s face when he answered,
“NYP.”
“Great, maybe I’ll tell him to look there.”
“You should, I’m sure there’s someone there. In fact, let me get you name. It’s Jake’s colleague.”
He dug through his phone looking, finally pulling up a headshot and contact info.
“Dr. Josh Barnett. Have Hayden check with him.”
Shane smiled, his head spinning. He had to leave, he had to get out, before he said something. Ilya had lied to him. Jake couldn't practice at NYP. He thought. Maybe it wasn’t a lie, but it wasn’t the truth either. He needed to find out before he spiraled worse.
He stood and gave Ilya a kiss on the cheek, the other man’s eyes not leaving his. He knew something was wrong. Shane needed to go.
“Shane? Are you alright?”
“MMm, yes. Sorry. Just have a lot to do. I have to go. I’m sorry. I’ll talk to you tomorrow?”
“Of course. Can I drive you home?”
“No. Thank you. I have a car coming. I had it on stand by."
Ilya nodded and stood slowly, walking towards him,
“Shane”
“I’m sorry. I have to go. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”
He turned and left, the door shutting hard behind him.
Cliff waited until he should be in the elevator and looked at Ilya who was standing there looking stricken.
“Ilya? What the fuck was that?”
“I don’t know. He told me yesterday he thought he recognized Jake when he was here. Clearly something has happened.”
“So what are we doing?”
Ilya bit his lip and sighed. It seems that no matter what he did, he would fuck up Shane’s job one way or another.
“Get Jake on the phone, right now. Don’t stop until he answers. I have to call Barnett.”
Cliff nodded and pulled his phone out while Ilya did the same.
Barnett answered right away,
“Ilya, good to hear from you. I hear your graft went well.”
“It did, but I have a problem. I want to call in favor please.”
“Oh. That kind of call. Ok, what is it?”
Ilya explained quickly, the other man listening to the entire story before finally speaking.
“I can try Ilya. When do you think this is happening?”
“Soon. Probably tomorrow morning.”
“Wow. Ok. I’ll see what I can do. I can’t promise, but I’ll stay here all night working on it and let you know in the morning. My part is easy, it’s the second part that’s a tough one.”
“Try, please. It’s important. You need me to repeat anything?”
“No, I took notes, I got it all. I’m gonna go and get started, I’ll text you.”
“Thank you Barnett.”
He spun and Cliff held out his phone. Ilya took it and started to speak.
“Jake, who do you have at your clinic right now?”
“You know I can’t tell you that Ilya. That’s part of my charm. Private, anonymous. Nobody knows anything.”
“Fine. You need to get him out.”
“What?”
“You need to get out. Take what you need and get out, leave what you can’t take.”
“Ilya, what’s going on?”
“I’m not sure. I have it from good source that you might get raided. If you have someone valuable there, it’s probably who they’re looking for. I would suggest they and yourself vacate the premises. The sooner the better.”
“Ilya, I can’t just leave, I have an entire operating room here. Where the fuck am I going to set that up again?”
“Leave it. Take the drugs, take your small tools, take whoever is there with you and leave. If you stay and get caught with whoever it is, then you’re going to jail. I can’t help if you’re there Jake. I can help if you’re out here. I can get you new things. I would start now.”
“How do you know this?”
“I can’t tell you. Anonymous. Private. Just like you. If I’m wrong, I will pay for everything to be set back up where you are, but if I’m right, I’m trying to help. I could give a fuck about whoever you have there. Leave him if you want. But you need to get out.” 
“Ok. I’m going. I’ll contact you later and you can tell me what’s going on.”
“Jake, I called in favor with Barnett.”
“For what?”
“I need it to show I had my procedure there. Amongst other things.”
“Fuck. Ok. Well if anyone can do it, he can.”
“I’ll send you more details Jake, I think they’re after your guest, not you. So you can probably come back at some point. But there are things you’ll need to know, things I asked Barnett to fix also. We can worry about that later. Just get away from your clinic.”
Ilya had been thinking about it while he was on the phone.
“Actually Jake, I’m going to send some help. Get everything out if you can. Don’t worry about keeping it in good condition, just get it out. I will help set up new.”
“Ok. I’m going. Thanks for the heads up, Ilya.”
Ilya made another call and spoke in Russian rapidly to whoever was on the other end, finally giving them the address of the warehouse.
Ilya handed back the phone to Cliff and sunk down onto the couch.
“Ilya, that looked bad. How he left. He knows something about you. Or he thinks he does.”
“Yes. He knows I lied. Now he wants to know why.”
“What are you going to do?”
“Nothing. I will wait. I will see what happens tomorrow and I will figure it out. If Barnett can do his part, it will be fine.”
Cliff left not long after and Ilya sat there staring at the wall. Trying to remember what his life had been like before Shane. He couldn’t even remember. He had a strong feeling he might be finding out soon though and the thought terrified him.
*
Shane was shaking when he got into the car he’d had waiting. He could see the calculating look on Ilya’s face as he gave him some other doctor's name. Shane knew he had handled it poorly, but he couldn’t face the thought that Ilya was lying. There had to be an explanation. He would find it.
He got to his apartment and took a long hot shower, scalding himself nearly, his skin lobster red when he got out. He looked at the clothes he usually slept in and put on some of Ilya’s instead. He looked at his phone and had a text from Ilya.
Ilya: Shane, I do not know what is wrong, please talk to me
Ilya: If I have done something, please tell me
Ilya: Ya tebya lyublyu
He curled up in bed and closed his eyes. Hoping he was wrong. He had to be wrong. Even if he was wrong, he wasn’t sure how he would explain his behavior. Please be wrong.
He skipped his run with Hayden, having gotten little to no sleep. He went to the office early since he wanted to make some calls before Hayden got there anyway. He looked at the time and shrugged, figuring he would try. He looked up the number for NYP and called, asking for Dr. Josh Barnett. He was at least relieved that it was a real Doctor at the correct hospital.
Surprisingly, the extension only rang twice before a deep male voice answered,
“Dr. Josh Barnett, can I help you?”
“Dr. Barnett, hi, my name is Shane Hollander. I’m a special consultant working with the New York division of the FBI. I was hoping I could ask you a few questions this morning. Is now a good time?”
“Sure. To answer any questions though, can you maybe send me a copy of your ID please, for my records.”
“Of course, Sir, what email can I send it to?”
Shane got the information and sent him a picture of his temporary FBI identification that included a badge number.
“I’ve sent it, please let me know when you receive it.”
It took a few minutes but he finally got an answer.
“I have it. You’ve caught me before rounds, I have a few minutes. Is there a problem I should know about?”
“I’m not sure, Sir. I’m doing some preliminary research into a Dr. Jake Lancaster. Are you familiar with him?”
“Dr. Lancaster? Of course. He has visiting privileges here.”
“He does? Can you tell me what that entails please?”
“Sure, visiting privileges are for Doctors who do not actually work here. But we can grant them temporary privileges for whatever area they need, for a certain period of time. Some Doctors have full privileges even if they don’t work here, meaning they can come and go and be legal to do procedures here. Visiting privileges just means it’s temporary. They have to reapply each time.”
“I see. So if someone else in my office were to have called and asked if Dr. Lancaster had privileges there?”
“Unless they talked to me, they probably got a ‘no he does not’ answer. Those are determined by department heads and I’m pretty sure that Dr. Lancaster only uses my skin and surgical unit here."
“Thank you, I understand. Can you tell me the last time that Dr. Lancaster had any procedures scheduled there?”
“Sure, give me just a moment to pull them up.”
He put Shane on hold, and there were a million thoughts running through Shane’s mind. Some of his panic was draining away though. It had been a mistake. Whoever had called from Hayden’s team hadn’t talked to the right person.
“Agent Hollander, are you there?”
“Yes, Sir, but it’s just Mr. Hollander. I’m not an agent.”
“Ok. In any case, here are the last few dates he was here and had something scheduled. He rattled off a few dates and Shane let out a breath when he saw the date of Ilya’s procedure was one of them.”
“Can you tell me if he worked on a particular case on one of those dates?”
“I cannot tell you the names of patients, no. That’s confidential Mr. Hollander. I can tell you the types of procedures done each day if you need.”
‘That would be great,”
Shane gave him the date and held his breath.
“It looks like there was just one. A skin graft procedure for a male patient. It was an outpatient procedure, so the patient went home that same day. I’m going to have to start rounds soon Mr. Hollander, do you have more questions? Is Dr. Lancaster in some sort of trouble?
“I think the only thing I have left is to ask if you can email me a copy of the documentation showing that Dr. Lancaster had visiting privileges on the days you mentioned. He’s not in any trouble, we’re just trying to run down some men that have been accused of impersonating Doctors and possibly working from locations that are not where they say they are.”
“I see. I’ve send you the documents you asked for and I can tell you Mr. Hollander, that Dr. Lancaster has worked here on and off for years. He is most definitely not a fraud of any sort.”
“Thank you for your time Dr. Barnett.”
Shane hung up and nearly wept with joy. He was wrong. It was ok. To be sure, he looked over the documents that man had sent and everything seemed on the up and up. He was going to have to do some major groveling with Ilya he knew. He wasn’t even sure how he was going to explain it.
Hayden came in before long and Shane updated him on everything he’d found out so far. Leaving out the Ilya connection.
Hayden frowned,
“Weird. We don’t usually make mistakes like that. But the papers he sent you seem good and the dates line up with what you were looking for?”
“Yes. Did you manage to clean up the picture with the truck in it?”
“Yeah, it's here. It’s an old laundry truck. Used to be like a laundry service type place. They picked up scrubs, uniforms, things like that, laundered them, and took them back. They went out of business years ago. But I have the location where their facility was. You think that’s it?”
“Maybe. I think it’s worth checking out.”
“Then let’s go.”
Hayden drove them to the location which really did just look like an abandoned part of the neighborhood. They walked around the building, finding a door ajar on the far side. Hayden pulled his gun and looked at Shane.
“Ahh, I don’t have mine.”
“What the fuck Shane.”
“I’m not usually in the field!”
“You should have it all the time.”
“Yeah yeah, lets just go look. If it looks like there’s something here, we can call it in. It looks pretty fucking empty from out here though.”
In the end, there was nothing. They walked through the entire warehouse, Hayden eventually putting his gun away. Shane stood looking at one section in particular for long enough that Hayden came over.
“What’s up?”
“Don’t you think this part looks much much cleaner than the rest of the warehouse? In fact, if you walk from here to those big garage doors, everything looks cleaner than it should be. Almost like someone swept to get rid of the dust and anything else. But this part of the room. Looks pristine almost.”
Hayden looked around and nodded.
“Yeah, you’re right. But there’s no Bonanno here. No doctor. No equipment. Which means we are back to square one. And there’s no proof that Jake Lancaster has anything to do with any of it, other than he was in one picture with some known mafia. Hell it’s New York City, I’m probably in pictures with some of them without knowing.”
“Fuck Hayden. I feel like we just missed something. A day too late maybe. Also, if Ilya ever asks, your cousin got burned and needed a skin graft.”
“What? I don’t even have a cousin around here Shane.”
“Well, Ilya doesn’t need to know that.”
“Whatever you say buddy.”
They left and Hayden dropped Shane at his apartment, where he promptly went and took a long shower, trying to wash himself clean of the terror he was feeling from the mistake he had made. 
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  Ilya got a text from Jake first thing in the morning, thanking him for the extra hands he had sent. Said they had gotten everything out and into a storage unit for now, until he could figure out what he was doing. He replied that Jake should go hole up somewhere until they saw if anything even happened. He made a quick call, asking the person who answered to go watch the warehouse, he just wanted to know if anyone went in looking.
Barnett called him around noon, confirming everything went fine.
“I got the documentation in, the visiting privileges, out-patient procedure listed on the books. Don’t blame me if you suddenly get a bill. Everything should be good. They called early, good thing you called when you did.”
“Who called to check on it?”
“Mmm, one second, let me grab the paperwork, I don’t want to get the name wrong.”
Ilya could hear some papers shuffling.
“Got it, Hollander. Shane Hollander.”
“Thanks Barnett, I owe you. Just call.”
“I will. You know you don’t really owe me. I already owed you, I think we’re even now.”
“No, this was big Barnett. Thank you.” 
Ilya hung up and sat there at the table with mixed feelings. He knew he was fucking over Shane at work, but he had needed to fix it. He didn’t know what had put Jake on his radar, whether it was Jake or whoever had been there. But the whole thing blew up because somehow he knew that Jake didn’t work at an actual hospital. Fucking stupid FBI jobs. He blamed Hayden. Somehow. Always. Now he could just wait.
It didn’t take long to get a call and a text. The picture was of Shane and Hayden  see, I knew it was his fault  going into the building. Then the phone rang.
“Da?”
They’re inside looking around. Want me to take them out?”
“What? No. Don’t fucking touch them. They’re FBI, are you an idiot? I just needed to know if the place was blown. You can go, I’ll wire you the money.”
Ilya was restless, not knowing what to do. Shane clearly thought he had something last night on Jake. Which he did. But then he also assumed Ilya was lying to him. Which he was. But now. Now he would be second guessing that and Ilya wasn’t entirely sure how to play this. Was he going to have to pretend to be mad? About Shane thinking he lied? He wasn’t sure he trusted himself to do that. He didn’t want this to turn into an actual fight. He would have to wait and see how Shane decided to broach the subject. Maybe he wouldn’t. Maybe he would just plead that he was tired or grumpy about his job. That would probably be easiest, Ilya could just agree and it would be over. He wouldn’t bring it up. He would wait for Shane to reach out to him. He’d texted him last night, so he would wait and let him respond, hopefully sooner than later.
He finally sat at the table and started doing research for his Las Vegas job. He needed to figure out what the catch was. Why were they willing to pay triple for what looked like a cocky young athlete or college boy. Dillon Williams. What did you do? There were surprisingly small details in what Sergeev had sent him, which made him a little nervous also. He was usually very thorough. He sent the name through to his computer guy Pyotr, asking if he could find anything. Deciding to go work out while he waited, he went and changed into shorts and a tank top. Texting Cliff where he would be, he headed downstairs, knowing he would have to modify some things. Jake wanted him to take it easy for another week or two because of his ribs still, though they rarely bothered him anymore. Fuck. Where was he going to find another doctor that would come to him if Jake ended up leaving. He would just have to make sure that didn’t happen. Maybe he could offer Shane a job of some sort. He grinned to himself as he got off the elevator. Shane, come work for me please instead of whoever the fuck you work for so that you stop messing up my illegal activities. That would work right?
Only one other person was in the gym, a blonde woman that mysteriously started working out on machines closer and closer to him the longer he was there. He looked up at her once, raising one eyebrow at her before going back to his reps. She huffed loudly and wandered off, he barely resisted laughing. He let that marinate in his head for a while, the fact that he had absolutely no interest in her, all he could think about were freckles and dark warm eyes.
*
Shane got out of the shower and dressed in casual clothes. He sat in his office area and just stared at the monitors. He was on a downward spiral job wise. Nothing he touched was right, people disappeared or died on his watch. He was completely wrong with his info today. He had never been this off balance before. He was good at his job. He was. But something happened recently. Maybe he’d used up all his good luck the last couple of years and now was destined for a losing streak. That’s what it felt like. He rubbed his eyes and sighed, the air whooshing out of him all at once. He didn’t even want to work. That’s how off he was. He also realized he was going to have to explain his behavior last night to Ilya and Cliff and fuck off if he knew how to do that. Sorry, I think your doctor is a mob front and that you went to a warehouse to have your fucking skin graft. Yes, I know how ridiculous it sounds, but I really thought it and then thought you lied about it and I’m a total fucking idiot, please don’t hate me. Yeah, that was sure to go over well.
He went and flopped onto his couch, 
“Fuck my life.”
He lay there for a while and then got up and went wandering into the kitchen. He looked around and saw absolutely nothing that he wanted. He knew was in a mood, but he growled at himself and got the biggest spoon he could find out of the drawer. Grabbing Ilya’s nutella, he proceeded to scoop a massive spoonful out, going back to the couch and staring at it. He sniffed it once, then actually laughed at himself.
“It’s fucking chocolate Shane.”
Leaning back on the couch, he tentatively licked a small bit of it off. His eyebrows drew down as he thought about it and took another small lick.
“Fuck.”
Another bigger section was swiped off the spoon.
“Ilya, I fucking hate you, this is so fucking good.”
He knew he was in trouble because of the last picture he took, but he couldn’t help himself. He snapped a selfie of him licking the spoon and sent it before he could think about it. Maybe it would put Ilya in a better mood for when Shane had to tell him what a moron he’d been last night.
Shane:     Sorry I was weird last night
Shane:     We can talk about it later
Shane:     This is how low I am feeling, I’m eating your junk food
He tossed the phone on the table and turned on the tv. He lay there and watched The Mighty Ducks while he slowly ate the nutella, even grabbing another spoonful when the first was gone.
*
Ilya knew he probably overdid it working out. His chest area was a little achy, but he shrugged it off, he’d had worse. He walked over to the table where his phone was, grabbing it and glancing at it. Seeing he had something from Shane, he swiped it open. 
“Fuuuckkk.”
Was Shane crazy? Ilya was beginning to think there might actually be something wrong with his boyfriend. First a thirsty sweaty gym picture. Now a picture of him lounging on his couch, with his tongue out swiping at something on a spoon. He was trying to kill Ilya, that’s all he could think. Then he looked closer at the picture and read the texts.
“WHAT THE FUCK. Shane, I know you are not eating my healthy, nutritious nutella.”
Ilya:        Shane Hollander
Ilya:        Get that tongue off of my nutritious hazelnut spread
Ilya:        Why is that tongue on anything but me anyway
Ilya:        You are trying to kill me again
Freckles: It’s not fucking nutritious Ilya
Freckles: It’s literally just chocolate
Ilya:        It’s not, is also hazelnut
Ilya:        Get tongue off of it
Freckles: Fine
It took another minute but Ilya laughed out loud as he saw the next two pictures. One showed a finger dipping into the nutella jar. The next showed the finger in Shane’s mouth. He was broken, somehow Ilya had broken him without even being there.
Ilya:        I will be spreading that all over your body
Ilya:        and licking it off
Ilya:        it’s sticky Shane
Ilya:        You will hate it
Ilya:        I will do it so slow
Ilya scrolled back up to the original message and frowned though as he read it. It was his fault, he knew.
Ilya:       I’m sorry you are feeling low though
Ilya:       Can I help
Ilya:       Need to talk
Freckles: No
Freckles: Maybe
Freckles: No
Ilya smiled softly as he headed upstairs watching the phone.
Ilya:        Ok, don’t have to
Freckles: Maybe I can come over tonight? To not talk
Ilya:        Of course No talking Bring the nutella
Ilya:        Nevermind, I have bigger jar
Freckles: Gross, you are not spreading this on me
Ilya:        Whatever you say
Ilya:        You are after all, totally in charge
Freckles: Fuck off
Ilya:        Yes. After the nutella
Freckles: You’re impossible
Freckles: I’ll see you later tonight
Freckles: Thanks for making me smile
Ilya wasn’t sure how he should be feeling when he went inside. He sat slowly on the chair at the table, noticing that Pyotr had replied as well. Opening the email, he read it. Closed his eyes and took a deep breath and read it again to be sure he wasn’t misreading. He hoped he was misreading. He wasn’t. He texted Cliff, asking him to drop by when he had time, no hurry. He went to take a shower, but got to the bathroom and then slowly went back to the dining area. He logged off the laptop and closed it. The way his luck had been going, he’d leave it open, and Shane would get there early while Cliff had the door open and come in and see his next target just sitting there for everyone to look at. Rubbing his eyes, he walked back to the bathroom talking to himself.
“Pay attention Ilya, you’re a little too relaxed these days.”
Cliff was there when he got out of the shower. He got them both beers and sat down and logged back onto the computer. Without saying anything, he pulled up the email and spun the computer to Cliff and then went and sat on the couch, his feet out on the table in front of him.
After a few minutes, Cliff’s eyes met his and gave him a look. Ilya just nodded back. Marleau’s voice was uncertain when he finally spoke.
“That’s fucked up Ilya.”
“Yes.”
“What..”
“I don’t know. I can’t just.. I don’t know. This explains why they pay triple though.”
“He really did it?”
Ilya shrugged.
“It certainly sounds like it.”
Cliff read chunks of the email out loud.
“So his name isn’t Dillon Williams. It’s Alex Winston. Who apparently, with diplomatic immunity while at a conference in France, did horrible things I’m not going to say outloud to three. THREE fourteen year old girls. Two of whom are the twin daughters of the Minister of Defense of Russia, the other the daughter of the Prime Minister of Belarus. Is this fucking for real?”
Ilya rolled his neck and drained the beer.
“I don’t know. I will do some more research, but Pyotr is not usually wrong. He is paid well to be right.”
“So what are you thinking then?”
“I think we are going to Vegas. You can gamble, while I have a little look at Mr. Winston.”
“When?”
“Soon. This week. I have less than two weeks and I have to decide.”
He got up and closed the laptop again.
“Shane will be here at some point. You want to have dinner?”
Cliff looked at him for a second,
"Have you guys talked about last night yet? I assume everything went ok with your meddling?
Ilya nodded,
"It did. Everything is fine. For us. Not for him. He thinks he was wrong now. I don't know if he'll bring it up tonight or not. He's feeling bad though, he said that much."
That got a slow nod, before switching subjects.
“I think Rose is coming over.”
Ilya thought about this for a moment and his eyes started sparkling.
“Does he know yet? He hasn’t said anything to me.”
“I don’t think she’s told him yet. I’m not sure why.”
Ilya grinned,
“You should bring her up for dinner. I’ll make sure to have him in a scandalous position when you both walk in.”
Cliff actually cracked a smile.
“There’s something wrong with you boss. So very wrong.”
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      Chapter 32: You Walk With Your Head Held So Low
  


    Chapter Summary

    Shane is crashing, needs a little help to get out of his head. Ilya helps but has a bit of a drop after.
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  In the end, they decided maybe dinner with Rose would be awkward since Shane was in an off mood. Ilya ordered nice sensible food for himself and Shane, made sure he had ginger ale, water, wine, anything else he could think Shane might want. He had honestly decided it would be better if Shane just didn’t bring it up. At all. They would just pretend it never happened. Ilya didn't think he would do well if he had to lie too much about it. Honestly, he knew he was having a hard time lying about anything to Shane anymore. It was going to get one of them killed or himself in jail if he wasn’t careful.
Ilya was feeling on edge, so stepped out to the balcony to smoke. He leaned against the wall, just listening to the world go by. He gave some thought to Sergeev’s newest job, which then led to him thinking back to Shane asking about the name. It was a strange question, and he would love to bring it up, but couldn’t think of a practical way to do it without digging himself into a bigger hole. He finished his cigarette and stubbed the end out on the balcony rail before taking it inside and dropping it in his empty coke. He went to clean up before Shane got there and smiled to himself as he realized that he couldn’t stand the thought of Shane frowning at him and telling him how bad it was for him. He knew that already, but somehow couldn’t help it. Once in a while never hurt anyone right?
He showered and brushed his teeth, dressing and pouring himself a vodka before settling on the couch. A knock on the door had him glancing up. Must be the food. Shane had finally just started getting comfortable enough that he would just come in, as long as Ilya knew he was coming ahead of time. Walking to the door, he swung it open and stopped as he looked at Shane. 
“Why are you knocking?”
Shane was looking uncomfortable and small. Like he was hunched in on himself. Ilya didn’t like it at all. His voice was even a little unsure as he answered,
“I.. I don’t know. Just thought maybe you’d want me to. After..”
“After what? You are not allowed to have an off night? I fucking have them all the time.”
He wanted to pull him in and just wrap him up in his arms, but felt like this was not the time, Shane was just too out of himself right now, and not in a way Ilya thought he could fix. But he might try soon if he had too.
“Are you coming in or should I bring you a chair to the outside?”
That earned him a soft,
“Fuck off.”
It was a start.
He closed the door after him and watched him wander aimlessly for a few seconds before finally sinking onto the couch. Ilya followed him and sank down close, but not quite touching. He did lean over and tilt Shane’s face to him to give him a soft kiss. He didn’t let it deepen, but pulled back and just watched him. He could almost see the thoughts running through Shane’s head as he tried to decide what he wanted to say. Deciding to try to help, he offered,
“Shane. Look at me.”
He got a sort of look, the one where Shane stared at his lips rather than his eyes. He would take it, for now.
“We don’t have to talk about it. It’s ok. I don’t know what was wrong, or what you thought, but we can just let it go. You deserve to have.. Whatever you were having. If you want to talk about it, we can. But we don’t have to. It doesn’t change anything, moya lyubov.”
Shane sort of exploded at him, and Ilya just watched, shrinking back a little, feeling slightly stunned, surprised at the emotion Shane was letting out.
“It does fucking matter. I thought you lied to me. I thought you, I don’t even know what I thought. Nothing I do lately is right. Nothing. My job is fucked, I’m running in circles, I thought your doctor was a fucking mob doctor, and then it made me think that you were.. I don’t even fucking know, but it’s not fucking ok. It’s not.”
His voice cracked a little and very softly he added,
“I’m sorry.”
This was Ilya’s worst nightmare. This exact thing. What was he supposed to do with that? It was his fault, as always. Always his fucking fault. He wasn’t sure he could do this anymore. He was starting to think Shane would be better off without him. Not starting to, he knew. He could go back to Russia, not look at another man his whole life, be Sergeev’s fucking dog and Shane’s life would go back to normal. He felt himself start to close down and immediately did the only thing he could think of to stop himself, which was to slam his fingernails into his side and squeeze as hard as he could. A small sound escaped him before he could pull it back and he dropped his hand away from himself as Shane looked up to his eyes.
“Shane, no. Please. It's ok. I… I'm sorry it's going bad at work. I am. But you and me, we're ok. You can think whatever you like about me and it's ok. I promise. As long as you're here, we can figure it out, ok?”
“Ilya no. It's not ok. I thought you were like, a mobster or something. Who does that? Even if your doctor was sketchy, who goes from that to… my boyfriend lied so he must be a mobster too. You don't fucking deserve that.”
Ilya thought he might throw up. His breathing was uneven and ragged, his head was feeling dizzy. The vision in his eyes was slowly dimming as blackness pushed in from all sides. A knock on the door was all that saved him, as he stumbled up to get it. He threw the door open and the man delivering food actually took a step back at the look on his face. He handed the bags to Ilya without a word and practically ran back to the elevator. 
Bringing the bags to the table, he told Shane he'd be right back and walked into his bathroom, closing the door. He stared into the mirror without really seeing himself.
Just do it break up with him leave run get away let him be happy he's better without you he doesn't want to lie to you all you do is lie to him every fucking day just fucking leave go run now leave everyone is better without you fucking go
Before he could stop himself, his hand had formed a fist and a low murderous growl tore its way from his throat and he pulled his arm back, fully intending to punch the mirror in front of him as hard as he could. Before his arm could begin its forward momentum, he heard the door and a soft voice calling out to him.
“Ilya?”
His arm dropped and he forced his fist open as he spun to look at Shane who was just staring at him, a very neutral look on his face.
“What were you doing?”
“Ahh, just washing my hands.”
“Really? Because it looked like you were about to hit something. I can leave if you’re that angry with me. I understand.”
Ilya’s eyes closed and he willed the voices away. When he finally opened them, Shane was still watching him, chewing on his thumb cuticle. Shaking his head, he came over and pulled Shane over to the counter, bending and putting his hands under the man’s thighs to shift him up to sitting on it. Standing between his legs, he let his fingers grasp Shane’s jaw and force his eyes to the same level as his.
“I am not mad at you zhizn moya. I meant what I said. It doesn’t matter. You can think what you want of me, and it’s ok. At some point in my life I have probably deserved whatever the worst you think of me is, although I can honestly say I have never been an American mobster. I need you to believe me. I do not care what you thought. It’s done, it’s over, and I love you. I am sorry about your work. I am. I cannot help with that though I think.”
As soon as he said it, his thoughts started spinning. Pushing them away for now, he leaned forward and kissed Shane’s forehead.
“Dinner is here if you are hungry. If you are not, we can do whatever you would like, so that I can prove to you that I am not angry.”
“I’m not hungry, but I should probably eat. All I had today was two spoonfuls of your disgusting chocolate spread.” that was so fucking good
Ilya leaned forward and wrapped his arms around him and gave him a gentle kiss before backing up and pulling him off the counter.
“Then come eat, chocolate is not enough for you. For me maybe, but not you.”
That got him a small smile at least and he pulled Shane into the other room, sitting him at the table. Unwrapping the food, he sat it in front of Shane, and then came around to sit next to him, pulling one foot up on his chair and resting his chin on his knee.
“Are you going to stare at me while I eat?”
“Yes.”
Another small smile.
“Stop. Where’s your food?”
“I’m staring at it.”
A slightly bigger smile.
“Ilya stop. Eat dinner. I can’t eat if you’re going to stare at me like that. I’ll just drop food all over myself.”
“Then I will feed you.”
To prove he was serious, he took the fork away from in front of Shane and speared a small piece of salmon on it. Holding it out in front of Shane’s mouth, he smiled when the other man shook his head but leaned forward and slid the bite off the fork. Ilya watched his mouth and tried to not think of anything else. Food. He needed food. He got another bite and held it out, Shane shaking his head as he gave a small laugh.
“Give me the fucking fork. I’m not letting you feed me.”
“Letting me? Try and stop me zolotse. I dare you.”
With a huff of breath, Shane just took the next bite. Ilya reached into the bag and pulled out a dinner roll, pulling off a piece and eating it while waiting for Shane. He continued to feed Shane until finally a hand came up over his and he watched as Shane shook his head.
“Enough, I think I’m not that hungry.”
Ilya glanced down, gauging how much he had eaten and nodded. He put the fork down and pushed the food back, standing up and holding out his hand. Shane took it hesitantly, and Ilya pulled him to the couch. Waiting for him to sit, he leaned over and gave him another gentle kiss and then sat down on the floor at his feet. He scooted as close to Shane’s legs as he could get and lay his head on a thigh. Reaching up, he grabbed one of Shane’s hands and put it in his hair, knowing how much he liked to play with it. Then he wrapped his arm around the legs in front of him and just closed his eyes. It didn’t take long until the fingers in his hair started moving, just gently toying with his curls.
They sat there like that for a long time, until Shane finally spoke, his voice more like himself.
“Why are you sitting there like that?”
Not opening his eyes, Ilya just murmured,
“Why? You do not like it? I like it when you play with my hair.”
“I didn’t say that. It just seems… “
His voice trailed off. Ilya lifted his head enough to look up at his face.
“Seems what?”
Shane shrugged,
“Not like you?”
“Mmm, well yes. I mean no. It is not like me.”
He lay his head back down, pressing a kiss to Shane’s thigh first.
“I have never sat at someone’s feet before, and it will probably not happen again, so you should enjoy it while it lasts. But it was the truth, I like when you play with my hair and I thought it might be calming to you also.”
He saw no reason to mention that the one person that had tried to force him to sit at their feet once was no longer on this earth. He also saw no reason to mention that if Shane asked him to sit this way every day, he would do it in a heartbeat.
They sat there quietly for another few minutes and then Shane tugged on his hair, just enough to get him to lift his head.
“Come here.”
His hair was released and he stood slowly, stretching to his full height briefly, before climbing onto Shane, his knees on either side, so he was straddling his lap. Sitting back on his heels, he just waited with a simple question,
“Yes?”
“I’m sorry.”
“I know Shane. I accept your apology.” even though it’s not your fault 
“You did nothing to apologize for though. I stayed out all night with a homeless man not very long ago. You getting a little distrustful does not even come close to that.”
A choked laugh escaped the beautiful lips in front of him and he leaned over to kiss them before pulling back to watch him again. He let a finger trace circles on Shane’s stomach while he waited.
Those dark eyes looked up at him, almost pleading with him.
He just waited more.
“Can you…”
“Can I what Shane?”
“Nothing. Just be here with me.”
Ilya sat there staring at him. Thinking. Gauging. Coming to a decision. He didn’t love this, it was more like Shane punishing himself. They would have to talk about it later, but for now, he would do what Shane wanted to get him out of his head, within reason.
He slowly stood and looked down at Shane, his entire demeanor shifting. His voice slipped down into the one Shane liked and he spoke slowly.
“No. I will not. Get up.”
Shane glanced up at him, almost looking relieved.
“Now Shane.”
He was up in an instant, his tongue coming out to lick his lower lip.
“Take your clothes off. 20 seconds kotik.”
He turned and walked away, going to lean against the dining room table, counting in his head.
He watched as Shane scrambled to get everything off and laid on the couch in a semi folded state, just as he hit 19.
“Such a good boy. This is what you want? To be good for me?”
He got a nod in return, those eyes looking so grateful.
“Words. If I ask you a question, I expect an answer. Understand?”
A nod again, but this time with a soft,
“Yes.”
If they were playing this game, Ilya was going to give him what he couldn’t bring himself to ask for.
“Yes what?”
Shane’s eyes flicked to his and stared at him.
“Yes sir.
Despite not liking how this was starting, Ilya’s cock thickened at the words.
“Mmmm, good. So good. On your knees please.”
Shane sank gracefully down and looked up at him, blinking at him, taking a deep breath.
“You remember at your apartment, when you made me food. You crawled to me with that pretty back arched and your ass high in the air. Do it now. Come here.”
He watched as Shane’s head dipped down, and his back did that impossible arch that Ilya still hadn’t quite figured out. He came to him slowly and when he reached Ilya, he nuzzled his head against Ilya’s legs. Letting him for a moment, he eventually reached down and fisted his hand roughly in Shane’s hair, pulling him up to his knees.
His voice rough already as he whispered,
“Take my pants off.”
Hands immediately reached up to grasp the waistband of his pants, pulling them slowly down, thumbs hooking on Ilya’s boxers also, dragging them down. Ilya stepped out and kicked them to the side as he pulled his shirt off. His cock was hard and Shane was staring at it. He started to lean forward and Ilya grabbed his hair again and yanked him back.
“Do not touch. Unless I tell you to. Understand?”
He got a nod, and he stared at Shane.
“This is your only warning. I want words. Every time.”
“Yes sir. I’m sorry sir. I understand.”
The voice that floated out at him was very breathy and uneven.
“I know you do. Because you want to be good. So be good for me and go to the bedroom. You can crawl or walk, I do not care. Get your ass on the bed on all fours. Go now.”
Shane chose to crawl and Ilya watched him go about halfway before he closed his eyes and focused his breathing. He wasn’t sure how he felt yet. His body was turned on as hell, but his mind, his mind was not quite where he needed it to be. But no matter what he was about to tell Shane, this wasn’t for him. It was for Shane. To do what he wanted. What he needed and couldn’t ask for. 
He stopped at the bedroom and smiled slowly at the sight he had in front him. Shane was on all fours, but his head was hanging down and his legs were far apart, exposing every bit of him to Ilya. His breath caught, he was so fucking beautiful.
He picked up a bottle of lube from the dresser and tossed it on the bed. Coming up behind Shane, he crawled on the bed behind him and let his lips press kisses all over the dimples in the small of his back.
Shane let out a soft noise and Ilya was suddenly rock hard. He ran a hand over that ass, noting a few small bruises left from before. He had no intention of spanking Shane like before, but he did let his hand come up and slap one cheek, smiling as it jiggled for him. Shane yelped but didn’t move. Reaching up and grabbing that hair again, he pulled Shane’s head back as far as he dared, listening to the whimpers that began to leak from that beautiful mouth.
“Shane, this is what you want? What you needed? To be mine? For me to use you however I want? Whatever I want?”
He did not let go, making Shane speak with his head pulled back.
“Fuuuck Ilya. Yes, please. Yes sir. Please use me, whatever you want. I’ll be so fucking good for you.”
Ilya nearly purred, finally his head cooperating with him.
“I know you will, you always are. Tell me. Who you belong to.”
“Oh god, only you Ilya. Always only you. Nobody else. You’re the only one. Please, please just use me.”
“Oh I plan to zolotse. But let’s get something straight. This is for me. Not you. You will not touch yourself, you will not come until I allow it. If you’re good enough, I might let you. Understand?”
“Yes, thank you, yes, please. Whatever you want.”
“Remember colors please. I will not be asking.” 
He leaned over Shane’s back, letting his cock press against that tight ass. His tongue trailed down Shane’s back, over those dimples as he scooted back, over those tight cheeks. He reached around and was pleased to find Shane hard and leaking for him. His fingers wrapped around him and teased the tip of him, pulling off the liquid there and bringing it to his mouth to lick off. 
Ilya’s eyes closed in happiness at the taste, and he savored it. Finally opening his eyes,
“Shane, I’m going to fuck you senseless. Hard. Rough. Whatever I want. Understand? Ok?”
“Fuck yes. Please do it. Hurt me.”
And there it was. Ilya had known. As soon as he couldn’t ask in the other room, he knew what he wanted. He felt like he needed to be punished and Ilya just couldn’t. If anything it should be the other way around. He took a deep breath and tried to stay where he needed to be. He knew he wouldn’t hurt him. Maybe a little discomfort, but not actual hurt. He couldn’t. It would be like cutting off his own breath, just impossible. He couldn’t even let him think it.
“No.
“Ilya please..”
“No Shane. I will not hurt you. I will fuck you. I will use you. I will take what I want and you will give it. But I won’t hurt you. You may think it hurts though, we will see. I will give you what you need, not what you think you want. You trust me, kotik?”
Shane sounded on the verge of tears,
“Yes. Always. Please.”
“Good. Sit up, on your knees.”
Shane sat up and Ilya wrapped his arms around him, pressing his back to Ilya’s chest. His hand went up around Shane’s throat and let his fingers wrap around it while his other hand grabbed that hair again, tilting that head back, exposing his neck.
“I will not ask again Shane. This is what you want? Whatever I want? Anything?”
He could see Shane’s eyes and they were gone as he answered, his voice not even his own anymore.
“Yes sir. Anything.”
Ilya’s mouth was on Shane in an instant, in the exact spot Shane had done to him, his teeth sank in with no warning, and Shane’s only noise was to whimper as he melted against Ilya. Shane’s body wiggled against Ilya as he sat there breathing in Shane’s scent, finally letting go.
“Again.”
Ilya growled and chose a spot on the back of Shane's neck, and did it again. When he let go this time and received the same whimper and words, he shoved Shane’s head to the bed.
“Keep your ass up.” 
Grabbing the lube, he let a few drops fall straight onto Shane’s hole, watching him shiver at the coolness. He put more on his fingers, letting it warm a little. Reaching around with the other hand, he grabbed that hard cock that was jutting down towards the bed. Holding it tight around the base, he pushed a finger in with absolutely no warning. Shane’s hips jerked, his cock tightened in Ilya’s hand and a groan came out of those pretty lips. He didn’t move, just waited, loving the feel of Shane’s walls around him. When Shane wiggled a little, Ilya squeezed his cock and gave him a warning.
“Do not fucking move. You will take what I give you and that’s all. Do you understand?”
A breathless
“Yes sir,”
Came drifting back to him, and the wiggling stopped. He moved his finger slowly backwards and waited, testing. When no movement came, he leaned over and kissed Shane’s back.
“That’s right. Such a good boy. I can use your hole however I want, can’t I. Because it’s mine. You’re so good for me Shane.”
A whimper came as he slowly pushed a second finger in, immediately moving them apart, knowing from the sounds that started coming that it burned and stretched him uncomfortably. He moved them again, letting them catch that spot that made Shane scream his name. He smiled down as he watched those legs and that ass tremble as he tensed and tried so hard not to move. But that wasn’t going to happen, Ilya would make sure. He stroked the spot again. Stopped. Again. Stopped. Shane was keening at this point, his face buried in the blanket. One more time, stop. Shane’s hips bucked backwards and Ilya pulled his fingers out completely, spanking him once, hard. Shane hadn’t been ready for that and a real cry came out of his mouth as his head came up. 
“Ilya please, please, put them back. Want to feel you.”
“I don’t care what you want zolotse. This is for me. Not you. You were not a good boy, you moved. So no more for you until I want to give it to you. Turn around and suck me.”
He let go of Shane’s cock and let him turn around. He grabbed his hair and pulled his open mouth onto him, groaning as his mouth immediately started sucking. His tongue ran around Ilya’s tip, pushing that skin back to get at his slit. 
“Fuuuck yes. Shane. Don’t stop, now you’re being so good again.”
He grabbed his hair and roughly pulled him all the way onto his cock, his eyes rolled back at the gagging sound that Shane made and he loosened his grip, just in case. But he didn’t even try to pull back, he just kept going, back and forth, taking all of Ilya time and again. Ilya fucked his boys mouth, groans coming from him as Shane’s hands gripped his thighs, one of them eventually going up to cup his balls. 
“Ohh god, that’s a good boy, going to make me come so fucking fast. So good. All mine. My mouth to fuck.”
Shane hummed around him as he tried to swallow when he could get a breath. Ilya knew he was close and his muscles tensed, at the last second, he yanked Shane’s mouth off of him, holding him back as his other hand wrapped around himself and stroked firmly, once, then again. He watched as his dick exploded, his come spurting out all over his hand, onto Shane’s face, which he was holding close. A guttural noise came out of him as he watched Shane open his mouth and stick his tongue out, catching some of it and then swallowing. When he finally stopped, he could barely breath, but managed to hold his hand out to Shane’s waiting mouth.
“Clean it.”
Shane lapped at him like a puppy, obediently licking it all until Ilya’s hand was covered in spit rather than come. Pulling him up by the hair again, Ilya proceeded to do the same to his face, finally kissing him and forcing it in his mouth, breathing heavily against him as he swallowed it all.
“Oh fuck, Shane, so fucking good. Such a good little cumslut for me. You want it all don’t you?”
“Yes sir, all of it, want to drink it all down. Just for you.”
Ilya looked down into those eyes and could barely see any color at all.
“Good boy. So good. Now we will try my fingers again. You’ll do better this time won’t you.”
Shane nodded eagerly,
“Yes sir. No moving. Promise so good for you.”
He watched as Shane turned around again, putting his head down with no instruction, letting his ass hover in the air. Ilya groaned, wanting nothing more than to fuck him until he came, but they weren’t there yet.
He raked his nails down Shane’s back, letting them dig in a little, leaving little red trails all the way down. Shane whimpered into the bed,
‘Ilya yes, so fucking good. More, please, want it.”
Ignoring his pleading, he put a little more lube on his fingers and pushed two of them in again with no warning. Shane groaned and trembled again but held oh so very still. 
Whispering along his back,
“That’s it Shane, so much better. Don’t move. You only get what I give you unless I tell you, understand?”
“Mmmmm, fuck Ilya.  yes. Yes sir. I understand. Please.”
Ilya moved his fingers around, not really stretching him as much as normal before letting a third push in. 
“Fuck you’re so tight. Just taking my fingers in, sucking them in,”
Shane was making constant noises but didn’t move. When Ilya moved them all, he made a noise, a noise that was different than normal and Ilya knew it was hurting, just a little. He didn’t stop though, he grabbed his hip with his other hand and pulled him back, shoving his fingers in deeper. Shane cried out once, but when Ilya kept moving, he soon fell back into his whimpers. Ilya let his fingers stroke his prostrate again and Shane groaned loudly as Ilya fucked him with all three fingers.
“Please Ilya, want you. Want your cock in me, please please, take me do it hard. Please.”
“Be quiet”
The words immediately cut off, but moans and whimpers continued to escape.
Ilya leaned up, his cock nearly hard again already just from listening to him and feeling him clench around his fingers. Pulling his hand back, he stroked himself while he listened to Shane beg him while not actually speaking. The noises were beautiful and he would listen to them on repeat if he could.
Positioning himself against Shane’s hole, that wasn’t near as loose as he normally got him, he slapped him lightly on the ass. 
“You can talk now. Make all the noise you want. This is not going to feel good for you. At first anyway. You ready?”
“Yess, please. Do it. I want it.”
Ilya pushed into him all at once, his cock spasming at the tightness that surrounded him. Shane cried out, trying to hold so still, but actually pulling away just a little. Ilya watched that hole stretch around him and knew it had to burn and be filling him up so uncomfortably. Unable to actually keep it up though, he held still and let Shane get accustomed to the feeling. Finally starting to move once the cries turned more to groans and mewling. He didn’t waste any time, knowing Shane wanted it hard. His hips slammed into him, holding his hips and pulling him back with each thrust. Shane was groaning and keening and whispering his name over and over as Ilya pounded into him.
“FUuuck. So fucking tight. Shane, you’re soo good. Sooo good for me, fuck. Taking all of me, I know it hurts, but you’re being so fucking good.”
Shane was no longer speaking coherently, just noises. But Ilya slowed down so he could reach around and grab his cock, realizing at the last second that Shane was about to come. He stopped moving and squeezed his base hard.
“Don’t you fucking come, do you understand me?”
No words came but a frantic noise and heaving breaths. When Ilya thought it was safe to let go, he pulled out, his cock twitching at the noises Shane made. He flipped him over onto his back and pulled him up, one leg going over his shoulder. He looked at Shane’s face which was absolutely a wreck. Cheeks were wet, a spot of dried come that Ilya had missed, his lips swollen and red, and his eyes. Ilya wasn’t sure he’d ever seen his eyes like they were. He wasn’t sure that Shane even knew his own name at the moment. His heart squeezed so tight as he watched him for a moment, leaning down to kiss him softly. His tongue pushed lightly against Shane’s when he opened his mouth. He whispered into it,
“Shane, I love you. You’re so fucking good.”
Pushing up against his now loosened hole, he slowly slid in, watching and memorizing every emotion on Shane’s face as he did it. Shane’s hand came up suddenly to grab his hair and pull his mouth back to his, his tongue sloppily meeting Ilya’s in a wet, deep, needy kiss. Ilya moved, slower this time, content to watch his face that was so ruined right now. 
He couldn’t do it anymore. He whispered,
“Shane, do you want to come?”
“Mmm, yes. No. no. only if you say so.”
Ilya’s eyes rolled back and he nearly came right then. He reached a hand between them and slowly stroked Shane as he picked up his pace, moving his angle so he slid over Shane’s spot over and over again. Shane bucked against him and he let him, whispering to him when he knew he was close,
“Shane, please. Come for me. I want to see you come for me.”
“Fuuuckkkk Ilya, yes, please. Coming for you.”
He watched as the cock in his hand tensed and moved almost on its own, spilling out over both of them. Shane’s chest and stomach were covered, Ilya’s hand was dripping and Shane’s hole was clenching around Ilya over and over, those tight walls holding onto him , feeling like velvet as he fucked into them over and over, finally groaning as he came, shuddering and trying to keep himself held up.
Ilya collapsed down onto him, letting himself slide out slowly. Shane wriggled against him, but didn’t complain. They lay there for a long while Ilya petting Shane. Rubbing his leg, his stomach, his hair, leaning over to kiss his neck gently. Shane cuddled into him and complained loudly when Ilya got up to go get a wet cloth.
“Shhh, kotik, I’ll be right back. Just a minute.”
When he was grabbing the cloth, he stared at himself in the mirror just for a moment before spinning and walking out. Climbing back next to Shane, he gently cleaned him off, being especially careful around his ass. He looked over the bite marks that he’d left and licked the one on the front part of Shane’s neck and shoulder. He picked Shane up and set him in the chair again while he remade the bed. Bringing him back, he settled him in and went and got a ginger ale, popping it open and taking a sip as he brought it back. He made Shane drink some and then sat it down since Shane was grabbing at him to lay down. He cuddled up next to him, pulling the blanket over them and letting Shane tuck his head into Ilya’s neck.
“Shane?”
“Hmmm?”
“Are you ok?”
“Mmm hmm. So good. Thank you.”
Ilya blinked, trying to relax, his body was humming though despite the two orgasms he’d had.
“You’re not hurt?”
“Nooo, so good. Just what I needed, thank you. Just needed to not think. I’m sorry. So sorry.”
“Shhhh, go to sleep kotik.”
He lay there stroking Shane’s back, until his breathing was completely evened out and his grip around Ilya relaxed. When he was certain that he was asleep, he managed to untangle himself without waking Shane up, sliding out of bed and gazing down at him, a small smile on his face.
He walked into the bathroom and closed the door so the noise wouldn’t wake Shane. He turned the shower on and stood there staring at himself again. His eyes were shiny and still dilated slightly as he turned away. When the water was steaming, he stepped in and stood there for a very long time. He eventually washed off and washed his hair, before turning his face up and letting the water fall straight on it. Despite the warm water, he started to shake, and let himself sink down to sit on the floor, the water pounding around him. He drew his knees up to his chest, wrapping his arms around them and laying his head down on top of his knees. He stared at the shower wall, not seeing anything at all while he tried to control his breathing. Eventually the water ran cold and he sat there shivering, but not moving. He had no concept of time, just eventually sat up straighter, realizing where he was. He was shivering violently by that point and he nearly slipped as he tried to stand up, realizing his skin was like ice. He managed to turn the water off and get out of the shower. He wrapped a towel around his waist, using another one to dry off his hair and try to rub some warmth into his arms. He stared into the mirror again, shaking his head.
What the fuck is wrong with you. Pull it together.
His breathing still wasn’t right, and he struggled to control it. He wanted nothing more at this point than to get into bed with Shane and curl around him, but there was no way he was doing that while his skin was this cold. He was so tired. He eventually just slid down onto the floor again, next to the sink and closed his eyes.
The next time his eyes opened it was because Shane was slapping him. Actually slapping him. Not hard, but that wasn’t the point. He blinked slowly and looked up into Shane’s face that looked half panicked.
“Kotik?”
His voice sounded funny to him. He swallowed and tried again.
“Shane?”
Better.
“What’s wrong?”
Shane turned on the shower and Ilya wanted to tell him there was no hot water, but stopped as he saw steam starting to come out. What the fuck, how long did I sit here.
“What’s wrong??? You’re sitting on the bathroom floor in a fucking towel. Your skin is like ice Ilya. Fucking actually like ice. You wouldn’t answer me. You need to warm up. Can you get up? Please?”
“Mmm, I’m not cold kotik.”
“Ilya, you are. You’re obviously not going to freeze to death inside, but your skin is like ice. And if you can’t tell that, then that’s not good probably. Get up.”
“Ok.”
He stood up and found himself tremendously weak and suddenly shivering again.
“Hmmm, maybe a little cold.”
Shane pulled the towel off him and pushed him carefully towards the shower.
“Get in.”
Shane stripped, and followed him in, making sure he stood directly under the water.
Ilya groaned,
“Too hot”
“It’s not too hot. You’re too fucking cold.”
“Oh.”
Shane stopped talking and Ilya felt arms around him. It was nice. The water did it’s job fairly well and Ilya slowly stopped shivering, tilting his head up to let some of the warmth hit his face. Shane must have decided he was ok, and eventually reached over and turned the water off. Ilya watched him walk over and grab dry towels. He came back and started rubbing Ilya dry.
“I can do it Shane, get yourself dry.”
“No. Hold fucking still.”
Ilya flinched a little at his tone, but stood still and let him fuss. He watched as Shane eventually dried himself off and pulled them both out of the shower and into the bedroom. He watched him dig through Ilya's dresser until he found sweatpants and a shirt that were deemed acceptable and he helped Ilya put them on, before finding some of his and doing the same.
Ilya watched him as he crawled back to the top of the bed and motioned to him.
“Come here.”
“Shane, I’m fine. Really.”
“No you’re clearly not. Come here. I’m not ok. I need you to curl around me like you always do. Please.”
Ilya nodded, that he could do. He got under the blanket next to Shane, admitting to himself it was much better than whatever the fuck he’d been doing in the bathroom. He curled around Shane, letting the other man cuddle into him.
“What were you doing in there?”
Ilya shrugged.
“I went to take a shower. I don’t know what happened. I’m having little bit of blank spot. The shower was cold. I wasn’t feeling right. I was tired. So tired. And I just sat down for a minute. Then you were slapping me. Which I will remember later kotik.”
“Shut up, you weren’t answering me. When did you go take a shower? How long after we laid down?”
Trying to remember, he shrugged again.
“Soon after. Maybe 15 minutes after you fell asleep.”
Shane pulled back to look at him.
“15 minutes. You’re sure?”
“Maybe 30. No more than that.”
“ILYA. I’ve been sleeping for like 5 hours.”
Ilya shook his head. There was no way it was that long.
“It must not be right. Not that long. It’s ok. I’m ok. I don’t know what happened, but it doesn’t matter. Are you feeling better?”
Shane dropped his head against Ilya’s chest and nodded.
“Yes. Thank you. It was so good. You’re always so good to me.”
no, I’m not. can’t hurt you. always lie what the fuck is wrong with me
“Ok. Can we talk about it again later? I’m very tired. I’m sorry.”
“Yes, please sleep. You scared me. I’m not leaving.”
Ilya held him tightly and shut his mind off and let darkness fall over him.
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  Ilya groaned as he slowly woke, rubbing his eyes and taking in the light from the window. It was much later than he usually slept. He stretched and frowned as he realized his whole body was achy. What the fuck did he do. He instinctively reached over to the nightstand to grab a cigarette and froze as he remembered. His eyes sought out the dresser and he relaxed as he saw the pile of Shane’s clothes there. Climbing out of bed, he went into the bathroom and cleaned up, glaring at the shower as if it had personally offended him, before walking slowly into the living room. 
Shane was sitting in the armchair, looking at his phone and when Ilya came up behind him and dropped a kiss on the top of his head, he yelped, then immediately apologized.
“Fuck. I didn’t hear you. Sorry.”
He jumped out of the chair and immediately walked around and wrapped his arms around Ilya, leaning up to kiss him, a lovely good morning wake up and fuck me type of kiss. When they finally broke apart, he grabbed Ilya’s hand and pulled him to the table. 
“I got you breakfast. Well. I ordered breakfast.”
As he was speaking he went into the kitchen and got a Coke out of the fridge, bringing it back and setting it in front of Ilya, who was staring at the large assortment of delectable looking pastries on the table. His face slowly pulled into a frown as he took the Coke from Shane and then before he could move away, pulled him down onto Ilya’s lap.
“What have you done with my Shane?”
“What?”
“You heard me. What have you done with my Shane? My kotik does not buy me sugary pastries for breakfast and hates when I drink a Coke this early.”
“I do not, I just know what you like for breakfast. It’s also not really that early.”
Ilya’s lips nuzzled into Shane’s neck and nodded,
“Mmmhmmm. You do. And you hate it. But thank you.”
He pulled back and let go of Shane, but was pleased when the other man did not get up, just snuggled in closer to him, an arm going around his back.
Ilya took a drink of the Coke, daring Shane to say something but knowing he wouldn’t since he brought it. Smiling he set it down and kissed the beautiful lips that were watching him, making him taste it, finally pulling back and watching his face as he spoke,
“How are you today really? Are you feeling better?”
He got an almost shy nod in return. Gripping his chin, Ilya turned his face to him,
“I mean it. Words. You are ok? Did I hurt you last night?”
Shane stared at him, a soft look in his eyes, before they dropped to his lips.
“I really am ok. You made it better. You didn’t hurt me at all. You knew what I wanted, so thank you.”
Ilya thought about his words carefully before speaking,
“I’m glad you are better. I always know what you want. Or need. But Shane, you need to look at me and understand that I will never hurt you.” yes you will, leave
“Not like what I think you wanted last night. Or thought you wanted.”
Shane started to speak but Ilya put a finger to his lips.
“Wait. Let me finish please. You were upset over something else, you wanted out of your head. I understand, and I will always, always do what you need to help you with that. I fucking love it. I love it when you’re a good boy for me.”
He smiled as Shane wiggled a little. So fucking easy.
“If you’re bad, then I can punish you. I fucking love that also. It made me so hard to spank you. I can’t wait until you do something stupid again so I can do it again. And if that’s the kind of hurt you want, that I can do. But I will not… ever.. do it because of something like what you were upset about last night. You deserve to be upset if you are having problems. You don’t deserve to be hurt because of them. I can’t do it. I lived that way, one fucking hurt after another. So please don’t ask me to.”
His voice was hoarse by the time he was done and he realized Shane was staring at him, his mouth open and his eyes a little wet. Shane rubbed his eyes and shook his head.
“Oh my god Ilya, I’m so fucking sorry. I didn’t mean it. When I said it like that last night. I didn’t. I know you won’t fucking hurt me. Well.. you did hurt my ass that time.”
Ilya’s smile grew to that predatory one as his eyes gleamed.
“I think not. You fucking loved it.”
“Not the point Ilya.”
Shane leaned forward and kissed him, continuing,
“I’m sorry. I won’t say that again. I promise.”
His own eyes grew mischievous though,
“I’ll just be a brat so that you want to spank me.”
Ilya let out a real laugh at that.
“You, Shane Hollander, are always a brat. Always. And you know, if you want to be spanked, you can just ask.”
“Yeah, but it’s more fun to be a brat and pretend I don’t want it.”
Ilya smirked at him,
“Don’t worry, you’ve already got one coming for slapping me.”
“That’s not fair. I was worried, you wouldn’t fucking wake up. Please don’t do that again.”
Shaking his head, Ilya frowned a little,
“I didn’t realize. I understand now what happened, I should have known, but you make me stupid kotik. My senses fly away around you.”
He leaned forward and whispered against Shane’s lips,
“But I wouldn’t have it any other way.”
His hand slipped between Shane’s legs, stroking him, while his lips went to Shane’s neck, sucking and nibbling. Shane was squirming and groaning, tilting his head back to give Ilya better access.
Ilya heard it before Shane did and nearly started laughing. His hand tightened so that Shane wouldn’t be able to move. Keeping his lips on Shane’s neck, his eyes went to the door as it opened. Shane heard it at the last minute and tried to pull away, but the arm around him tightened and held him still, the other hand still resting lightly on top of his hardness.
Cliff walked in and held the door open behind him, having not looked up yet. Ilya nearly relented and let Shane up when he realized someone else was with Cliff. He almost felt bad now. Almost. He let his eyes drop back to Shane’s neck and as he bit down gently just under his chin, mostly just to keep his head tilted up. Shane was still wiggling and trying to get up, but a whimper burst out of his mouth at the sensation.
“FUCKING Hell.”
Marleau’s voice exploded through the room at the same time as a much more feminine voice exclaimed,
“SHANE!”
Knowing it was just Cliff, Shane had just ducked his head into Ilya’s neck, accepting his embarrassing fate. At the sound of the woman’s voice though, he stiffened and sat up slowly, looking around.
Cliff was sputtering, truly embarrassed this time.
“Ilya, I fucking texted you 2 hours ago, telling you we were coming up, what the actual fuck are you doing?”
He got a shrug in return,
“I slept late. Haven’t touched my phone, it’s still in the bedroom.”
“Shane Hollander, what are you doing in that man’s lap?”
The voice was teasing as Shane finally caught sight of her and his mouth dropped open.
“Rose?”
She did a little spin and flung her arms up,
“Ta da! It’s me!”
Ilya was trying not to like her, but it was very very hard.
Shane looked from her to Cliff to Ilya. 
“What.. wait, what? Why?”
“Why are you in his lap? I don’t know, you tell me.”
“ROSE. Why are you here?”
Ilya kissed the side of his head to hide a smile. Rose put her arm around Cliff’s waist and he leaned over to kiss the top of her head. Their height difference was quite something Ilya realized as he saw them next to each other.
Shane shook his head, confused.
“You… you and Cliff? Since when? How?”
“Since he came to his senses and called me.”
She shrugged,
“I don’t know. Not long. Really just recently. It’s just a few dates Shane, we’re not living together or having friends over while we make out in front of them like some people.”
Shane still a little stunned, looked at Ilya,
“Wait. You knew? You fucking knew and didn’t tell me?”
“It’s not my place to tell you who Marleau is dating. Rose is your friend, if she didn’t tell you, I didn’t think I should. Yell at her, not me. Besides, I only found out not long ago, when I walked into Marleau’s”
Rose nodded,
“You should really tell your man to wear a shirt when he walks around the building, Shane. He’s going to give someone a heart attack one day.”
Ilya’s hand was still over Shane’s cock and realized he had finally calmed down, so he released him and smiled as he immediately scrambled up, going and giving Rose a hug, almost glaring at Cliff as he did. 
Marleau threw his hands up,
“What the fuck did I do?”
Rose was chattering away to Shane when her eyes dropped down to his neckline, the t-shirt he was wearing a little loose. Her eyes got big and then something sparked in them as she glared at Ilya.
“What the fuck did you do to his neck Ilya? You can’t fucking do that.”
Ilya stared back, unperturbed.
“He asked for it.” 
Not entirely true, but close enough.
“There’s teeth marks! It’s not just a hickey!”
Shane shook his head,
“No Rose. It’s ok. Really. I like it.”
“Wow. Ok, you guys are freaks.”
Ilya smiled and finally reached out and snagged one of the pastries Shane had gotten, taking a bite and nearly moaning it was so good. He waved at them,
“Have a pastry, Shane got them for me.”
This caused a disbelieving look to come his way from Cliff.
“I know, I know. I blew his mind with such good sex that he felt the need to reward me.”
Cliff sighed as he took a pastry and went to the couch,
“I’m never coming here again.”
They sat around eating and chatting, mostly Shane and Rose as Cliff watched them. Ilya watched also, but in a different way. He watched the way she touched him casually, and smiled at him, her mannerisms with him very familiar. He bit back the small pang of jealousy, knowing it was stupid, but it was there nonetheless. Shane didn’t let many people casually touch him, but had no problem with her doing it. Ilya hated it. But he didn’t hate her. She was funny and charming and down to earth. He finally smiled, glad that Shane had someone to talk to, even if not as often as he would like it sounded like.
Eventually Rose, glanced at her watch and proclaimed she had to go, she had a meeting with her agent later that afternoon. She offered to give Shane a ride and when he looked hesitantly over at him, Ilya just shrugged.
“If you need to go Shane, then go. I know you have work to do. So do I probably. Cliff and I are going to Los Angeles in a day or two. Just a quick trip, but I need to go over the documents Sveta sent.”
He knew Cliff glanced up at him, but the other man said nothing. He and Rose left soon after to go get her things, Shane agreed to meet her in the lobby in a few minutes.
When the door closed, Shane came to him and perched in his lap again, giving him a long, wet kiss. Ilya smiled at him, and nudged him up, standing up after him.
“I did not know they were coming, Shane. I didn’t look at my phone when I got up. I promise.”
“Its ok, at this point, it’s become more of a joke than anything. Someday I’m getting an extra lock just for when I’m here.”
He grinned and kissed Ilya’s neck.
“Are you ok though?”
“Yes. Thank you for helping this morning.”
“You scared me.”
“I know. I’m sorry. I was just a little too far out of my head I guess. You wanted out of yours and I was too far gone. Quite the fucked up pair we make.” if you only knew
“You don’t mind Rose giving me a ride?”
“No, moya lyubov. I do not mind. I know you are close. I will let you know when I’m leaving for Los Angeles.”
Once Shane was gone, he sat there at the table, staring blankly at the wall again. Not really thinking. Just staring. When the door opened again, he snapped out of it and looked up at Cliff, giving him a small smile.
“I really hadn’t looked at my phone. It was not on purpose.”
“Oh I know. If it was on purpose, you’d both have had less clothes on.”
With a smirk, he nodded.
“So you’re coming to Vegas or you have girlfriend duties now?”
“I’m coming smart ass. It’s still just casual. Not sure either of us want more than that right now. So you and Shane are good? He believed Barnett?”
Ilya nodded as he walked to the safe to grab ID’s to make plane reservations.
“Yes. Barnett did a good job. Shane is convinced he’s jinxed though. Nothing is going right for him, then he feels bad about thinking bad things about me, which are true, but I can’t tell him that. It’s fucked up Marleau. Makes me feel fucking sick.”
“I know. But that's all you can do now. I’m not going to jail and neither are you. So we’ll figure it out.”
Ilya nodded and tossed him the ID’s.
“Can you make reservations please. Tomorrow or next day. I need to see him, decide.”
“Secretary duties again. I see how it is.”
He took them though and logged onto the laptop while Ilya went and got his phone. Dropping onto the couch, he chewed on his lip while thinking who he wanted to call. Decision made, he hit the button. Maybe it would help. Maybe it wouldn’t. But he could try. He had a lot of contacts scattered around that would help him. For a price.
 When the call was answered, he chatted amiably for a moment before finally asking,
“Favor please. Yes, I know. Next time you’re in town, we will go. No, it’s no trouble. Ok. Who do you have in the New York FBI office?”
Cliff looked over at him, a frown on his lips. Ilya ignored him.
“Yes. They are reliable? You’re sure? Yes, I want to set up a deal. Mmm, yes. Hayden Pike.”
Cliff looked very alarmed now, Ilya continued to ignore him.
“2 years maybe? I’m not sure honestly. That may change. Yes. I will set up an email and send you details, I can wire money when they are ready. As soon as possible. Yes. Thank you. Yes, we will go! I promise. Let me know.”
He disconnected and finally looked up at Cliff.
“Boss, you cannot kill Shane’s best friend.”
“Fuck off Marleau, if I wanted him dead, why would I call someone else to do it?”
“Then what are you doing?”
“Helping Shane.”
Cliff stared at him, exasperated.
“Oh my god, speak Ilya. Helping him with what?”
Ilya tapped his phone against his chin, looking thoughtful.
“His job. He can’t have me, I do not wish to be caught. But he needs a win. So I will get him one.”
“I’m so lost, what are you talking about?”
“Is simple Marleau. He feels like he is bad at his job right now, he’s used to being good. It’s upsetting him. It’s my fault because I keep fucking his case up. He works on Hayden’s cases when he has time. I will go through Hayden’s cases and I will find one, a big one, that I can help with. I will deliver him a win, so that he feels better.”
“You.. you’re going to deliver him a criminal. To catch.”
‘Yes.”
“Ilya, there are so many things wrong with that, I cannot even start.”
“I’m trying to help him. What is wrong with that?”
Cliff stared at him,
“Isn’t there like… a criminal’s code? You help each other, don’t turn each other in?”
“Is there? Why do I care if some other person is bad at their job and gets caught? It will be fine. Who knows, maybe I will not even find anything useful. We will see. You worry too much. Do we have a flight?”
“Yeah, tomorrow morning.”
“Good job Mr. Secretary.”
“Fuck off.”
“Oh my god Marleau, you sound like Shane. No more hanging out for you two.”
He called Shane a couple of hours later to let him know they were leaving in the morning, but that it wouldn’t be a long trip. Told him about all the ridiculous food he was going to eat while he was there. Philippe french dips, In-N-Out, Pink’s Hot Dogs, Randy’s Donuts. He nearly made himself hungry. Shane laughed at him and said that was an awfully lot of food for a day or two trip. He told him he would just eat nonstop and not have to eat for days when he got back.
*
Shane and Rose had a lovely talk on the way back to his apartment, although she was actually concerned about the bite mark on his neck. There was no way he was telling her that there were often many of those sorts of marks. He didn’t know what Ilya’s deal was with biting, but he wasn’t complaining. She told him that she and Cliff were just exploring possibilities at the moment, nothing serious, she was out of town at this point too much for anything more.
She dropped him off, promising to keep in touch better. Walking into his apartment, he stripped, planning on showering. Staring in the mirror, he touched the teeth marks on his neck and smiled. He hadn’t lied to her, he did love them. Ilya was careful, he’d never broken the skin, just left beautiful perfect imprints of his teeth.
He showered and was about to log on to check his email when Ilya called, telling him about the trip he was taking to Los Angeles, spewing a ridiculous list of food places he was going to. Shane had no idea he had even been to LA enough to eat at all of those places, much less be craving them. For some reason, it made him laugh. New York and Boston both had exquisite restaurants, but not Ilya. He wanted junk food from LA. Of course he did.
Still laughing, he logged on and read through his emails. Noticing one that had just come in that morning, he stared at it. Closed it. Opened it again. He didn’t even want to go. Things had been going so badly for him, that he didn’t even want to do it. He got on the phone and made a call.
“It’s Hollander, can I talk to Miller please.”
He chewed at his thumbnail for half a second before forcefully pulling it away from his mouth.
“Lt. Gen. Miller. I saw the email.”
“We need you to go Hollander. The guy is an asshole, probably deserves to die, you didn’t hear that from me. But this is huge.”
“How do you even know it’s my guy?”
“We don’t. But how do you know it isn't? It’s the Russians and Belarus, it would make sense right? They weren’t even careful Shane. They wired a ridiculous amount of money a couple of days ago. There’s nothing else it could be for. They want him gone. Even if it’s not your guy, it’s somebody. Any killer off the street is better than nothing.”
“Were you able to trace the money?”
“We tried, but whoever it is, they’re very impressive. It bounces around so many times it finally disappears. My guy hasn’t really seen anything like it, he said. But he did get a lock on a couple of the accounts that it went through and put a tag on them. If anything bounces through them again, at least we’ll know to start looking for something.”
“When do you want me there?”
“Now. The money was very recent, so you should get there now, starting tailing him, just watching. Probably a week or two.”
“You want me to stay there for a week or two? Really?”
“Yes, Hollander. Until we see if anyone is sniffing around him. You have a problem with that?”
“No Sir, of course not. I’ll get a flight today.”
He hung up and groaned. 2 weeks. 2 weeks! He almost hoped the guy gets killed on his watch and much faster than two weeks. He really was a scumbag.
“Oh my god Shane, you did not just think that. Fuck off.”
Sighing he went to pack. Yanking the suit case out and throwing it on the bed, he walked over to the full length mirror and stared at the mark on his neck again. He needed to pack some high collared shirts to be sure it wasn’t always visible, although to be honest, he liked looking at it. Fuck what anyone else thought. His eyes drifted up to the picture that Ilya had taken with Svetlana’s polaroid. He’d kept it and taped it to the mirror. He let his fingers touch Ilya’s face in it and then shook his head.
Get a grip Shane. It’s not that long. Maybe he can come through on his way home, it’s not a long drive from LA.
He packed and got back on the computer, finding the next flight that evening. He thought about calling Ilya and telling him, but knew he would be In LA and busy for a couple of days himself. He wouldn’t really ask him to come there. He wasn’t going to be that desperate. He’d tell him he had to go after Ilya was back, and didn't want to distract him from his business.
Shane got off the plane in Las Vegas later that evening, going through the security office to collect his firearm. He’d chosen a small hotel away from the strip, not wanting anything to do with that noise and craziness. He logged into his portal, looking over the information they’d sent him again. This was a different type of operation than Vienna. Vienna had been about protection, and look how well that went. This was about surveillance. They didn’t want him to approach him. Just watch him. Almost like they were using him for bait. Honestly Shane figured they didn’t actually care if he died or not. They would never admit that again, he was surprised Miller had even joked about it. But this guy was a complete scumbag. If Shane was one of those girl’s parents, he might have thought about putting a hit out on the guy himself. But this was America, where every scumbag deserved to live apparently. Holy fuck Shane, you’re a little cynical today He called and let the other two on his team know he was there and was going to poke around a little.
“Alex Winston, let’s see where you live, shall we.”
*
Ilya and Cliff took a flight the next day and got off the plane in the late morning. Ilya had made reservations off the strip, figuring if Cliff wanted to gamble, he could take a cab. A bad habit, but one that was occasionally fun. The hotel was pretty seedy and not in a great neighborhood, but it was one where nobody would pay any attention to them.
But for now, they were going to look around, Winston appeared to spend a lot of time at a smaller, just off the strip casino called Ellis Island. They’d start there. Based on the info Ilya had received, it seemed like maybe he had a girlfriend or someone there. They did drop their bags at their hotel first though. Ilya was going to wait until he checked out Winston, before he decided what he was doing. If he needed a weapon after that, it was easy enough to obtain. Or he’d wait and come back in a week if he felt it warranted.
He went in the front door, Cliff trailing behind him, glancing around every once in a while. They split up once inside, Cliff going to cruise the gambling floor, while Ilya looked around the bar. They both had studied photos and knew who they were looking for. Ilya ordered a vodka and sipped it while he sat at the bar, facing out into the larger room on the lower level. He could see Cliff, he was taller than a lot of the people there. He was just casually strolling the floor, occasionally watching for a few seconds at the table games, as if he was trying to decide where he wanted to try his luck. Ilya spent some time looking around the bar, it really wasn’t a bad place for being off the strip. He saw no sign of Winston however. It didn’t matter, they could check out his house later if he didn’t show up. 
He turned away and nodded at the bartender for another vodka. Once he had it, he spun back around and started scanning people again. His eyes slid over him the first time, before a warning bell started screaming in his head. He slowly turned around so his back was to the room and sat there hoping against hope that he had imagined it. He downed the rest of the vodka and looked around slowly, finding him immediately this time. He was standing and talking to another man, whom he seemed to know. His eyes found Cliff wandering still, heading straight towards him. He got his phone and texted Cliff to turn around and go out a side door, watching to see if the man looked at his phone. He did not. FUCK FUCK FUCK
He stood slowly. He could leave. Which left Cliff to fumble through excuses. Not great. Looking around the bar, he saw a man in a nicer suit sipping a drink while he looked at his phone. He would work. He walked quickly to the man and nodded at him when he looked up. He gave him his most charming smile and started on his story. He was nothing if not resourceful. The man laughed at him, but once he realized that Ilya was deadly serious, nodded.
“Sure, why not.”
“Great, just nod and go along with whatever I say please.”
He reached into his wallet and slid the man a sizable stack of bills, watching as he put them away. Turning around, he saw Cliff was nearly there and he prodded the man along. They walked confidently out of the bar and straight in front of Shane and whoever he was speaking with. He stopped within sight and said something to the man and then laughed. He could feel when Shane looked up, his neck started burning.
“Ilya?”
He spun and did his best to look surprised.
“Shane! What are you doing here?”
“What are you doing here? I thought you were in LA?”
“Ahhh, yes. My plans changed.”
He gestured to the man in the suit.
“This is Ben Johnson. He owns a company in LA that’s going to invest with us. But he decided gambling was more fun than me eating my way through LA’s fast food, so we decided to meet here instead. Mr. Johnson, this is Shane Hollander… my..”
He stumbled at that point, not sure how to introduce Shane, not knowing who the man was next to him. He remembered at the last second what Shane had told his bosses.
“A friend of my girlfriend’s.”
He noticed Cliff had stopped and was looking at them, a horrified look crossing his face before he smoothed it out. He also spun and turned the other way, walking away from them.
Shane to his credit, recovered quickly, putting out his hand.
“Mr. Johnson, nice to meet you. This is my associate Eric.”
The stranger shook his hand firmly and nodded,
“Nice to meet you too. Any friend of Ilya’s…”
Ilya smiled brightly at him.
“So I’ll see you later tonight then for drinks? I’ll have the numbers you need then.”
“Sounds great. I’m off to blow some of my money before I give it all to you so you can make me more. Good to meet you Shane, Eric.”
He nodded at Ilya and walked off towards the door, pleased no doubt, with his return for 5 minutes of play acting.
Glancing once at Eric, Ilya smiled at Shane.
“So you’re here for work? Or is Rose with you?”
His head shaking slowly, Shane glanced at Eric and then back at Ilya.
“No. No, she’s not. She’s working. Me too. Quick trip.”
“Ahh, that’s too bad. I hope you get a moment to relax. Well it was nice to see you again.”
Shane just stared at him and then shook his head.
“Yes, you too. Tell Svetlana I said hello.”
Ilya stuck his hands in his pockets and walked out, hoping that Cliff was already outside. Neither he nor Shane noticed the dark haired man that was standing near the elevators watching them.
Ilya walked outside and looked around for Cliff. Finding him at the far side of the parking lot, he kept his pace casual in case Shane and his co-worker came outside. When he reached Cliff, he just muttered,
“Walk.”
Cliff fell in beside him and they walked a block away before Ilya finally stopped and turned around.
“Ilya, what the actual fuck?”
“I don’t know. I didn’t know. He didn’t say anything ahead of time. We cannot be here right now, we need to go.”
They walked a bit farther and then popped into a small bar that looked fairly empty. Ilya ordered a vodka and drank it before the bartender had even walked away, nodding at him to refill it.
Cliff was fidgeting, and Ilya didn’t blame him. He sat his phone on the table, expecting a text or call at any minute.
Finally gathering his thoughts, Cliff asked him,
“So obviously we think he’s here for the same reason we are. Well, not the same reason, but the same person.”
“It would appear so. Why else would he be at that exact spot? FUCK. Where are they getting their info?”
“You think..”
Cliff trailed off.
“What? Speak.”
“I don’t even know. I mean he works for some super secret fucking government thing, they probably get the same type of intel that the CIA gets, only better. Phone taps, wire taps, cell phone chatter, money wires. Who knows what they use to figure shit out.”
Ilya nodded, taking a drink.
“Possibly. You saw nothing I take it? No sign of him?”
Cliff shook his head.
“No, but I bailed out pretty fast once I saw you with Shane. Who was the guy in the suit?”
Ilya shrugged,
“No idea. I paid him to be ‘my client’.”
Nervous laughter bubbled out of Cliff.
“You did what?”
“He was in the bar, I saw Shane, you were heading straight for him. I didn’t want to leave you trying to make up excuses. He had a suit on, so I offered him money to come pretend to be my client. Told him my boyfriend was there and I wasn’t supposed to be, and needed an excuse. Then when Shane saw me, I said our plans had changed and client wanted to meet here instead. Introduced them.”
“Wow. You think fast, I’ll give you that. They teach you that at military school?”
“Yes. Sort of. Always have an out.”
Cliff nodded,
“So what now?”
“Now we wait. He will call or text soon. Then I will decide. But if he is there looking for Winston, it will be hard for us to get to him there. It makes me nervous to go to his home also. He clearly will have that address. But he’s not with him. So he hasn’t found him either. Yet. I guess we will see who can get to him first.”
*
Shane had gone to the address he had for Alex Winston, having a cab drop him off a couple of blocks away and wait for him. He walked past casually, just glancing up. It looked like a normal neighborhood and a normal house. Not something a fucking monster would live in. Also looked very quiet, no sign of anyone moving around.
He’d ended up back at the hotel, grabbing take out along the way. He got in touch with Eric and Alex, telling them he wanted to go by the casino tomorrow that Winston supposedly had a girlfriend at. He wondered if the girlfriend knew what her boyfriend liked to do to young girls. He tried to push that out of his head. Not his job. His job was to find whoever wanted the man dead.
He slept poorly, hating this. Hating that he was having to watch out for a fucking loser. He just couldn’t shake his disgust. But he would. He would do what he was here for. He got breakfast and then had Eric pick him up. Alex stayed back on the radio like always. They got to the smaller casino and looked around. It looked like it had been renovated fairly recently and it looked like a nice cozy place compared to the garish displays on the strip. They walked inside, just intending to walk around a bit, get a feel for the place, see if they saw their guy anywhere.
They’d been standing, talking, deciding who was going where when a voice ahead of him made him pause. Then a laugh. He got chills just hearing it. He looked around and saw those curls. He’d know them anywhere. Without even thinking about Eric being with him, he couldn’t help himself, 
“Ilya?”
He watched and smiled as the beautiful man that was his turned around and looked at him with surprise.
“Shane! What are you doing here?”
After which proceeded the strangest conversation he’d had. He felt like he was floating outside of himself and watching a play. Ilya had explained that his client had changed locations at the last minute. Introduced him. Nearly fumbled over what to call Shane when he realized that Eric was someone Shane worked with. He’d recovered quickly though, even asking about Rose. Shane had wanted to kiss him so badly, it was a good thing that Ilya was thinking, because he certainly hadn’t been. He’d then had to watch him stroll off by himself and not been able to say anything. He couldn’t even call or text him yet because he was still with Eric.
Eric, who was now speaking to him.
“I don’t see him Shane, and it’s not like we can ask around, would spook him.”
“Yeah, you’re right. We should probably get out of here. We can set up somewhere outside for a while and see if he shows up. Otherwise, we’ll find a place outside the house tonight.”
Eric nodded and then looked over at him again,
“So random to run into someone you know here. We’re off the path a little. Most people having a client meeting would usually go somewhere swanky on the Strip.”
Shane just stared at him for a second before nodding slowly.
“It is odd, isn’t it. Guess they just wanted somewhere quieter.”
“Yeah, this is definitely that. Ok, let’s go find a spot, you take the front, I’ll go back?”
Shane nodded again, his mind trying to wrap his head around everything that had just happened. He got outside and glanced around, not seeing Ilya anywhere. But why would he be. It’s not like he could hang out with Shane while Eric was with him. Knowing he couldn’t call him either unless he turned his earpiece and mic off, he settled for texting as he walked to a corner of the lot, under a tree that wasn’t super obvious if you were walking in the building or coming out.
Shane:   So that was weird right?
Ilya:       Yes. I was surprised to see you
Ilya:       Didn’t know you were going out of town
Shane:   Yeah, sorry last minute thing
Shane:   Is work thing so can’t really talk about it
Ilya:       Of course
Shane:   Thanks for being so quick, about Rose
Ilya:       I almost wasn’t, almost said boyfriend
Shane:   Better than me, I was so lost
Ilya:       Can you have dinner later
Ilya:       Or no because of work? Is ok, if not
Shane:   Maybe. Let me get some things settled
Shane:   I’ll text you again in a bit
Shane:   Have fun getting drinks, guy seemed nice
Ilya:       Yes, very drinks are at 6pm so anytime after 7 or so if can do dinner
Shane shoved the phone in his pocket, trying to figure out if it was even feasible for him to sneak off to dinner. Maybe. He and Eric could take shifts. He spoke out loud but softly,
“Alex anything?”
“Nope, all quiet.”
“Hard to tail a guy if we can’t fucking find him. Tell Eric we’re going to split shifts tonight at the house. He’ll show up eventually and I want one of us there all night. He can take first and we can switch at like midnight.”
“You got it. You staying there or want to cut it loose?”
“We can wait another hour, maybe we’ll get lucky.”
“Yep.”
He looked up some small places to eat not far from Winston's house and picked an Italian one. Ilya would eat pasta every day if he could. Texted him the address
Shane:    Can we meet here at 8pm for dinner?
Ilya:        I can’t wait moya lyubov
Shane met with Eric near Winston’s house, it still looked empty, but they’d set up shop down the street a little where they could see the front and back.
“Eric, I’m going to dinner, but I’ll be back and then you can go get some sleep.”
“Ok, you taking the car?”
“Actually no, I’m not going far. A few blocks. I’ll just walk. See you in a bit.”
*
As expected, it didn’t take long for Shane to text. After Shane texted him an address he looked it up and cursed.
“What’s wrong boss?”
“We can’t go to house tonight. I asked if Shane could have dinner and the place he picked is very near Winston’s house. Means they are there or will be, watching it. Fuck.”
“We may have to wait and try next week? Surely he won’t be here that long?”
“No idea, I will see if I can get him to tell me tonight. You may as well have night off. Gamble, women, whatever you want.”
“Yeah, maybe I’ll play some poker. I have a good bluff face.”
Ilya snorted,
“Marleau, you are the worst liar I know, I find that hard to believe.”
“Shut up. Let me have this.”
“Of course. Best liar. Go play poker.”
He showed up at the restaurant exactly at 8pm and walked inside to see Shane waiting. He was a little hesitant to give him a hug or a kiss, not knowing if he had anyone else with him, so he did not. Just smiled. Shane though didn’t hesitate and wrapped his arms around him, kissing him like they hadn’t seen each other in weeks.
When they finally pulled apart, he chuckled,
“Did you miss me that much in a day and a half?”
“Fuck off.”
Ilya sighed dramatically,
“I cannot. My boyfriend is here for work, not play.”
“Shut up, so are you.”
“Yes, but my business is over. I am a good closer.”
“That’s not fair at all. Is Cliff with you?”
“With me here in Las Vegas, yes, with me here at dinner with my hot working boyfriend? No. He is off pretending he can play poker.”
Ilya glanced around,
“We do not have to worry about your co-workers being here I take it?”
“No. They’re busy.”
“Ahh, ok. Are you here for long or is that question I cannot ask?”
Shane smiled,
“You can ask anything, I just probably can’t answer some. I don’t know how long I’ll be here. It could be a week or two. I hope not. But it could be.”
Ilya nodded,
“Ok. I will suffer at home alone until you come back. Although I think Cliff wants to stay a day or two. He likes the noise and the lights.”
“Of course he does.”
They ate dinner, making jokes and flirting back and forth, both knowing it wouldn’t go anywhere tonight. When they were finished, they went outside and Ilya hesitated. Even under false pretenses, it had been a nice night and he was loathe to let it go just yet.
“It’s a nice night, do you have to go right away? Or we can take walk? That bite of my pasta might go straight to your waist.”
“Asshole.”
Ilya just kissed him.
Shane glanced at his watch, and smiled.
“We can take a little walk. I have a little time.”
They headed down a side street, Ilya purposely steering them towards Winston’s house, just to see if Shane would change direction. He did not, though he did take a turn down the next street so that they weren’t heading straight for it anymore. Ilya didn’t protest, just held his hand as they walked.
“You have more work tonight?”
Shane nodded, pulling up Ilya’s hand and kissing the palm.
“Unfortunately. I wish I didn’t.”
“Me too.”
Ilya was telling the truth, it would be nice to spend a night somewhere else, pretend they were normal and having a vacation, rather than whatever it was they were doing. They turned a corner and Ilya looked around, frowning, they’d gone from an average street to what looked to be an abandoned one, houses that had seen better days, plywood over the windows. Most of the street lights were out. He stopped and tugged Shane back the way they came.
“Perhaps that is not the best way to go. We should get back anyway if you need to work.”
Shane looked down the street and agreed, letting himself be turned around. They’d only taken another step or two back the way they came, when a dark haired man stepped out from behind a dumpster that was in a driveway of one of the boarded up houses they’d just come past. He’d clearly been either following them or it was just someone from this neighborhood and they were about to get mugged.
The man reached behind him and pulled a gun, pointing it with a somewhat shaking hand towards them. He took a step towards them into a shining puddle of light and Ilya nearly hissed, managing to keep quiet at the last moment. Shane though, he did make a noise, and immediately reached to his belt, pulling his gun, which to be honest, Ilya hadn’t even paid attention to the fact that he actually had it with him.
“Shane…”
“It’s fine. We’re fine.”
The man laughed as he watched them, then barked out,
“Why the fuck are you following me?”
Ilya stayed quiet, letting Shane speak, but watching the man very carefully.
“We weren’t? You just came from behind us?”
“FUCK you. You were at my girlfriends’ work today. You’ve been at my house. You’ve got someone there still. What do you want? Who are you?”
Shane’s job had been to follow him, not get fucking followed. He swore to god he was cursed. He also was only supposed to be watching, but that was clearly out the window.
“Mr. Winston, I’m with the… the FBI. I have reason to believe you’re in danger and I was sent to try to stop anything from happening to you.”
He got an incredulous laugh and pointed at Ilya.
“In danger. You think? You just brought it to my fucking door.”
Ilya settled into calmness, just watching. Waiting.
“Sir, can you put the gun down. This is just a friend of mine, he was about to leave. Then you and I can talk about it. Figure out a plan.”
Winston just grinned at him as he looked back and forth between them.
“A friend. Sure he is. You don’t even know, do you.”
Ilya took a slow breath, trying to guess how long it would take him to tackle the man.
“I know that you need to calm down. I promise I’m here to keep you safe. Put your gun down, my friend will leave and we can go talk.”
“You know why they want me dead? Because those girls are cock teases. They dressed up all slutty like they were older, and then thought they could just fuck with me. They got what they deserve. Taught them a lesson. And now daddy’s pissed.”
Shane stared at him, trying to stay calm. Doesn’t matter that he’s a scumbag, do your job. Do your job.
The man walked a little closer and Ilya tensed, taking half a step. The gun swung towards him.
“Calm it down, don’t fucking move or I will shoot you. FBI man, put your gun down and kick it over here. Then we can talk.”
“I can’t do that Winston, I need you to put it down. Let my friend go, we’ll talk. We’ll figure out who’s after you. That’s who I want. Not you. I can’t touch you, no matter what you did to those girls. You know that. I want whoever’s after you.”
The man’s eyes went to Ilya and didn’t leave. Gave him a slow smile.
“Put your gun down or I will shoot your friend.”
Ilya spoke quietly,
“Shane do not fucking listen to him.”
The man winced when he heard Ilya speak.
“Russian of course, it’s a Russian”
“Gun now FBI or I shoot him. And then I shoot you. You can shoot me if you want, but he’ll still be dead.”
Shane held the gun up and clicked the safety on.
“Shane, do not.”
Ilya’s voice was low and serious.
“I’m not going to let him shoot you Ilya. I’m going to put it down, then we’re going to talk. You’re not in a foreign county Winston, your immunity’s no good here. You kill one of us, you’re done.”
He dropped the gun and Ilya groaned. He looked down to where it was, thankfully Shane hadn’t kicked it away. Yet. He took half a step sideways, trying to gauge where he would land.
Shane took a step back. Ilya’s eyes went to Winston’s. He saw it before it happened. Winston’s eyes widened just a hair, his gaze flicked from Shane to Ilya just as he took a deep breath, his finger tightening.
Ilya’s body dropped to the side just as the man pulled the trigger. His hand landed on Shane’s gun, pulling it up. He heard Shane yell, but his eyes were following Winston as his gun was swinging down to follow him. In one swift movement, he flicked the safety and pulled the trigger twice. Winston dropped his gun and staggered back, crimson blooming on his chest. As much as Ilya wanted to get up and finish him, he just set Shane’s gun on the ground and stood slowly, kicking Winston’s away from him.
Shane crashed into him, his hands pulling at Ilya’s clothes, looking at him, feeling him and then making a strangled sound.
“Shane? I’m sorry. I didn’t know what else to do.”
“Ilya, you’re fucking bleeding.”
“What? No, I’m fine.”
He glanced down at his shirt and sure enough there was blood soaking through the side. The moment he saw it, he felt a burn on the same side under the blood. Yanking his shirt up, he gave out a huff of relief. Looking over at Winston, who had fallen to the ground and wasn’t moving, he grabbed Shane’s chin and forced him to look at him.
“Shane. Breathe. I’m fine. Look. It’s a graze. Just a graze, a big scratch. That’s all.”
He pulled his shirt up again and Shane looked down, still trying to catch his breath. His eyes focused and he nodded, seeing the deep furrow running along Ilya’s side. More than a scratch, but it was just a graze.
*
Shane had recognized Winston as soon as he stepped into the light. Fuck  He’d tried to talk to him, get him to give up his gun, but he seemed so obsessed with Ilya once he heard his accent. He wasn’t listening to Shane at all. When he talked about the girls, Shane had felt sick to his stomach, nearly just wanted to shoot him just to shut him up.
When he’d started threatening Ilya though, Shane had started to panic. There was no way he was going to stand there and let him do it. Despite his misgivings and Ilya’s warning, he’d dropped the gun, but refused to kick it over to the man. Still hoping he could talk him down. He didn’t understand the hatred towards Ilya. Other than the one time he had spoken, Ilya had remained remarkably calm. But the man hated him. Shane assumed it was because the girls were Russian and so to hear a Russian accent set him off. you don’t even know do you 
Ilya hadn’t taken his eyes off Winston, and when he dropped to the ground at the same time the man pulled the trigger, Shane had nearly passed out. His eyes followed Ilya and it was almost in slow motion. His hand landed directly on the gun, as if he’d meant to do it. He swung it up, flipped the safety and pulled the trigger twice. It was the smoothest action Shane had ever seen, and he’d seen a lot of guys shooting. In training at least. He’d registered that Winston had dropped his gun and he knew he should be focusing on making sure it was away. But Ilya had stood and kicked it far from the man, while setting Shane’s gun down on the ground before looking at Shane. That was when panic set in, Shane was pulling at him, looking everywhere and then he saw the blood. No no no no no  But Ilya’s hand gripped his face and made him look. Just a graze. It was just a graze.
He backed up and was trying to breathe, but it wasn’t working, even with Ilya’s calm voice telling him to breathe. How the fuck was he so calm. He reached over to his arm and dug his nails in. Ilya watched him but didn’t say anything. He walked over to check Winston, not touching him, but watching for a moment before coming back and pulling Shane’s hand away from his arm.
“Enough.”
Shane let it drop and took a deep breath, with most of it going in.
“Shane, you need to keep breathing. Please.”
He nodded,
“Yes. I’m ok. I’m ok. Fuck, Ilya, I’m so sorry. You shouldn’t have been involved and now you’re shot.”
“I’m not shot. I’m scratched. It’s nothing. Cleaning and band aid, all good.”
Shane glared at him,
“I think it’s a little more than that.”
Ilya nodded at the man,
“This was your work, I take it.”
“Sort of. Well I guess you heard me. We were expecting someone to try to take him out. That’s my work.”
“I see.”
He walked to Shane and looked at him, trying to memorize every feature.
“Can I kiss you?”
Shane just leaned up and took his lips as an answer. It was a long slow kiss and when Ilya pulled back he smiled softly. 
“Thank you.”
Shane watched him as he walked over to the tree that Winston had been near and sank down, sitting with his back to it.
“Ilya. Are you ok?”
“Yes. Just waiting.”
“For?”
“The police. There are lights going on in that house and that one.”
He nodded to the ones he meant.
“They will be here soon. And when they do, they will likely arrest me.”
“What? No. It was self defense. I’ll tell them.”
Ilya shrugged,
“Maybe. But I used a government agent’s gun to do it, and somehow I think that will not go over well. It might not go over well that I had your gun either. If you need to tell them I took it from you, it’s ok.  It might not stick, I will get good lawyer, but I don’t see any way that I just walk out of here tonight.”
“Ilya, I’m not telling them that. I can..”
“Shane, no. I did it. He was going to shoot me, he hated me for some reason, I don’t even know him. But you know that after he did it, he would have turned on you. I wasn’t going to let that happen. I killed someone you were apparently protecting. I don’t pretend to understand why, if he did the things he said he did. But still. It’s ok. They will arrest me for tonight. I will get good lawyer and hope it is ok. It will be ok. You are right, it was self defense.”
Shane stared at him. He looked over at Winston. Fucking dirtbag rapist  if he gets arrested he might get deported or lose his visa or both  fucking dirtbag  Slowly he walked to where Ilya had been on the ground, scuffing the dirt, making sure he didn’t see any blood there from Ilya. He picked up his gun from where Ilya had set it and walked over to Winston, noticing distantly how closely clustered Ilya's two shots were. He stood looking down at him for a minute, deciding. arrested, deported, visa, gone, no visa  He looked over at Ilya who was just staring at the ground. Turning back to the man on the ground, he made sure to aim at the same spot and he pulled the trigger.
Ilya had flinched and he was staring at Shane now, an unreadable look on his face.
“Shane?”
“Get up.”
“What?”
“Get up. Now. Leave.”
Ilya shook his head.
“No. That’s not how this goes.”
Shane listened to the faint sirens.
“Ilya get the fuck up and go. Please. I’m not taking a chance. This wasn’t your fault. Even if it is self defense, I’m not having you sit in jail for months while they get to a trial or a deal. They won’t let you out on bail because of.. well. You know.”
He did know, but he didn’t care. As long as Shane was safe.
Shane walked over to him and pulled on his arm.
“Get up. Please. Go. Before they get here. I will tell them what happened. They won’t question me when they see my ID and it will be over. GO Ilya. Go take care of your side, get Cliff and leave.”
Ilya stood slowly, staring at Shane.
“Shane. You don’t have to do this. Is my fault.”
“It’s not your fucking fault. He was clearly unhinged towards you for some reason.” you don’t even know do you  The girls he.. The girls were Russian, so he heard your accent and he flipped out. It’s not your fault. You’re right, he probably would have killed both of us. Please just fucking go before it’s too late. If they do a gunpowder residue test, then I’m good now. I don’t think they will. I think they’ll see my ID and just go with whatever I tell them. But please GO.”
The sirens were closer now and Ilya pulled Shane to him, careful to keep his bloody side away from him. He kissed him again before pulling back.
“Ya tebya lyublyu. I’m sorry that I put you in this position.”
“I’m not, the other alternative is you being dead. Now fucking go.”
Ilya nodded and gave another glance at the man lying dead and took off at a jog, ignoring the burn in his side. He headed down the rundown street and cut through one of the yards of an empty house.
Shane watched until he couldn’t see him anymore and then turned and looked at the body on the ground. Sighing, he got his phone out and called Eric.
“We got a problem, I’m a few blocks down from the house, cops will be here soon. I killed Winston.”
He pulled his ID out and stood waiting as the sirens got louder and louder.
*
Ilya was sick. However he saw this going down, it wasn’t what had just happened. He jogged until he reached a small business section and stopped in and bought a souvenir tshirt. The man at the register didn’t even look at him. Outside, he stripped his shirt off, and folded it, holding it against the furrow that was still oozing. He put the new shirt over it, then pressed on the outside and held the bloody shirt to the wound inside. He walked to the corner, waiting for a cab. He texted Cliff while he waited.
Ilya: Sorry to interrupt poker, but we need to leave
Ilya: As in get on a flight and leave
Ilya: Tonight
Ilya: Going to hotel to get stuff
By the time he got to the hotel and walked in, Cliff was there waiting with their stuff ready to go. He took one look at Ilya though and groaned.
“Sit, what the fuck happened.”
Ilya stripped the new shirt off, now stained red also and tossed both of them on the floor. Cliff brought him a wet towel and he cleaned up as best he could. He looked up to find Cliff staring at his side.
“Boss, that’s a, uhhh,”
“Observant as always Marleau. Yes it is. Thankfully that’s all it is. Can you grab me a clean shirt out of my bag please.”
He went to the bathroom and pushed the towel against it hard, trying to get it to stop oozing.
“Fuck”
He gave up and put on the new shirt, he’d figure it out at the airport. Surely they sold duct tape or something there.
“Let’s go. We’ll buy new tickets there.”
At the airport, he paid cash for a new set of tickets for them both. They had about an hour to wait, so he went in search of some sort of tape. Finding duct tape in the very first convenience store, he allowed a small smile. It was good for everything.
He dug another shirt out of his bag and went into the bathroom and taped it to his side, hoping the bleeding wouldn’t soak through.
Cliff was sitting waiting when he got back.
“You gonna tell me what happened?”
He looked around once to be sure no one was even close to them.
“Jobs done. But I didn’t get a picture. I think it will be all over the news soon though, so should be fine.”
“How’d you get to him if Shane and his buddies were watching the house.”
Ilya sat there thinking about Shane for a moment. He had truly been astonished at the man’s decision. It made him love him all the more for it though. He hoped that it didn’t cause a spiral while he wasn’t here to take care of him.
“I was with Shane. He was there.”
“What the fuck?”
He kept his voice very low even though there was no one even remotely close to them.
“We went for a walk after dinner, the fucking guy was following Shane. He’d seen him or us at the casino, saw Shane and his co worker at the house, wanted to know who the fuck we were. Pulled a gun. Got a hard on for me, which was a little unusual to be honest. Marleau, it was almost.. almost like he knew who I was. Shane is taking it because I’m Russian and the girls were Russian so he just assumes. Maybe that’s all it was. I don’t know. He kept threatening to shoot me, got Shane to put down his gun. He took a shot at me, I took Shane’s gun and killed him.”
“And now you’re here… where is Shane.”
“Taking care of the police I assume.”
“You’re not there how?”
Ilya stared at him for a long time, swallowing hard finally.
“I told him that I would be arrested, that it was fine, I’d get a lawyer, could hopefully get out of it. He decided that was unacceptable, that I would sit in jail without bail until I got my visa yanked or just for months because they wouldn’t give me bail until I finally got out from self defense trial. He went over and shot Winston again so that he’d have powder on his hand. He told me to leave. Ordered me to leave. Eventually I did.”
He looked away and held his hand over his side.
“I didn’t know what to do Marleau. He was going to shoot me. If he had shot me, he would have turned on Shane. So I just reacted. When he realized that I wasn’t kidding about going to jail, he reacted. If he lets guilt sink in, it could be a problem. I don’t know. But we need to get out of town. He seems to think he can flash his ID and just get of everything, which if true, makes me wonder who the fuck he really works for. Not that it matters I guess.”
Their flight was called for boarding and he shook his head as they stood up.
“We can talk about it more later. I’m tired.”
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  Shane had waited for the police, letting his mind remember specific things the man had said. Most of it had been nonsense. When the police arrived, he stood with his hands up until they came over and took his ID. It didn’t take long before they were falling over themselves in cooperation. After explaining what had happened, which was the truth, minus one extra person who was no longer there, it was done. He had no doubt that if Ilya had been here it would not have gone nearly so smoothly. They wanted someone to blame and it certainly wasn’t going to be Shane. But they’d have latched onto him and hung on for dear life. Shane wasn’t sorry at all for what he’d done. you don't even know do you  By the time things were wrapped up at the scene, hours had passed. Shane was tired.
He wasn’t looking forward to talking to Lt. Gen. Miller. He figured that was not going to go as easily as the local police department. He didn’t have long to wait. He had just gotten out of the shower when his phone started going crazy. Finally picking up, he winced at the yelling, holding the phone away from his ear.
“Hollander, what the hell happened? You were supposed to be following, watching. Not freaking taking him out yourself.”
“I know Sir, I’m sorry. I didn’t have much of a choice. It turned into me or him, and no offense, but I’ll pick me every time.”
“No no, I understand, but what happened?”
“We checked out a few places he frequents and then set up camp near his house. I walked to dinner, was coming back and he followed me. Pulled a gun. He was very unstable, sir. Hands shaking, rambling on about trying to kill him. I tried to tell him that I wasn’t here for that, but he didn’t care. I felt my life was in danger, so I did what I had to do.”
“Impressively, I might add. I saw the photos. Nice cluster of shots in a stressful situation. You’ve clearly been putting in time at the range.”
“Yes sir, thank you” no fucking way I could have shot that smoothly  “I’m sorry it didn’t go the way we hoped sir. But at least you have a couple of the accounts tagged.”
“We’ll be waiting. Someday something will go right for us. You may as well go home, nothing else to do there. Somewhere in that city, someone is thanking you for doing their job for them”
“Yes sir. I’m sorry sir. I’ll be in touch.”
He sat on the bed, looking at the phone, trying to make sense of things in his head. He replayed the entire day over, watching it as if it were his own personal movie. Ilya in Las Vegas. Meeting his client. Having dinner. Winston coming out from behind them. Ilya not even flinching. you brought it to my door  So calm. Dropping to the ground. Gunshot. One move two shots. So fucking calm. Bleeding. Not worried about bleeding. Waiting for the police. Still so calm. Waiting to be arrested and so calm. you don’t even know do you  He rubbed his eyes. He stood and took his gun from the case he traveled with. He unloaded it and checked the chamber, making sure it was empty. Then checking to be sure the safety was on, he laid it on the bed next to him as he stared at it. Reaching for it smoothly, he clicked the safety off as he was aiming at the mirror and pulled the trigger. It took far longer than it had taken Ilya. He did it again. And again. Still not even close. It wasn’t easy to flick the safety off, pull the gun up to aim and pull the trigger fast twice. Even had he managed it, he could see the way his hand moved after the first shot. No way his shots would be on top of each other. Ilya had done it while dropping to the ground also. Fuck. He reloaded the gun and put it away.
Laying back on the bed, his mind wandered back to things Ilya had told him. He knew his training far surpassed Shane’s. Shane wasn’t even military. He’d been forced to do a lot of firearm training for his job, but in no way was he an expert. He supposed if he’d gone to military school as a child and then even more specialized training, he might be that good also. Probably explained the calmness also. He’d seen that scary bored look a few times himself and knew it was just when Ilya was shutting himself away. If he’d lived that way for years, it was probably second nature. He’d also told Shane he was a very good shot. He hadn’t been kidding. It wasn’t like he was far from the target, but to drop, grab the gun, flick the safety, and put two shots on top of each other was still an impressive feat. 
Shane groaned, not sure why he was even dwelling on it. It was over. It had been Winston or Ilya and Shane wasn’t sorry the man was dead. He wasn’t. Which is why he’d done what he did. There was no way he was letting Ilya sit in jail even one night. Not over that at least. He could admit to himself that it was a little jarring to watch his boyfriend kill someone and not even blink an eye though. Shane had shot someone once. He’d been a wreck for weeks. Months probably.
“Fuck off Shane. Not the same.”
He spoke the words outloud. It was completely different. He had to remember that. Remember that Ilya had grown up in a completely different environment. That’s what they taught children. CHILDREN. How to kill and not blink an eye. How to kill. How to kill. How to kill. Shane would have broken before he was 20. He tried to count years from what he remembered Ilya telling him. His dad sent him to school when his mom died. So he was 12. Four years of normal military school. Three more years of his elite training. So 7 years of training. How to fight. How to kill. Then another 3 years of whatever the fuck he did for the military while he was there. 10 years. Learning to be calm. Learning to put his emotions away. How to kill. Shane didn’t even want to think about it. In the meantime, getting beat and cigarettes put out on him and knife scars on his back. He wasn’t sure how Ilya was actually still a functioning person honestly.
“FUCK”
What the fuck was wrong with him. The guy was a scumbag, his boyfriend had killed him. It was Ilya or him. Ilya or him. Then Shane had lied. Again. He’d lied about their relationship. He’d lied about who killed Winston. For Ilya. No. For himself. He did it because he was selfish. He didn’t want to lose Ilya. Ilya had not asked him to lie. He just did it. He never lied. But he did. For Ilya. Who had not asked him to. He’d killed a man to protect himself and Shane and he had not asked him to lie. He’d been willing to go sit in jail and put his trust in a lawyer. Probably a very good lawyer. He could afford it. But he hadn’t asked. He hadn’t asked Shane to lie about their relationship either. He hadn’t asked. He’d been willing to let Shane go. But Shane had lied. More than once now. For himself. That made it worse. He did it because he was selfish. Lied. He was a liar. Lied. How to kill. Too calm. Not his fault. They made him that way. Lied. Shane was a liar. you brought it right to my door you don't even know do you too calm liar
He took a breath, realized what was happening. His emotions were high and his adrenaline was wearing off. It was normal to be rattled. Normal. Liar. He was a liar. Breathe. One two three four in, hold, one two three four, out  He could see the mirror. The bed, the bathroom door, the tv, his suitcase. He could feel the bedspread. He took a breath and choked. Not now. Please please please. He remembered last time. He picked up the phone, and hit the call button before he was too far gone. He was already too far gone. Lied. Liar. Please answer please. One two three four in, hold, one two three four out  Liar. Selfish. Ilya had saved them and not asked him to lie. His fault. Liar. please answer please you don’t even know do you
A sleepy voice answered,
“Shane, moya lyubov. Did things go ok?”
“Please talk. Just talk. Please. Need you to talk.”
He took a breath and choked, coughing.
The voice was instantly soothing, not sleepy anymore.
“Shane, take a breath. Little one. You remember. Do it for me now. Little breath. You’re ok. I’m here. Do you hear me? Take a breath, I want to hear it. Where are you, can you tell me? Are you somewhere safe? Breathe Shane. Right now. One breath, I want to hear it.”
Shane nodded even though no one was there. He tried to take a very small breath. It didn’t go in. He coughed, closed his eyes, tried another small breath. Choked out the word,
“Hotel”
“Ok good. Good. Little breaths. Are you on the bed? Can you get on the bed please? Or somewhere comfortable. Breathe for me. You’re ok. I promise. If I was there, I would hold you. I would kiss your forehead. I would stroke your back and tell you to breathe. Do it for me right now, I want you to take breath right fucking now.”
He did. He coughed but it went in. He curled up on his side and tried to take another.
“That’s so good Shane. Do it again. Please. I like to hear you breathe. Right next to me. It makes me so happy. Take another breath please, be a good boy for me.”
He took another small one. Liar. Lied. He pushed the thoughts away and took another, coughed, but not as bad.
“Please don’t stop.”
His words were hoarse, but they were words. Coherent.
Ilya talked. Every few seconds, he would tell him to breathe. But he talked. He told stories. About his mother. About his brother when they were little. Told him to breathe. He didn’t stop talking. He talked about meeting Shane at hockey camp. How nervous he had been because his English was so bad. Breathe Shane. How Shane had made it fun. He hated leaving. Going back to Russia. He’d thought about Shane, thought they would play together in the NHL one day. Breathe. Told him about Svetlana and him playing. He would pull her hair and she would tattle on him. No dessert for him. Breathe. He would get so mad. Dessert was his favorite, even back then.
Shane lay there, his eyes on the phone, finally calming after who knows how long. He took slow, shallow breaths as he listened to Ilya talk. He smiled sometimes, his eyes blinking as he realized he was tired. It was the middle of the morning, but he just wanted to sleep after having been up all night.
“M’okay now I think. I’m sorry if I woke you up. Know you just got home.”
“I’m not sorry. Go to sleep if you can, please kotik. I will talk to you until you do.”
He started off on another story and Shane closed his eyes and focused on his voice. Deep in his head somewhere he heard it. Liar. Shaking his head while he drifted off, he talked back to himself this time and shoved it away. Would do it again. Every time.
*
Ilya and Cliff had made it home and Ilya was trying to figure out what to do about his side. The furrow left in his skin was deep enough that he thought it might need attention. He called Jake, but got no answer, not really surprising. He showered and hissed the entire time, trying to keep the water off it, and not succeeding. FUCK, it stung.
Drying off, he dug around and found the wound wash spray that Cliff had bought and brought back from his adventure in Paris. He sprayed some on a few gauze pads and just taped it over the long gash. It would have to be good enough. Just another scar. When he died, it would be easy to identify him he supposed.
He got on his laptop and emailed Sergeev that it was done. Didn’t have a picture, but the Las Vegas news should have it soon. Deleted the email address. Cliff had gone downstairs to go to bed, so Ilya decided to do the same. They’d gotten on a plan around 2am Las Vegas time, so it was early morning by the time they got home. He fell into bed and checked to be sure he didn’t have any messages from Shane. Dropping the phone on the bed next to his pillow, he was almost asleep when it buzzed. He groaned and nearly ignored it, but picked it up to check who it was. Seeing it was Shane, he answered it, his eyes closing again as he asked him,
“Shane, moya lyubov. Did things go ok?”
“Please talk. Just talk. Please. Need you to talk”
He heard the panic in the soft voice and then the sound of a sharp inhale along with coughing and choking. He sat up, instantly awake. No no no, not now, he couldn’t get to him, FUCK  He knew there was no way Shane was home yet, which meant he was still in Vegas somewhere unable to breath.
He immediately made his voice as calm as he could and started talking. Every time he would hear an inhale and a choking cough, he would close his eyes and try not to scream. Calm. He needed to stay calm. He didn’t even realize that the hand that wasn’t holding the phone was digging into his side. When he eventually did minutes later, he yanked it away and fisted it into the blanket instead.
He told stories. Anything he could think of. Mostly from when he was younger, those were really the only happy stories he could tell Shane. He had other happy memories, but he couldn’t be bothered to try and filter them into what was acceptable to say and what wasn’t, so he stuck with childhood. He told him about his mother. About Alexei when they used to get along. Svetlana, when they were inseparable. The longer he talked, the better Shane sounded. He just kept going. Eventually when Shane managed to say he thought he was ok, he tried to apologize for bothering him. Ilya wanted to yell at him that he was never bothering him, but he managed to keep that to himself. He told Shane to go to sleep and that he would keep talking until he did.
Eventually when he stopped talking and listened, he heard only the occasional steady breath. He smiled and whispered things to him that he would never say while he was awake, before finally hanging up.
He lay back on the bed, dropping the phone next to him. This is what he had been afraid of. It was his fault and he had just left him there. To deal with it alone. He got out of bed and paced around the room. He walked to the living room, looked around. Came back. Went into the bathroom, stared in the mirror, walked away before he did something stupid like hit it. He had been tired, but he was amped up now. Needed something. Felt his skin crawling, buzzing. Wasn’t going down that hole today. Wasn’t. He dressed and checked his bandage before he wet his hair down, putting product over them, spending some time to make the curls look nice. He got his knife, which he had finally retrieved from Cliff’s apartment and strapped it to his ankle, pulling his pant leg down over it. He grabbed another small packet from the safe and shoved it into his pocket. He wasn’t sure he’d be going anywhere unarmed any more.
He walked out the door of his apartment and took his Porsche, the itching in his skin getting worse. He drove for a while, before he pulled into a campus lot, got out of the car and leaned against it, smoking. He thought about what he was doing and tried to talk himself out of it. Not yet. He overruled himself though. He got the occasional look, smiles and waves from the girls who walked by. He smiled charmingly at them, giving a few a wink just to make them blush.
When the cigarette was done, he dropped it on the ground,making sure it was out. The buzzing had intensified. He wandered off towards the edge of campus where there was a coffeeshop. He watched people as he walked, when suddenly he perked up. The woman was pretty, tall, slender, athletic. Dark hair, dark eyes. She was lovely. She came striding out of the coffee shop, throwing her hair over her shoulder as she waved at someone inside. Just as she turned back, she ran into him, jostling both of them, and she actually dropped a book she’d been carrying. He smiled and reached for it at the same time as she did, their hands touching before she pulled back and let him pick it up. He straightened, several inches taller than her. She looked up at him and his lips curled up as he looked down at her and spoke. 
“I’m so sorry. It was entirely my fault.”
She looked up at his eyes and was immediately his. Girls were so easy. He pulled his lower lip in, letting his teeth graze over it as he pushed the curls out of his eyes. he really did need a haircut  He held the book out, the only real way she had to take it was to touch his fingers, which she did, letting her hand linger. He stared into her eyes and let his tongue peek out at the corner of his lips as she finally pulled the book back, a small stain of pink coming over her cheeks.
Her voice was musical, containing a slight trace of an accent.
“No, no. It was me. I wasn’t looking where I was going at all. Can you forgive me?”
His smile grew a little wider as he gazed at her.
“Hmmm, I’m not sure, you might have to make it up to me.”
She gave a soft laugh as she looked away, flipping her hair over her shoulder again as she tucked the book against her chest. Her eyes came slowly back to him and her lips parted as she looked at him.
“Are you new? I don’t think I’ve seen you.”
He nodded, running a hand through his curls,
“Yep, transfer. Russian Lit.”
“Oh my god. I TA for that class. We’ll totally be seeing each other.”
“Can’t wait. I’m Dimitri, but my friends like Dima.”
She smiled, her face lighting up as she did.
“Hi Dima, I’m just assuming we’re going to be great friends. Hope you don’t mind. I’m Ana. So about that forgiveness. Maybe we can have a drink? To talk about it?”
He smiled at her,
“Ana. That’s beautiful. A drink. It’s barely past lunch Ana. Are you a day drinker?”
His voice was teasing and he bit his lip again.
She nodded as she giggled,
“Don’t tell anyone.”
“Well then by all means, lead the way.”
She took his hand and pulled him along, her hips swaying. She glanced up at him once and looked thoughtful. Her voice was shy but playful as she told him,
“I actually live off campus. Do you have a car?”
He gave her a smoldering, slow smile.
“As a matter of fact I do.”
Her eyes lit up as he walked to the Porsche and held the door open for her.
“Wow. Nice ride.”
He grinned,
“Yeah, it gets me where I need, makes me look good on the way.”
As she slid into the seat, she looked up at him from under her long lashes.”
“I don’t think you need any help with that.”
He smiled and shut the door, walking around to the driver’s seat and getting in.
She surprised him then, leaning over and pressing her lips against his for just a brief chaste kiss before pulling back and telling him the address.
He drove, a little flashier than he normally would. Nevermind, no, it wasn’t. It was his normal driving. He watched her hand as it came over and rested on his thigh. He dropped his hand to cover hers and stared out at the road. They arrived at a nice apartment building that thankfully was not an upscale newer one. He still kept his head down as he let her take his hand and pull him inside. He did the same in the elevator and when she finally opened a door, motioning him inside, he relaxed a little.
He looked around and gave her a grin,
“Nice place. You live alone?”
She was kicking her shoes off,
“MMmmm hmmm, would hate to have a roommate. My dad pays, so I don’t have to work at least.”
He nodded and followed her to the kitchen.
“What do you want to drink? Beer? Whiskey? Vodka?”
“Whatever you’re having will be fine.”
She poured two glasses of vodka, bringing them to him and sliding one to him.
“Vodka for the big strong sexy Russian man who I need to forgive me”
He smiled and picked it up, taking a sip.
She stepped up to him and ran her finger down his chest.
“You know I’m not usually so forward Dima, but there’s something about you that I just can’t resist.”
He licked his lips as he watched her finger and murmured,
“Yes, I get that a lot.”
Her hand playfully smacked him, nearly hitting his bandaged side.
“I bet.”
She leaned up and kissed the side of his neck before pulling back.
“So maybe we can work on the forgiveness part? In the bedroom?”
He took another sip of vodka and let his gaze run up and down her slowly.
“Mmmm, maybe so. But you know what I really like, Ana? What really turns me on?”
She was practically bouncing in anticipation.
“What?”
“Lingerie. I love little lacy things dripping down pretty curves.”
“Ohhh, well do I have the thing for you then. Give me a minute and I’ll see if I can’t find something you’ll like.”
He nodded as she skipped off to what he assumed was her bedroom. He stared up at the ceiling for a moment and took a deep breath. Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out the packet he’d grabbed from the safe, and ripped it open. Dumped it in her vodka. He walked into the kitchen and got a spoon, stirring the drink up until nothing was visible. He rinsed the spoon and put it back, returning to his spot, leaning against the counter.
When she returned, he had to admit she looked stunning. Black barely there lace covering only the important bits, her tan skin smooth and perfect. He let his eyes drop half closed and his voice got that little purr,
“Ohh yes. That’s exactly what I like. I think we’re going to get along just fine. Come here.”
She came and pressed herself against him and he picked up her glass, handing it to her before taking his.
“To forgiveness Ana.”
He drank the rest of his and watched her gulp hers down before handing him the glass back. He smiled at her and stood up away from the counter.
“May I use your bathroom Ana? Before this party starts.”
She nodded and pointed to a door near the bedroom. He went in and stood there against the wall, glancing at the time. Just waiting. He waited as long as he could until she was probably getting restless, finally taking a deep breath and going out. He liked girls. He didn’t know why he was having a hard time with this. Maybe because every time she fucking touched him, he thought of Shane. few more minutes, that’s all. a few minutes 
It really didn’t even take that. He actually was concerned that maybe he’d given her too much. He didn’t really have any experience with the drug. He’d never needed it. A few smiles and winks and girls would fall over him, as clearly evidenced by the woman who’d brought him to her apartment with no thought whatsoever and dressed up for him, despite not even knowing him. He came up beside her and she wobbled as she turned to him, giggling.
“I think maybe the vodka got to me.”
Her voice was slurring and her eyes were blinking.
“Come on beautiful, let’s go to bed.”
He pulled her to the bedroom, helping her onto her bed, crawling up next to her and just watching. It only took another minute or two and she was gone. He’d clearly used too much. Hopefully not so much as to cause her actual distress. He pulled the knife out of his pant leg and set it on the bed next to him, while he moved up behind her. She was pliant, but dead to the world as he arranged her between his legs, her back leaning against his chest. He pulled out his phone and held it out like to take a selfie. Took one and glanced at it before adjusting her angle against him. He checked a few more photos until he was satisfied. Reaching over he picked up the knife, which was a wicked looking tactical blade and positioned it strategically under her bra, between her breasts. He snapped a picture of it there, moved it a little and took another one. He then actually cut her bra and bared her chest, but put the hand with the knife in it over the bare skin so that there was nothing crude visible, just his hand cupping her, the knife resting gently against her skin.
He moved to her neck then, pulling her head back so her long neck was visible, the knife laying across it, barely touching her, took another. Then just for his amusement, he ran the blade along the inside of his palm, just barely cutting a small spot. He squeezed his hand together until a few droplets were gathered and held his hand over the woman’s neck, letting them drip. He thought about kissing her neck near the blood for the picture but really wanted no part of his face in the picture, so just dragged the tip of the knife through the droplets instead, taking the final picture. He slid through them on his phone, deciding he was satisfied. 
He slid out from behind the woman, deciding to snap one more photo so that it was clear she was in her own place. He grabbed a kleenex from her night stand and wiped his blood from her. Stuffed the kleenex in his pocket. He leaned across the bed and arranged her in what he hoped was a comfortable sleeping position before pulling a blanket up over her. He walked out and into the kitchen, washing both their glasses with soap before drying them and putting them away. He grabbed a cloth and carefully wiped up anything that he could think of that he might have touched, including the bathroom. He looked back in the bedroom, and she hadn’t moved. He shoved the phone in his pocket and whispered to her,
“I’m sorry.”
Once home, he walked into his apartment and walked straight to the bathroom, vomiting over and over until there was nothing left. When he stood and stared at himself for a while, he found that he couldn’t. Didn’t want to see his own face. He turned the shower on until it was scalding. Walking in, he scrubbed his skin so hard it was nearly raw, wanting every memory of her touch off of him.
He eventually got out and dressed, walking in and logging onto his laptop. He sent himself the pictures, deleted them off his phone, and then retrieved them on his secure mail. He typed the strongly worded email quickly and attached all the photos, pressing send before he could think about it. If the pictures and the threat to the rest of his children didn’t get the man out of Russia, then Ilya would have to go to him. He hoped it wouldn’t come to that though. He left the email address existing, hoping he would get a response. 
“Sergei Mikhailov. Sergei Medvedev. Who knows that’s your real name. Not many I’d wager. Is that why you want a war? Because he knows. Jokes on both of you I guess. Come out and play please.”
He settled onto the couch, and found himself rubbing his neck again where she had kissed him, almost wanting to take another shower.
“FUCK OFF.”
What the hell was wrong with him. He stood and opened his freezer, pulling out his good bottle of vodka. He retreated back to the couch and sat down, turning on the tv, and drinking straight from the bottle.
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This entire Chapter is Ilya centric. Shane gets home in the first tiny part, but then it's all Ilya. Shane will get a chapter soon. For better or worse.

Chapter title is from A Good Song Never Dies by Saint Motel


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Shane woke a few hours later, his head a little foggy as he looked around. Remembering, he saw his phone lying next to him and he gave it a small smile. He stretched and realized he was in his clothes. On the bed. He sighed and got up, stripping to shower, folding his clothes neatly and leaving them on the corner of the bed. Once cleaned, he redressed and packed his things. He wanted out of this horrible city. Never wanted to come here again if he could help it. He didn’t have a return flight booked, but he’d go to the airport and hope he could find one heading back soon.
He was in luck and there was a flight leaving in the next hour, he booked it and immediately went to the security office to check his gun. Once on the plane, while they were waiting for take off, he texted Ilya.
Shane: My hero, saving the day again, thank you
Shane: Apparently I need to just have you follow me around
Shane: For all these times I can’t seem to breath
Shane: I’ll be home late, will talk to you tomorrow
Shane: I’m not sorry by the way. No regrets, would do it again
He put his phone away and thought about what he’d sent, and realized he meant it. Maybe his little meltdown earlier had gotten it all out of his system. He hoped so. He tried to sleep, but as usual, it just wasn’t going to happen on the plane. He collected his gun and his bag once he’d landed and took a cab home. His sleep was so off schedule, that he just took a shower and went to bed, hoping that he could sleep until morning.
*
Cliff walked in mid-evening and stopped short as he saw Ilya on the couch. His eyes were red and he was holding a bottle, with no glass in sight. Ilya just waved at him.
“Boss? You doing ok there?”
“Never fucking better Marleau. Drink?”
He waved the bottle at him.
Cliff took it and shook his head as he looked at it, sitting what was left on the table.
“I think you’ve about killed it boss. Did you drink this whole bottle? This is your good bottle from the freezer isn’t it?”
“Mmmm, it was yes. I will go get another one soon.”
“By go, I hope you know you aren’t driving anywhere tonight.”
Ilya laughed, a harsh broken laugh.
“You think you could stop me?”
Cliff stared at him and slowly shook his head.
“No. But I think you would have to seriously injure me to do it, and I hope. I hope that you wouldn't do that.”
Ilya stared at him and then shrugged.
“You know I would not.”
Cliff thought he knew, but something in Ilya’s tone was off. 
“So what’s going on? What’s brought on your drinking binge, shouldn’t you be sleeping? Did you sleep at all?”
“Nope. I was going to bed. Shane had panic attack. After he calmed down, I was on edge, so I went out.”
“Shane is here? He’s home already?”
Ilya shook his head and laughed, that harsh laugh again.
“No. He is still in Vegas. Alone. Where I left him. To not breathe all alone. Can you hand me that bottle please?”
Cliff wanted to argue, but there was only a drink or two left, so didn't really see the point. He handed the bottle to Ilya and watched him drain the rest and drop the bottle on the floor.
Sitting in the armchair he looked at Ilya for a while.
“What’s going on Ilya. Something happen besides Shane?”
“Hmm, besides Shane. Let’s see. I killed someone in front of him. No that’s Shane. I left him alone to have a panic attack. No that’s still Shane. Oh. Right. I went at Medvedev’s daughter.”
Cliff made a choking sound.
“What the hell? What do you mean you went at her? You fucking killed her?”
“No, don’t be silly. I need her father here. To do that I needed a little bit of… mmmm, I don’t know word. I needed to threaten her.”
“You just went? We haven’t checked her place out, done any surveillance, that seems a little risky Ilya. Not like you at all.”
“I needed to get out. I was on edge. So I just did it. I knew where she goes to school, where she eats lunch. It’s fine. It was fine. I flirted, she took me back to her place, I drugged her. I took pictures. Easy.”
Cliff closed his eyes and rubbed them, trying to not scream at him.
“Ilya please. Tell me you’re joking. Please.”
“Ok, I’m joking.”
Cliff sighed,
“You’re not though are you. You did all that.”
“Of course. It was easy. I felt bad though. Came home threw up. Took a shower because she touched me and she wasn’t Shane. I think there’s something wrong with me Marleau.”
“Stop. What did you drug her with, what do you mean you took pictures, and she touched you? Ilya please. Explain. Slowly.”
“Marleau stop yelling at me. So loud. Do we have more vodka? Ok. I went to her school. I went to her lunch spot. I waited for her to come outside. I flirted. She flirted back. It took like 2 minutes for her to invite back to her place. Fucking easy.”
He stood and walked unsteadily to the kitchen, digging around and finding his shit bottle of vodka. Shrugging he brought it back with him anyway and dropped back onto the couch with it.
“We got to her place. She made us drinks. She went to put on lingerie, I drugged her drink. The little packet from safe. She passed out. I took photos of her in lingerie with my knife at her throat. See, easy. She will not remember. She will probably wake up and think we had great fucking sex.”
He opened the bottle and took a long drink.
“Then I came home and threw up. And washed her kiss off me. And then sent an email to her father in Russia, telling him that if he wasn’t here within the month to talk that she would be dead. As would her brother. And her other sister. And that it did no good to try and hide them, I would find them.”
Cliff was trying to follow his words, but they were fast and sometimes slurred and he just wanted to go back to sleep and maybe this would be a nightmare. He sighed and held his hand out for the bottle, which Ilya easily gave up.
“And her father is Medvedev?”
“Yes Sergei Medvedev. Oh. You probably know his other name. Sergei Mikhailov.”
“Oh for fucks sake. You’ve literally killed us.”
Ilya scoffed,
“No.”
“Ilya, I need you to sleep this off. We can talk in the morning, ok?”
“No.”
“Ilya please. I know that you’re upset about what happened in Vegas. I know you’re upset Shane had a panic attack and you weren’t there. But we need to calm down and take a step back. Get things back to normal. Do things like normal.”
Ilya nodded slowly.
“You are right. Of course.
Cliff narrowed his eyes at the other man.
“So you will go to bed? I’ll come back in the morning and we can figure out what we need to do.”
“Yes.”
“Ilya, I mean it. You promise?”
“I will go to bed. We will talk tomorrow.”
Cliff stood slowly,
“Please go to bed Ilya. We need to figure this out, when you’re a little more yourself. You haven’t slept in over 24 hours, you drank an entire bottle of vodka, and you did part of a job with absolutely no preparation. Get some rest and we’ll talk tomorrow.”
“Ok.”
With a last look behind him, Cliff left, standing in the hall and closing his eyes until the elevator arrived, not sure how to fix whatever was wrong.
Ilya waited a few minutes. Looked at the bottle of vodka. Picked at a piece of lint on the knee of his pants. Thought about Ana and nearly got ill again.
“Fuck.”
He stood and took a step towards the bedroom. He knew in his head that Cliff was right. He also hated being told what to do. He spun towards the door, grabbed his keys and left. He got to his Porsche and opened the door. He stood there for a moment and closed it again, running his hand along the roof. Spinning on his heel, he went back into the lobby and waved at the doorman.
“Phil, could you call a cab for me please?”
“Of course Mr. Rozanov. Right away.”
It didn’t take long before the car was there and Ilya climbed in, telling the driver where to go. They made the first stop and he asked the man to wait while he ran into the store. Coming back, he got back in and leaned back against the seat. The cab driver dropped him where he wanted and he walked slowly, watching the sky as it turned from twilight to dusk. He walked into the park until he reached the turtle pond. He sat the bag on the empty bench and promptly lay down by the water, dropping his hand in and slapping the water. Laughing as it splashed all over him. He lay there, like last time, but yet not. He was not in a rage this time. He didn’t know what he was. He knew Cliff was right. He did. But some part of him just didn’t care. He wasn’t honestly sure he cared about anything anymore. Except Shane. He loved him. But he couldn’t take care of him. He’d proven that. He needed to let him go. Let him be happy. His hand slapped the water again and he smiled as the drops flew up in the air and dissipated. He wanted to be done. He would burn everything down around him, Sergeev, Medvedev, Alexei, Daniil. And then when it was done and he knew Shane was safe… he could just… be like the water and disappear into nothing.
He closed his eyes, satisfied with his thoughts. He would fix it all. One way or the other.
“Mr. killer man, you are in my bedroom again.”
His eyes opened slowly and he turned his head to see the homeless man on the bench again.
“Andy. I was hoping you would be here.”
“Oh yeah? That guy that says I stole his blanket paid you to kill me? I didn’t realize I was that bad.”
Ilya’s lips curved into a smile, the first one that had been real all day. He sat up and then stood slowly, brushing off his pants and walking to the bench.
“May I sit with you?”
“Does this bench look like it got Andy written on it anyway? Sit wherever you want. You don’t look any better than the last time you was here.”
“I don’t feel any better either, Andy. But I brought you a gift.”
He pulled the bag up and pulled out two bottles of whiskey, one that was the same as Andy had last time, and one a much better one.
“One for us to drink right now, one for you to take with you.”
“Well my goodness Mr. killer man, you done brought gifts. I got nothing for you today though.”
“Oh but you do Andy. I want to talk. Will you let me talk to you?”
“I got nowhere to be, talk the night away.”
Ilya gestured to the whiskey,
“Which one shall we drink now?”
Andy pointed at the nicer one,
“I never had that one, I bet it’s smooth.”
“Oh it is, it is. Here have the first drink.”
Ilya opened it and handed the man the bottle. Watching him take a small sip and smile, the smile lighting up his face until he looked younger and lighter.
“Good yes?”
“Very good. Alright, talk away.”
Ilya nodded and took a drink before handing it back.
“I kill people. I told you this, yes?”
“You did. I didn’t believe you.”
“Well it’s true Andy. It’s what I was taught to do and I’m very fucking good at it. My boyfriend, oh wait, does it bother you that I like men? I like women too if that helps.”
“No more than it bothers me that you kill people. Go ahead.”
“My boyfriend works for the government. He chases assassins. He chases me. He doesn’t know that though. We are like fucking movie Andy. I stay one step ahead by lying. All the fucking time. He hates to lie and he has to because of me. All I do is lie to him. It makes me sick. I hate myself.”
He took a drink and stared up at the sky for a moment, finally continuing,
“My brother. He is bad guy. My ex-boss is bad guy. They threaten to kill my boyfriend if I do not do jobs for them. I’m tired, Andy. I don’t want to do jobs anymore. I have been killing people for almost 8 years and learning how to do it longer than that. But they threaten him, so I do it. If I say no, they nearly kill me. So now. I make a bargain with ex boss. Leave my boyfriend alone. I will do a big job for him. But to do big job is against a very very powerful man. My hope is to pit them against each other. To take one of them out. To take my brother out. His friends. All of them.”
He took another drink and Andy was just staring at him.
He smiled at the man,
“You are sorry now that you said I could talk aren’t you Andy.”
“No. Do you have a name? You can tell me a fake one if you want, I won’t be offended.”
Another drink and a long stare later,
“My name is Ilya. Real name. No pretending here.” 
‘Well Ilya. No offense, but you sound kind of fucked if you ask me.”
Ilya nodded and smiled,
“So very fucked Andy.”
They talked for the next few hours. Ilya mostly, but Andy shared a few things also. When the bottle was nearly empty and Ilya was running out of energy, Andy finally told him.
“Ilya. You seem like a nice guy. It sucks that you are in the situation you are in. You did some bad shit and there’s no getting past it. But I don't think you are bad. I think in your head, you think you are. And I think that you think, in your head, that no one can actually love you because of all the bad that you’ve done. I don’t think that’s true. I think your boyfriend loves you. And I think you deserve him to love you. You need to tell yourself that. Every fucking morning. You deserve it. I don’t care what you heard your whole life from assholes. I’m not an asshole, Ilya. I’m telling you that you deserve to be happy.”
Ilya just stared at him, blinking slowly.
“But Ilya. I’mma be honest with you. I think you deserve it. But I don’t see how it happens. Not with this boyfriend. I don’t know how you can get past what you have to get past. I hope I’m wrong though.”
He nodded at the man, finally giving him a small smile.
“You are probably right. But I will try. Miracles happen sometimes I hear.”
He stood slowly and looked down,
“Andy. What did you do with the money I left in the jacket? I thought maybe you would be staying at a hotel. Or somewhere better than a park bench.”
“Nah. I gave it away.”
Ilya cocked his head and looked at him.
“You gave it away. All of it?”
“No, I kept enough to buy a meal and a bottle of whiskey. The rest I gave away to people at the homeless shelter. Sometimes they get full up on cold nights. So I gave everyone a little so they could buy some food.”
“I see. And is there anything you need? Anything I can get you?”
“Nope. You gave me something tonight already.”
“It’s just whiskey Andy, I mean something else.”
“I didn’t mean the whiskey Ilya. You said that Ilya is your real name. You trusted me with that. That’s a gift. Nobody trusted me for a long time. Nobody talked to me in a long time other than to say get off our property, don’t go through that trash. So you’ve given me a lot. I hope my babbling might have helped you a little. You’re carrying a lot for someone so young. I think you forget how young you actually are. Most guys your age are going out to bars, acting stupid. Not you. You’ve lived a whole fucking life already. But I am thankful that I was here to listen. Maybe it’ll help you.”
“I can get you an apartment. Get you off the street. Give you a job. Or not. You don’t have to work. I can get you off the street though. If you want.”
The man smiled up at him, shaking his head.
“See. Don’t tell me you’re a bad man Ilya. You’re not. You just offered a drunk homeless man an apartment with no strings. But no. I’m good out here. If I wasn’t out here, I’d have never met you. Never got to hear how strong you are. Maybe someone else will come along someday that needs me to tell them that also. Maybe you can just come say hi once in a while, sit and talk like today. It was nice.”
Ilya nodded at him.
“It was nice. Thank you for listening.”
He reached in his pocket and pulled out an envelope that he’d brought with him.
“Here. For you. Or the people at the shelter. Whatever you want to do with it.”
Andy hesitated for a moment, but then took the envelope.
“Thank you. I’ll help more people with it. You take care, Ilya. I’ll see you again sometime.”
Ilya stared at him for a moment and then turned and left.  
It was nearly 5am when he got home. He showered and ate some toast, his stomach full of acid from so much alcohol. He texted Cliff that he was just now going to sleep and that he’d see him in late afternoon or evening. That he was sorry. He saw Shane's text and just replied that he loved him and would see him soon.
He climbed under the blanket in his bed and pulled up the folder that he saved pictures of Shane in. He swiped through them, stopping on the very first one Shane had sent him. Standing by the balcony in his apartment, light shining in on his face. His nose scrunched up just a little. Freckles shining in the light. Smiling at it, he finally set it down and was instantly asleep.
He woke suddenly and looked around panicked. Dream. It had been a dream. He didn’t even really remember it. Just that it was violent and bloody. He stretched in bed and picked up his phone to see the time. 5pm. He’d slept the entire day. Dead to the world. He supposed he had been up for close to 36 hours before that. He yawned and thought honestly he could probably sleep more. Instead he got up and showered. After, he stood in front of the mirror and stared at himself. And smiled. A genuine smile. Interesting. Dressing, he walked out into the living room and nearly jumped. Cliff was sitting there at the table on his phone.
“Fuck Marleau, you were so quiet I didn’t know you were out here.”
“Sorry Boss.”
He could see Cliff looking at him as if to see which Ilya was here today.
“You can stop looking at me like I am.. What is name. Dr… jackal?”
“Jeckyll. Dr Jeckyll and Mr. Hyde. I dunno Ilya, I feel like you could slip into either lately.”
Clapping him on the shoulder as he went by to the kitchen.
“Not today Marleau, I am just me. I’m sorry about yesterday. You are absolutely right. I was a fuck up and risked a lot. It won’t happen again. If I can help it. I will fix it today. With the girl at least.”
Cliff was looking at him oddly.
“What Marleau? I am admitting you were right. Record it. Keep it forever. Hold it over my head.”
A slow smile grew over Cliff’s face.
“You are definitely more like the Ilya I love to hate.”
“Shut up Marleau, you love me, I know you do. Who doesn’t.”
“I see some sleep did you good. Have you been sleeping since I left?”
No lying Ilya. Truth. 
“No. I went out after you left.”
A groan came his way.
“Never mind, I take it back. You’re not the Ilya I even like.”
“Relax. I didn’t drive. I had to go see my new friend.”
“Your friend..”
“Yes. I found person to talk to.. I can talk and talk and talk, and they will not tell anyone.”
Shaking his head, he stared at Ilya.
“Boss, I’m so confused. You found a therapist at night and went and talked to them?”
“Yes, his name is Andy.”
“Ilya. Isn’t that the homeless man you gave your rolex to?”
Nodding as he grabbed a Coke, he popped it open and drank half of it in one drink.
“Yes. I went to see him. Took him some whiskey. Told him many things. About me, about Shane, about you, about Alexei, Sergeev, everyone. I told him everything.”
Cliff’s mouth was hanging open.
“You did not.”
“I most certainly did. I cannot tell fucking real therapist, they will have me arrested. So I found someone else. He was very helpful. I offered him an apartment. He said no.”
A burst of laughter came from the man at the table.
“You are unbelievable. You told a homeless man all about you. Everything.”
“Yes. It was so nice. You and Shane were right, is good to talk. I’m feeling light and fluffy. Like a bunny.”
“Oh my god boss, how much did you drink with this man? Light and fluffy. Wow. Ok, well is now a time to tell light and fluffy man that you should never do part of a job in the mood you were in last night? No prep, no details, nothing.”
“I know. I agree. You are right again. You’re really wasting these times to record me being nice. I’m going out though. I need to apologize.”
“To who? Shane?”
“No, to Ana.”
“Who the fuck is Ana.”
“She’s the girl I drugged. Medvedev’s daughter.”
“Ilya no, you can’t go see her again.”
“I can. I need to talk to her. I know what I need to do and I need her cooperation to do it.”
“You can come, I will not sneak off again. You have to stay outside of course though.”
“Of course. Fine, let’s go see Ana. Just for the record though, I think this is a bad idea. Maybe you can explain it on the way.”
Ilya dressed and brought his gun this time, not that he would be using it. It was more of a quick scare tactic if needed. He wore a hat also, so he could obscure his face a little more if there were cameras. Normally he would know all this before he ever attempted to go in, but he’d screwed that up already. He told Cliff what he had done in more detail and what he hoped to accomplish tonight. Cliff had protested a little, but he also sort of agreed that it might be helpful. He had Cliff drop him a block away and he walked to the apartment. He kept his head down, hat pulled low as he went inside and took the elevator.
He knocked at her door and got no answer. He waited a few minutes and tried again. Nothing. Glancing around the hall, he took tools out of the bag he’d brought and was unlocking her door within a minute. Wandering around the apartment in the dark, he chose an armchair in the living room that he spun to face the door. He sat there in the dark, his gun on his knee, patiently waiting. His biggest hope was that she was alone when she got here.
He didn’t have long to wait. He heard the door unlocking and she came in carrying a pizza and a 6 pack of beer. He wondered if she had company coming. She looked none the worse for having been drugged. She set the pizza down on the counter and put the beer in the fridge, keeping one for herself. When she walked into the living room and flipped the light, she screeched when she saw him and nearly dropped the beer.
He held his hands up, not touching the gun, leaving it laying on his leg.
“I’m not here to hurt you Ana, I just want to talk. Please do not run, or scream. I just want to talk.”
Surprisingly she wasn’t looking at him with fear, after her initial shock of seeing someone in the dark room. She looked angry.
“Fuck you. Did you fucking drug me yesterday? I don’t remember anything we did and my bra was cut and I slept all fucking day.”
Truth. Tell the truth Ilya. He nodded,
“I did. I would like to apologize. I was not well yesterday and I needed something and was not thinking straight.”
She popped open the beer and took a long drink. He was astonished at her reaction. He’d not met too many girls who would be so casual about this. She should have been screaming and trying to run.
She looked him over as she sipped the beer.
“Fuck you for being so fucking hot also. Did we.. well.. Did we do anything?”
He shook his head.
“No. I swear. I did cut your bra, but we did nothing. I have a boyfriend who I love and would not do that to him.”
She snorted,
“Of course you do, why wouldn’t you.”
He gave her a genuine smile.
“I like women also. But I like him more.” 
She sighed.
"I’m eating. I have hot pizza. Do you want some?"
She turned to the kitchen to get a plate, bringing him one even though he hadn’t answered. She got him a beer, also handing it to him and staring at the gun.
“If you’re not going to shoot me, can you put that away. I’m not intimidated.”
“I certainly see that. You are quite something Ana. Truly.”
She shrugged,
“I grew up… around guys that are way worse than you. Not much bothers me anymore.”
“I see.”
He took a bite of the pizza and nearly groaned. He hadn’t realized he was so hungry and it was good.
She plopped down on the couch and watched him, eating her own slice, finally asking him,
“So spill? What do you want? Why the whole thing yesterday if you didn’t want to fuck. Which is not off the table… if you change your mind.”
He laughed out loud at the look on her face.
“If I did not have a boyfriend Ana, I think we would get on famously. Yesterday. I was having.. Mental breakdown. Crisis. Something like that. I need your father to come here. To America. I need to speak with him and I cannot go to Russia. Very easily.”
She stared at him, shaking her head as she finished her beer.
“You don’t want to talk to him. Trust me. You don’t know what you’re asking.”
“I think I do. You should know, here is where you get angrier I’m sure. When you passed out, I took a few pictures of you..”
Her eyebrows arched at him and her eyes were starting to get that angry sparkling look.
“Not revealing. I promise. I did cut your bra, and moved it, but my hand was over you in the picture. You couldn’t see anything but the lingerie. And a knife.”
“What the fuck dude. You get off on kinky porn? We could have just fucked, I’m telling you.”
He chuckled again at her feistiness.
“No, I do not. They were more of the threatening variety. I deleted them off my phone or I could show you. But I sent them to your father and threatened your life. And your siblings.”
“Oh you are so fucked, Dima. Is that even your name? Nevermind, don’t tell me. Doesn’t matter. Because you’re a dead man. If he comes or he doesn’t. He’ll send someone and you’re dead.”
“I like to think he will protect his children and come talk to me. That’s all I asked for. A meeting to talk because I cannot go to Russia to do it myself.”
“Dima, really. You should just disappear. I think you misunderstand. My father is Sergei Medvedev. Does that name ring a bell? You’re Russian, I would think it might.”
“It does. As does Sergei Mikhailov. Head of the Solntsevskaya.”
She stared at him and started laughing hysterically, getting up to get them both more pizza and another beer.
“You’re fucking crazy Dima. Crazy.”
“Probably so, I often think so. But in this case, I think we can help each other.”
“My father doesn’t help people. Only himself.”
“I’m going to tell you things and I’m going to ask you things Ana. I do not want you to be alarmed. Please.”
“Whatever, this night can’t get any weirder.”
“I was hired to kill you.”
She stared at him, the first flicker of fear in her eye, but she masked it well.
“Why? By who?”
“I can’t give you a name. Not until I speak with your father. But someone in the GRU. Your father and this person have been getting too close to sparring and they would like your father in check. To do this, they think if they kill one of his children, in this case you. It will put a leash on him, so that his entire family is not wiped out. They do not wish a war with the Solntsevskaya. Which is why they do not just try to kill him.”
She sat back and popped the second beer, draining a large amount of it as she looked at him.
“So what’s your plan then? Why not just kill me and do what they pay you for.”
“I think now that I could not kill you because you are one of the most interesting women I’ve ever met. But before that. It’s because between the two. Your father and the man who hired me, I would rather be on your father’s side. I would like to offer him a deal.” Truth Ilya, tell her it was your idea.
“What kind of deal ends up with me not dead.”
He stared at her for a long moment.
“How much do you like school?”
“What? Why does that matter?”
“It just does. How much do you want to finish? How much do you like living here?”
She shrugged,
“School is school. It sucks. My father wanted me to go, so here I am. I could give two shits about New York. Rather be somewhere warm.”
“What if I could help with that? No more school. Live somewhere warm.”
“What’s the catch?”
He took a long drink and watched her carefully.
“The catch is you would be dead. Not actually dead. But dead to the rest of the world. You would have a new identity, new papers, new bank account. Whole new person. Your father would know, he could visit you, but friends, everyone else. They would think you died. You would need to agree to stay dead. No coming back. As Ana at least. Ever.”
“And if I say no. Do you kill me for real?”
He shook his head,
“No. Might get me killed, but no. But someone would Ana. The man will not stop now. It’s in his head. If it’s not me, they’ll send someone else. If that person fails, they’ll send another. Eventually someone will succeed and you’ll be dead for real. I’m not telling you this to scare you or convince you to do it my way. I’m just telling you the truth.”
“So what do you need to talk to my father about?”
“He would have to agree also. If he thinks you are actually dead, then he kills me. My entire point here is for neither of us to get killed. I do not wish to be dead any more than you do. It also keeps my boyfriend safe, who has been dragged into this and has nothing to do with it. That is actually the reason. If I die, so be it, but I need him to be safe. So I need your father to agree. Then I need him to help me. He will want the man who hired me dead. But he cannot kill him. It would still start war between your father’s men and the GRU. But I can. If your father can get him out of Russia to me, I will kill him. New person will take over GRU and your father can make deals with them.”
“Wow. You have got some balls, Dima.”
“So I have been told.”
“Do I have to decide right this instant?” 
Ilya shook his head.
“No. Think about it. You have to be fully onboard for this to work, Ana. But I am not exaggerating. They will throw person after person at you trying to kill you. I think you will not find another person like me. Once again, I do not add this to scare you. But other men, well. You are beautiful. Some are cruel and like to play with their prey before they kill. It could end up very unpleasant.”
“You are just a real bundle of joy Dima. It doesn’t honestly sound like I have a choice then. Die for real, or die for fake and at least go live a different life.”
“Yes. I am sorry.”
“Fuck it. I don’t have a boyfriend, only a couple of friends. I need a big bank account though Dima. Do I get to pick my own name?”
His smile was perhaps the biggest it had been in months.
“You can. I will set up a new bank account if your father agrees. I will put money in and I will transfer your money and any extra your father wants to help with for you. You will not be poor. You are taking this awfully well Ana.”
“What’s the other option? You’ve been pretty fucking clear. I don’t want to die. I don’t want to get raped and then die. So why not start a new life. Who can say they get to do that? Not too many people I’m guessing. I can be whoever I want.”
“You can. I will also get you list of places to choose from where you can live. It will not be in America most likely though. You want warm place really? Like a beach?”
“Fuck yes. I can be a beach bunny all day. I could learn to surf.”
He smiled again.
“I really like you. I wish it were different, we could have been good friends I think.”
“Well maybe you can come see me in my new life. You’ll know who I am at least.”
“Maybe so. But now. I have to get your father here. I do not want to go to Russia. So I need him to agree to come and talk. Not come and shoot me as soon as he sees me.”
“When did you send him the pictures? Yesterday?”
“Yes.”
“Give him a week. If he hasn’t answered, I’ll see what I can do. If he hasn’t answered I’ll be pissed though, that must mean I’m expendable to him.”
“He will answer. That is why this will work. The other man knows how much family means to your father. I need you to not tell him we’ve talked about this though. I need to bring it up myself. Please.”
“Sure, you can tell him I’m dying. That’ll go over well. Good luck. I hope you know what you’re doing. I’d hate to see such a hot body get wasted by my dad. How bout one kiss?”
He grinned again, and shook his head.
“I love my boyfriend, I will not do that to him.”
“It’s not even cheating Dima. It’s one kiss. You owe me. We were supposed to get it on yesterday and you fucking drugged me. And ruined my favorite fucking lingerie set.”
He looked at her and almost gave in. One kiss. I would hate it if someone touched you
Shaking his head, finally,
“I cannot.”
“UGH. you’re no fun. Shouldn't a hired killer be fun?”
“I’m so much fun Ana, you have no idea. I spent all night last night drinking with a homeless man. See. Fun.”
She burst out laughing.
“You’re the weirdest hired killer I can imagine.”
“I’m sorry I drugged you and took pictures of you. I hope that it does not.. Trauma? Traumatize? Is that right? I am sincerely sorry. I know that does not make up for it.”
“Traumatize. You got it. I’m fine. Don’t do it to anyone else though. Not cool at all. They probably wouldn’t take it as well as I did.”
“They certainly would not.”
“Can I have a nicer apartment than this? New clothes? I’ll need new swimsuits also.”
“Oh my god, maybe I should just kill you for real. So much shopping.”
“Get out Dima. Find me a nice place to live.”
He left in a somewhat stunned state. That was perhaps the strangest conversation he’d ever had with someone. He put the hat back on and kept his head down as he left and walked a block over where Cliff was waiting for him.
“Damn Ilya, I was getting worried. Did it not go well?”
“Marleau, it could not have gone better. Never in my life have I met such a woman. If you were not dating Rose, I would say you should meet. She’s ridiculously amusing and feisty. I suppose you shouldn’t meet anyway, even if Rose wasn’t in the picture. Since I have to kill her.”
“Kill her? Or kill her?”
“She agreed, I just need her father to come and let me talk long enough to convince him. Before he kills me.”
“How’d you get her to get over the drugging her?”
Ilya laughed out loud and Cliff turned to stare.
“You didn’t tell her?”
“Oh no, I did. She was pissed because since I drugged her, I didn’t fuck her and could I please do that.”
“WHAT?!”
“I swear Marleau, she’s ridiculous. Even at the end, she tried to bargain for a kiss.”
“I love her.”
“Stop it. She’s dying, remember.”
Cliff laughed and nodded at him.
“Food Marleau. I need food. I ate a piece of her pizza and it reminded me I have not eaten in 2 days other than some toast. I need lots of greasy bad for you food please.”
“Coming right up. Ilya?”
“Hmmm?”
“It’s good to see you back to normal. This is the most you’ve seemed like yourself in a while.”
“Aww, Marleau, do you want a kiss, so we can make up?”
“Fuck off.”
“No, like I told Ana, only for Shane.”
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      Chapter 36: If you're lost, we're all a little lost and it's alright
  


    Chapter Summary

    Shane's going to help Hayden with some cases. He also finds out Hayden has a hall pass, but Hayden won't tell him who it is.

Ilya gets sick and Shane hears more than he ever wanted.



    Chapter Notes

      So. Ilya. Who I love so very much. I made him happy last chapter. I intended him to stay that way for a little while. But then something happened. I don't know what. But there it is. He had a bad night in this chapter. He'll be fine. He'll wake up and be fluffy bunny man again.

TW - Ilya has some PTSD going on for a few minutes

TW - Ilya has an infected wound that is described and medical procedures are performed on it, along with talk about IV's and needles

Hayden has a hall pass. I dunno who it is. Who it could be.

Chapter title is from It's OK by Nightbirde


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Shane was up and ready to run with Hayden the next morning. He’d been skipping far too often and he’d actually stared at his body in the mirror this morning when he got up. Twisting from side to side, looking critically. Making sure Ilya’s pasta hadn’t actually gone to his waist. He was far too lax when he was with him. Taking bites of his food, his desserts, drinks. Sighing, he had dressed and was waiting downstairs when Hayden got there.
“Shane, it’s about time you got back to this torture. Who’s idea was it to run before work anyway?”
“Yours Hayden.”
“Shit. Fine, let’s go. I’m glad you’re back. You weren’t gone as long as you thought you would be.”
“Yeah, things wrapped up faster than I expected. No luck.”
“You’ll get him someday.”
“I don’t know Hayd, I think I’m on the verge of giving up. Put this on the backburner, move to something else. Come back later. Space you know? Maybe it’ll give me some perspective. You’ve got things I can still help with right?”
“A whole fucking pile buddy. I’ll take all the help I can get. We can look through them today if you want.”
“Great. I need a distraction.”
He walked into the office later and stuck his head into the briefing room, just to say hi to Scott. When the man waved him in though, he looked a little wary, but perched on the edge of a table, waiting while the two agents Scott had been talking to left the room.
“Shane, hey, welcome back.”
“Thanks…how’s it going?”
“Could be better. Had some chatter about something exploding in the next day or two, just running it down to see if it’s credible. How was your trip?”
The question sounded loaded, so Shane went with a very minimal answer, waiting to see if Scott knew anything.
“Great. Done early. Not the result I wanted, but every step is one closer right?”
“Right.”
“So I’m gonna look through some stuff with Hayden today if you don’t mind. Need something else to work on for a while.”
“Oh right, no problem. So I heard from our Vegas field office this morning.”
“Is that right?”
“Yeah. They said a dignitary’s son got killed. By someone with enough pull to push the investigation through quickly. Maybe someone from New York.”
Shane just stared at him.
“Would you like to ask me a question Scott?”
“Nope, just asking if you’re ok.”
Shane sighed and nodded, giving up any pretense.
“I don’t know. I didn’t have a nightmare about it if that’s what you’re asking. I did have a panic attack though, so I guess that counts.”
“I’m sorry. Sounds like it was justified though. He had a gun out on you?”
“He did. Doesn’t make it any easier.” It’s easier because you didn’t fucking pull the trigger
“No, it doesn’t. You have a mandatory appointment I assume?”
Shane made a face. One Ilya probably would have loved since it scrunched his nose completely up.
“Yes. Fuck. Stupid. But yes. It’s this afternoon, I saw the email this morning. Dr. Lassiter. You know them?”
“Yeah, she’s good. Doesn’t take any shit though. Don’t bullshit her or she won’t clear you.”
“Well I don’t think she can ‘not’ clear me. I’m a little out of her jurisdiction. I’m not sure why they’re even making me go.”
“Because shooting someone and killing them is a big deal Shane. Justified or not. It can sneak up on you when you least expect it. Just go. Get your feelings out, you’ll be done.”
“Is it a big deal though? When the guy was a nasty piece of work?”
Scott stared at him for too long, before shrugging.
“Maybe not. But maybe. If it doesn’t bother you then it doesn’t bother you. Nothing wrong with that. They just want to be sure you’re not gonna freeze if a situation comes up again.”
Wrong answer Shane, be careful
“You’re right. I’ll go. I’ll talk.”
“Let me know if you and Hayden need anything.”
Shane just nodded as he walked out, heading towards Hayden’s office. He thought about what Scott had said. Would he be having more issues if he had actually pulled the trigger. Probably. The one other person he’d shot had been a serial murderer. Shane thought back to after. He’d been a mess, even though the world was a better place without the man. He’d had a lot of guilt for weeks after. Did he need to fake that with this Doctor? He didn’t think he was a good enough actor to do that. Ilya could always tell when he was lying. Would the Doctor be able to? Fuck. No. He’d just be honest. He was in danger, killed him. Him or me. Him or Ilya. NO. Him or me. Why should I feel guilty? I shouldn’t. He hurt children. He deserved it. 
He stopped. Shut it down. Took a deep breath. He was fine, he could do this. Reaching Hayden’s office, he knocked and walked in the open door, throwing himself into a chair.
“What you got Hayden?”
He was immediately shoved a pile of folders.
“Do that thing you do.”
He picked up one of the folders and tossed it back at Hayden.
“That thing I do? What the hell does that mean?”
“Please. You know. Where you just stare at the paper and suddenly become Sherlock Fucking Holmes and see something the rest of us mere mortals don’t.”
“Fuck off.”
“Whatever, it’s true and you know it.”
Shane ducked his head, his cheeks pink. He knew he looked at data differently than other people. He also knew Hayden was just messing with him, but it did make him a little uncomfortable. He could miss something right in front of him, but give him the data to move how he wanted and it would come to him eventually. you don’t even know do you
“This many? You don’t have some leads on a couple that I can start with? You want me to look at all of these?”
“Fine. Give them back, let me see.”
Shane pushed the folders back and watched his friend flip through them quickly selecting three.
“These three. Would love to close any of them. We’re always just a step behind, but maybe you can see something I don’t. Not maybe. I know you will.”
Shane took the three and just skimmed them very quickly, nodding.
“I can take a look.”
“Hey, Jackie wants to know when you and.. These are her fucking words not mine… Ilya, the hottest man on the planet.. are coming for dinner again.”
He shook his head when Shane laughed.
“I have to hear that in my own house. The hottest man on the planet. It’s a good thing he’s yours or she might want him as her fucking hall pass.”
“No way. You do not have hall passes. Hayden. Really? Who’s yours?”
Hayden blushed.
“Not fucking telling you, never mind.”
“NO, Hayd, who is it, c’mon. Who do you crush on? Singer? Actress?”
“Nobody Shane. I don’t have one. We don’t really do that, I was just making a point. That if we did, hers would probably be Ilya. Look at the damn cases, you pervert.”
“I’ll ask Jackie.”
“SHANE. Do not do that. We do not have hall passes, it was a bad joke.”
“Mmmmhmmm.”
He stood and picked up the three folders.
“Can I take these?”
“Yes, I’ll mark them as checked out so I don’t get yelled at for not re-filing them.”
“I can take them home?”
“Just don’t fucking tell Scott.”
“Course not Hayd. I gotta run. Mandatory shrink appointment.”
“I heard. I didn’t want to ask. But if you want to talk about it, I’m here.”
Shane just nodded as he walked out. He put the files in his bag and locked it in his conference room before heading down the labyrinth of halls to find Dr. Lassiter’s office. He’d had to do this the last time too. It’s not as stringent as it was for the police department or even the FBI, but his superiors did at least make their people go once or twice if they were involved in a shooting that resulted in a death. Finding the door, he stood outside it, listening to the quiet in his head. Stay that way. Quiet. He took a deep breath and opened it, walking inside.
It looked like a waiting room at a doctor’s office, but there was no receptionist area. Just an empty room with another door leading out of it. There was soft music playing and magazines scattered around, but he just sat stiffly in a chair, his hands on his legs, waiting. The longer he waited, the more uptight he got, his foot started tapping. He forced it to stop, just as the door opened and a woman walked out. She was younger than he was expecting, although he wasn’t sure why he would think she was older. Stereotypes he supposed.
She had long red hair that was pulled up in a messy bun on top of her head. She was dressed conservatively in slacks and a blouse, all dark colors, very FBI appropriate boringness. Shane could hear Ilya now, ‘so boring’.
She smiled at him, her face very friendly and open. If Shane were one to notice, he might think she was very pretty.
“Mr. Hollander?”
“Uh, yes. You must be Dr. Lassiter?”
“I am. You can come this way, if you don’t mind.”
She led him through the door and into another room that looked more like his mother’s living room than a doctor's office. There was a desk tucked into the corner, papers spread all over it. The unorganized pile of them almost made Shane uncomfortable. There was a couch, some armchairs, side tables with knick knacks, tissues, blankets, pillows. Nothing like the last appointment he’d had to endure.
“Sit wherever you’d like Mr. Hollander.”
He looked at the various chairs and chewed on his lower lip. This mattered. He knew the choice of where to sit somehow said something vital about you. He’d read the article, more than one, but couldn’t remember anything about it now.
She watched him, chewing on the tip of her pen as she smiled.
“It really isn’t that difficult. I don’t judge based on where you’re more comfortable.”
He huffed out a noise and chose one of the armchairs. He watched as she took her pen and scribbled something on her notepad while mumbling to herself,
“Interesting.”
His eyes got wide and she glanced up at him before laughing, the sound filling the room with sunshine.
“I’m kidding Mr. Hollander. Really. It doesn’t matter.”
She took the other armchair and grabbed a folder that was sitting on the side table next to it, flipping through it quickly before putting it back down and looking at him expectantly.
“So.”
He just stared at her. Her smile got wider,
“You can relax Mr. Hollander, I’m not going to be this horrible experience. We’re just here to talk.”
“Shane. Please. Mr. Hollander is my dad.”
“Shane then. How about I start.”
He nodded at her.
“First off, you don’t actually work for the FBI, is that correct?”
“Yes. That’s correct I mean.”
“How do you feel about that? I mean, spending most of your time here, in a place that’s not even your actual space.”
He frowned slightly. What did that have to do with the shooting?
“It's, umm, it’s fine. My group doesn’t really keep offices like this and it’s good to have a place to set things up if I’m going to be in the same place for a while.”
“Your group. I just would like you to know Shane, that my clearance may not be as high as some people’s. But because my work is confidential, I do have access to things that others do not. I know, for instance, that you are currently assigned to a JSOC unit, although strangely, the actual unit is not listed.”
Shane just watched her, waiting for a question. She smiled at him again.
“You guys always keep these things close and private. It’s fine. I just want you to know that anything you say here, anything, is confidential. It will not get back to anyone in this building. Ok? The only thing released is my final report, either clearing you or recommending more sessions. Although, I do realize, that my recommendation won’t stick with you like it would if you worked for the FBI. They don’t get to work unless I say so. You will. But I hope you’ll be honest and talk to me. It’s not good to keep things bottled up.”
Nodding, he finally spoke.
“I am assigned to a JSOC unit. Which one doesn’t really matter. Do you have questions about my situation?”
“By your situation, Shane, do you mean the situation where you shot a man twice in the chest?”
He nodded stiffly, staring at her notepad, rather than her face.
“We can get right to that if you’d rather. But you know, you can talk about other things here also. Whatever you want.”
“Thank you. I don’t have a lot to say to be honest. He threatened me and I responded. I felt that my life was in danger, so I defended myself.”
“Ok. Let’s talk about that.”
“Why did you feel like you were in danger? What was he doing, what was he saying, what made you think he might actually hurt you.”
You can shoot me, but he’ll still be dead. I’m going to shoot your friend.
His mouth opened slightly and then closed. He couldn’t do this. He couldn’t lie well enough. Fuck.
“Shane, can you take a deep breath for me please?”
His eyes shot up to her and she was still smiling and chewing on her pen, but her eyes were a little darker and there was a look that hadn’t been there before.
One two three four, in, hold, one two three four, out
“Sorry. Sometimes, I have a hard time with new people. So the subject was someone I was assigned to watch. My team had been trying to find him, making what we thought were quiet inquiries about it. They were not quiet enough and he picked up on our interest. I had gone to dinner and was walking back to my team, where we had staked out the subject's house. He was following me, stepped out from behind a dumpster and pulled his gun. He was very shaky and would not listen to my explanations. He told me that he was going to shoot me. So I guess to answer your question, that is why I thought he might actually hurt me. He told me that he would. At one point, his breathing went erratic and he swung the gun straight at me, so I shot him. Twice. Then when he didn’t drop his gun, a third time. It was really fairly simple.”
She wasn’t writing anything, just watching his face as he spoke.
“That sounds terrifying to me. Not simple at all.”
He shrugged and just shook his head.
“It really was. Simple I mean. He wouldn’t listen to my explanation and wouldn’t believe my reason for being there. His hands were shaking, I think maybe he was drunk or on something.”
“Why were you walking?”
He stared at her hands.
“It was a nice night. There was a restaurant a few blocks from there, I thought it would be good exercise to walk there and back.”
“But it looks like the shooting took place sort of off the path. A side street that was not a direct route back to the suspect’s house. Was there a reason you went that way.”
One two three four, in, hold, one two three four out
“I think I just got turned around a little. I’ve not been in that part of Vegas before.”
“Ok. So how did you feel right after the shooting? What were you thinking?”
“I felt… shaken. Distraught. I never want to have to shoot someone. I also felt justified. He would have shot me.”
“Are you experiencing any guilt? Intrusive thoughts? Flashbacks?”
You don’t even know do you  his face looking at Ilya with that slow smile  you brought it right to my door
He shook his head.
“No. Maybe a little guilt. I don’t like knowing that I ended someone’s life. But no flashbacks, no intrusive thoughts. I’m fine, really.”
“Have you noticed any changes in mood? Depression? Anxiety?”
She glanced at the notepad.
“Panic attacks?”
His tongue came out to lick his lips. He glanced up and shook his head.
breathe shane, i need you to breath, listen to me, breathe
“Nope. Nothing.”
She sat back and looked at him carefully.
“It’s very recent. I usually like to do these at least a week later so you’ve had time to cope with any feelings you’re having, and see if anything is coming out that you weren’t ready for. I feel like maybe, you aren’t processing everything you’re feeling just yet.”
She grabbed the folder and opened it,
“I see that you had another shooting incident 2 years ago. Your reaction then was much different than what you’re telling me now. You reported a lot of stress, nightmares, panic attacks. Do you feel the two incidents were so different?”
“No. My life was in danger then also, and I did what I had to. Maybe this time is different because I’ve already experienced it once.”
“Maybe. Shane, this isn’t a punishment. There are no wrong answers here. I just want to help you. I promise. Is there anything else in your life causing you stress right now?”
He took a deep breath through his nose and blew it out through his mouth.
“My job is always stressful, Dr. Lassiter. I’ve had some low points lately. But that’s how it goes. Good sometimes, bad others. Nothing has been worse than usual. There’s nothing in my personal life that is a problem either.”
“No relationship problems?”
His eyes jumped to hers before dropping again.
“No? Why would you think that?”
“I’m just asking Shane. I don’t think anything. I see that you recently disclosed a relationship with a Ms. Rose Landry. No problems there?”
“No, and my personal relationship has nothing to do with this incident.”
“You’re right. We don’t have to talk about it. But personal relationships do contribute to your emotional state. If there’s a problem there, and you add problems with your job, they can cause intense emotional states. Which is what we try to avoid for agents who walk around armed all the time.”
“Are we done here? Or do you have more questions? I’m fine, really. He threatened me, I shot him. I’m not sorry about it. I think I’m feeling ok about it, really.”
She chewed on her pen again while she watched him, finally nodding, her smile absent though.
“We can be done. If you worked for the FBI, it would be my opinion, based on this short session, that you not be cleared for duty. I’m going to write my report as such. However, knowing that you’re not under their control, my guess is, they’ll exempt you.”
He nodded and stood.
“I’m sorry that you feel that way. I’m fine.”
She stood also and looked at him almost sadly.
“I don’t think you are Shane. I’m always here. If you want to talk about it. Or anything else. Sometimes it helps.”
He held his hand out to her,
“It was good to meet you Dr. Lassiter.”
She nodded and shook his hand.
“You too Shane.”
He forced himself to walk calmly out the door and down the hall before he stopped and leaned against the wall. Fuck you Shane. That wasn’t the smoothest was it. Whatever, it was over and he didn’t think she could stop him from working. He didn’t think it had gone that horribly, just could have been better. He went to his room and grabbed his bag, deciding to head out and look them over at home.
Once he got home though, he was feeling out of sorts still from the interview. He took the folders out of his bag and tossed them on the couch, deciding to go down and work out first. Changing clothes then heading down to the gym. He worked hard, looking up in the mirror once, checking his form. He stared at himself in the mirror, watching a drop of sweat run down his neck. He could almost see Ilya behind him leaning over to lick it off.
“Fuck off”
He shook his head and finished his set, eventually going up to shower. Settling on the couch, he picked up the folders and started going through them, intending to read them through first and then sit and let his brain mull over each one more carefully. He glanced at his phone once or twice, thinking he might text Ilya, but he didn’t. He was an adult, didn’t need to see his boyfriend every day. He needed to fucking find a clue in these folders.
Eventually he moved to the table, spreading them out in different order and letting his eyes wander slowly over them. Nothing was jumping out, but he wasn’t worried. He’d only just started.
*
Ilya was tired. Maybe he hadn’t caught up on his sleep yet. He and Cliff had the most delicious wings and nachos at some little dive bar Cliff had stopped at. Ilya had stuck to one beer, knowing he’d overdone it the day before, though he had ordered a new bottle of his good vodka when he realized he’d actually emptied the bottle. When they got home, he’d checked his multiple emails. Nothing from Medvedev. He did have one from his new contact though in the FBI though. He read through it and thought about whether he should really meddle in Shane’s job or not. He knew the answer was probably not, but since when did he listen to logic. Shrugging, he wired the money they wanted, with a promise that he’d have something by tomorrow morning.
He collapsed on his bed, cringing when the side with the bullet furrow screamed at him. He had not checked the bandage since he put it on, just showered with it still covered. He’d look at it tomorrow. He looked at his texts and frowned when he realized Shane hadn’t texted him all day. He hadn’t texted Shane either since he was sleeping and then dealing with Ana, but Shane was pretty regular about it. He took a sleepy selfie and sent it to him with a kiss emoji.
Ilya: Zhizn moya, where have you been
Ilya: I neeeeeed you
Ilya: But I’m going to bed, am tired
Ilya: When can I have you. See you I mean
He didn’t wait for a reply, just threw the phone on the nightstand and drifted off to a restless sleep. Tossing and turning most of the night, he woke up groggy in the morning. Hot. Why was his apartment so fucking hot. He threw the blanket on the floor and pulled the pillow over his head and tried to go back to sleep.
*
Shane was about to give up and go to bed, when his phone made that magical noise. No one else would be texting him at this time, other than maybe Rose. But it wasn’t her. He tried to ignore the way his body responded to a simple ding on his phone. Grabbing it though, he smiled as he read the message and saw the picture. The picture was adorable, his cheeks pink, his eyes a little red and sleepy.
Shane: I had to work today
Shane: Stupid psych eval to make sure I’m not crazy
Shane: Since I was involved in shooting
Shane: Maybe dinner tomorrow? I can come over
Looking back at the picture, he actually frowned a little as he studied it. Ilya looked really tired and his cheeks weren’t normally near that red. Maybe he’d just gotten out of a shower. Yawning, Shane realized he may as well go to bed, since Ilya wasn’t likely to answer since he’d said he was going to sleep.
He ran with Hayden that morning, asked a few questions about the cases he’d taken.
“I’m not really getting a feeling off any of them. I’m just going to pick one and focus in.”
“Whatever you want Shane. You’ll find something, you always do. How’d the appointment with Lassiter go?”
“Not great. She said if I worked for the FBI I’d be benched. She feels like I’m not processing or feeling things yet.”
Hayden nodded and gave him a sideways glance.
“Is she right?”
“What? No. You’re supposed to be on my side. I’m fine. It’s not a big deal. Him or me. I picked me. I’d do it again.”
“Right. But it was him or you last time too and you were wrecked for a while if I remember right.”
Shrugging at him,
“Yeah. So this time I was better equipped with how I’d feel. I don’t think I’m ignoring anything. If I start having nightmares or something, then I’ll go talk to her again. Technically, I have to wait for my superior to clear me, but he won’t hold me out because of her. I don’t think. But I am gonna work from home today. Run some of your case data through my sites, see if anything shakes out.”
“Great. I’ll let Scott know not to look for you.”
An extra long yoga session later, and Shane was sitting down to enter info into his computer. He glanced at his phone for what seemed like the 40th time and still saw nothing from Ilya. He didn’t usually sleep this late, he must have been really out of it. He worked most of the day and finally texted Ilya late afternoon.
Shane: So is that a no, don’t come over for dinner?
He showered just in case, and checked his phone again, frowning when he saw nothing. He called and got voicemail. Fuck it, he was going. If Ilya was busy, he’d at least say hi. He wanted to feel his arms around him, even if just for a few minutes. The car dropped him off and the doorman just waved him up. Shane assumed he would call upstairs like he usually did and was surprised to find the door locked. He texted Ilya again and called. Getting a little irritated, Ilya could have just said no, I’m busy if he didn’t want company. He decided to call Cliff as a last resort before he left.
Cliff answered a little warily, since Shane didn’t usually call him.
“Hey Shane, everything ok?”
“Yeah, hi Cliff. Hope I’m not interrupting, I just wanted to see if you and Ilya were out somewhere.”
“No, I haven’t talked to him since yesterday. He was tired and going to bed. What’s up?”
“We were going to have dinner, but he’s not answering the door. It’s no big deal if he got busy, I just wanted to check.”
“Let me come see if he left a note or something. I’m not doing anything.”
Cliff was upstairs in a couple of minutes and Shane apologize for dragging him out.
“It’s fine Shane, it’s not like him to not text one of us.”
He didn’t mention that he’d been very out of character for a couple of days until yesterday. No point freaking him out. Unlocking the door, the apartment was dark. Cliff turned the lights on and checked the table, seeing nothing.
“Ilya? You here?”
Shane had come in but not gone far from the door, feeling like he was intruding at this point. Cliff just looked at him and shrugged. He pointed at the closed bedroom door,
“You can go in there and check, I don’t want to see his ass naked if he just fell asleep.”
Shane looked uncertain, not liking the feeling he was having.
“What if he’s in there with company? I don’t want to interrupt.”
Cliff snorted as he remembered Ilya telling him about Ana wanting to fuck and him having to shower to get the feel of a simple touch off of him.”
“I don’t think you have to worry about that Shane, you’ve got that locked down pretty good. I promise.”
Nodding, he went and knocked on the door. Hearing nothing, he opened it slowly, letting his eyes adjust to the light. He could see Ilya on the bed, the blankets and sheets were piled on the floor and he had just black boxer briefs on. He was on his stomach, one leg kicked up to the side, his head half under a pillow, those beautiful curls sticking out. As his eyes adjusted more though he frowned. Wet. Those normally soft curls looked wet.
He glanced at Cliff and nodded,
“He’s in bed.”
Cliff just groaned,
“Oh my god, he’s gotta get back on normal sleep schedule.”
Shane walked into the bedroom and immediately noticed a sweaty smell. His nose scrunched up and he got closer and started to worry. Ilya’s entire body was flushed and damp, his curls were actually soaked. Going to the side of the bed, he put a hand out to touch Ilya’s back as he spoke softly,
“Ilya? It’s me, are you ok?”
His hand landed on his back and he yanked it back. He slowly put it on Ilya again. His body felt like it burned Shane’s hand, the heat radiating off of him like a furnace. He ran his fingers up to Ilya’s shoulders, while Ilya muttered something. Shane gently pulled on his shoulder, trying to turn him over just a little. But when it rolled him a few inches, Ilya let out a loan moan and his arm flew up as he threw himself sideways off of his side and onto his back. His elbow caught Shane in the chest. He’d been a little off balance anyway trying to turn Ilya and the blow surprised him as he went stumbling back and nearly fell, a yelp of surprise escaping him before he could stop it.
Cliff was immediately in the room, his eyes going from the bed to where Shane was catching his balance.
“Shane? You ok?”
“Yeah, he’s not awake, he threw his arm out, knocked me off balance. But he’s sick Cliff. He’s fucking burning up. Can you turn the light on? He’s not gonna like it, but I can’t see for shit in here.”
The light came on and Ilya groaned and threw an arm over his face. Shane came closer again, his hand touching Ilya’s chest.
“Jesus he’s so hot. Was he sick yesterday?”
Cliff just shook his head,
“No, he seemed fine. He slept all day though. Then we went out for a few hours in the evening. Then he said he was going to bed early. You think he slept all night and all day?”
“Looks like it, the sheets are soaked.”
“Ilya. Can you hear me?”
A groan was all he got in return. He tried again in Russian,
“Ilya, moya lyubov, can you hear me?”
The arm didn’t move but he got a weak answer,
“Shane? It’s so hot. Hurts.”
“I know Ilya, you’re fucking burning up. What hurts?”
Ilya mumbled something but he couldn’t understand it.
“Ilya, please, what hurts? Can you show me?”
Ilya’s hand scraped across his side, which led to a low, tortuous moan coming from deep in his throat. Shane looked where he had touched and his eyes got wide.
“Cliff, did he go to the doctor for the bullet graze he had? Did Jake come over?”
His eyes were frozen to the bandage taped across Ilya’s side. The soaked bandage. It was a rainbow of colors, red, greenish, yellow, something darker. Liquid was starting to leak from under the tape as well.
“Oh my god. Cliff can you get me a wet washcloth please. Barely warm.”
Ilya muttered again, this time in English.
“Shanya, so hot. Please.”
Shane stared at him for half a second, ridiculously pleased with the name he’d called him. Realizing now was not the time however, he reached over and started trying to unstick the tape over the bandage.
“I know, just let me look at your side. Don’t move.”
It came off rather easily, being soaked and Shane gave out a soft gasp as the bandage came off, pulling god knows what with it. The graze had been several inches long and a thumb width wide and about as deep. Ilya had joked it needed a bandaid, but it clearly had needed more than that and Shane wasn’t sure at this point that Ilya had done anything to it other than slap this gauze over it. The furrow it had left was full of liquid, green and yellow, some black at the edges and the edges, there was a deep red radiating outward from it, a few streaks of red racing across his side towards his hip.
Cliff was back and just stared at it, his mouth going open as he held the cloth out to Shane.
Shane took it but shook his head.
“I think we need more than that. He’d intended to wipe the edges where the liquid had leaked out, but he was afraid to touch whatever massive infection he was looking at. He took it instead and gently wiped Ilya’s forehead and face, taking off the sheen of sweat that covered him. Ilya mumbled something again, but didn’t move.
“Did Jake come? Or anyone?”
Cliff shook his head pulling out his phone.
“Not that I know of, let me try to call him.”
Shane leaned down and pressed his lips against Ilya’s forehead and felt Ilya’s arm come up to grip the back of his neck. His grip was very weak though and he let go before long.
“Shanya. Missed you. Sick I think.”
“I missed you too, Ilya. You’re very sick. Hold still for me please.”
He ran his hair through the wet curls and tried not to panic.
Cliff finally shook his head,
“He’s not answering.”
Shane bit his lip, knowing why most likely.
“I’m calling an ambulance then. He’s got to go to a hospital.”
Cliff shook his head and put his hand on Shane’s arm as he was grabbing his phone.
“Shane you can’t.”
“Why the fuck not?”
As soon as he asked it he knew though. He let Cliff answer anyway.
“Because it’s a bullet wound. Maybe not a traditional one, but it’s clearly a bullet graze. You know they have to report that. Which means questions about how he got it. Which means questions neither of you want.”
“Well we have to lie then. He has to get to a doctor and if Jake’s fucking gone, then the hospital it is. We’ll say… that… fuck, I don’t know. I can look up where the latest gang fight was and we can say he got caught in the crossfire.”
Cliff was staring at the graze and starting to nod. He didn’t know what else to do. Staring at Ilya and trying to think at the same time was not going well for Shane. Finally though, he pulled out his phone and scrolled through his contacts.
“Who are you calling?”
“What about the other guy Cliff? The guy Jake works with. Is he reliable? Maybe I can convince him it's an emergency. And then somehow to not report it. Barnett. I think his name was. From NYP.”
Cliff started to shake his head, knowing Ilya would throw a fit, but not knowing what else to do. Looking down at him, he was running out of options.
“Try him.”
Shane found the number in his phone and called. It rang and rang and when someone finally answered, he sighed with relief. Until he realized it was a nurse's answering service.
“FUCK”
He left a message anyway, telling them to please have Dr. Barnett call FBI agent Shane Hollander. He figured the man probably wouldn’t remember he wasn’t an actual agent.
He wiped Ilya’s brow again, listening to him whisper in Russian. Shane couldn’t understand it all, but when he heard the word mama, he made up his mind.
“He has to go Cliff. I’m not waiting. Are you ok with that?”
Cliff looked down at Ilya’s side, at the red streaks that were stretching out towards his hipbone and he finally nodded.
“He’s going to be furious though Shane. Especially if the police are involved. Which they will be. So just be ready, don’t expect him to be thanking you when he wakes up.”
“I don’t care. You can die from this shit. It can drop him into sepsis and he could die if he doesn’t get that cleaned out and get antibiotics in him. I don’t understand why he let it get this way.”
Shane was picking up his phone from where he’d dropped it on the bed.
“Well, he sorta had a bad day after your panic attack. He probably didn’t even think about it. He hadn’t been to bed yet, after you called, he got amped up and was upset that he wasn’t there with you. And he drank. A lot. And then he went and..”
His voice trailed off, suddenly realizing he had been about to tell him about Ana.
“He went and saw that homeless guy again. I don’t know why. But he was out all night again. Fuck, probably laying on the fucking ground splashing pond water all over himself. He was good after that though. So much better after he talked to him. Guys a fucking wizard. But now this. Whatever, call, I’m not having him die because of a fucking bullet graze. But you better be thinking of a way to keep the police off his case.”
Shane nodded, feeling ill at what Cliff had told him. Staring at the phone, he hit the emergency button and was about to hit call when the phone rang. He jumped and fumbled it and it fell on the floor. Scrambling to pick it up, he smashed the button,
“Hollander.”
“Agent Hollander, this is Dr. Barnett. My service called and said there was an emergency?”
“Oh god, thank you so much for calling back. I don’t even know where to start. I know this is unusual, and that you don’t normally do house calls..”
“Agent Hollander, you are right. I do not. I am at home with my family and if there is an emergency that needs an appointment you can come in tomorrow during office hours.”
“NO wait, please don’t hang up. Let me finish please. I’m begging you.”
“Go ahead.”
“Your colleague Jake, he was sort of.. I don’t even know, like a private concierge doctor for a friend of mine. He’s sick, so sick. He has a wound, it’s infected, there’s red streaks going everywhere. He’s burning up and not really coherent.”
“It sounds as if you should take your friend to the emergency room, Agent Hollander.”
“You’re right, but. I can’t really do that right now. Please Dr. Barnett. It’s a matter of security. I cannot take him to a hospital unless it’s my last resort. Jake isn’t answering and I don’t know what else to do.”
Ilya moaned and reached a hand towards him. Pulling the phone away from his mouth, he took Ilya’s hand and kissed it, the heat inflaming his lips.
“Ilya, zolotse, please. I’m trying to get help.”
“Ilya? What is your friend’s name Agent Hollander?”
“What? Oh. Ilya. Ilya Rozanov.”
“Can you take a picture of the wound please and send it to me?”
Cliff winced, but took a picture and texted it to Shane, who then proceeded to send it to the number he was talking to. While he was waiting to get it, he confirmed with Shane that it was the Ilya he knew, a little confused about why he’d been asked to falsify documents if Shane was the man’s friend.
“Ilya Rozanov. Dark blond curls? Tall?”
“Yes, that’s him.”
“Oh my. I see the picture now. What’s the address? I have to stop and get some things, I do not keep things with me at home.”
Shane rattled it off, his eyes locked on Ilya.
“I have to stop at the hospital and then I will come. It will be at least an hour. Please try to cool him off. Ice packs, wet cold cloths, whatever he will tolerate.”
“Oh my god, thank you so much Dr. Barnett.”
“Do not thank me yet. This is a severe infection. He should really be on round the clock antibiotics, but I will bring what I can.”
He hung up without another word and Shane sank down onto the bed and just held Ilya’s hand. Looking up at Cliff, 
“Do you know if he has ice packs? He said to try and cool him down. Ice packs, cold wet cloths.”
Cliff spun and walked out of the room.
“I’ll look.”
Shane sat on the bed and rested his palm on Ilya’s cheek.
“Can you hear me zhizn moya? I need you to be ok. Please. I’m so sorry you’re sick, but we’re going to fix it.”
“Am here. I’m sorry.”
Leaning over to brush a kiss against his lips, which were dry and cracked, he shook his head,
“Don’t be sorry. You’re just sick. We’ll fix it.”
Cliff came back with two ice packs and several wet cloths. He handed the cloths to Shane while taking the two ice packs and trying to figure out where to put them. Shane shrugged, he had no idea. He grabbed his phone and looked it up. He finally took one and put it up tucking it into Ilya’s neck, figuring that was as close to the back of his neck that he was going to get. Ilya made a noise that normally would have turned Shane on, but this time it made him sick to his stomach as he saw Ilya flinch away from the sudden cold. But then slowly, he leaned back against it, letting it touch his skin.
“Feels good.”
“Good, I have another one, I’m going to put it on your groin, you’re not going to like it, but hold still please.”
He took the second one and nestled it where Ilya’s thigh met his groin, causing a loud hiss from Ilya. But he didn’t move. The cold cloths, he lay around in various areas. One across his forehead, one flat on his chest, the last he wrapped around one of Ilya’s wrists. The one that was lying on the bed. He wanted to lay next to him and hold him, but was afraid that would make Ilya hotter. He realized he was covered in dried sweat from touching him so much already, but for some reason, it wasn’t bothering him at all. 
“Cliff, can you grab me clean sheets please from his bathroom closet. I want to see if I can change them once the Dr. is here, so he’s not laying on damp ones.”
Ilya started moving, and Shane tried to hold him still so he didn’t move the cloths and ice packs. His eyes opened and he looked at Shane and smiled. They were so glassy though that Shane wasn’t sure he was actually seeing him.
“I can see Irina.”
Shane flinched as Cliff walked back in with the sheets and set them on the dresser, leaning against it.
Shane looked back at Ilya, fear racing across his face.
“You can see your mother?”
“No, Irina, little girl. She calls me her angel in black.”
Cliff had suddenly moved over to the bed and started talking.
“Ilya? Boss? Do you want some water? I can get you some water?”
Ilya shook his head and whispered,
“No.”
Shane smoothed his hair away from his forehead.
“I don’t know a little girl named Irina. But I’m glad you’re her angel.”
Cliff broke in again,
“Shane, maybe you should go wait for the doctor. He knows you, not me.”
Shane watched Ilya’s face for a moment longer and nodded, even though he didn’t want to leave him. Leaning over he lay his cheek against Ilya’s just for a second, before he brushed his lips against the same cheek.
“I’ll be back soon Ilya, with the doctor.”
“Don’t leave.”
“I’m not. I’m not leaving. I’m just getting the doctor.”
Those glassy eyes closed again and Shane got up, grabbing his phone and went to wait. He noticed there was fruit on the counter. He ate half a banana so that his stomach wouldn’t fuss with him so much. Grabbing a bottle of water, he drank some of it, thinking he would see if he could get Ilya to drink some even though he’d said no.
He could see in the door of the bedroom from where he was and he watched Cliff lean down and talk quietly to Ilya. He kept talking, so Shane finally looked away, assuming he was just rambling on so that Ilya knew he wasn’t alone.
Finally there was a knock on the door and Shane yanked it open immediately. A middle aged man stood there, dark hair, a neat dark beard. He had a large bag with him, along with several pieces of a silver pole of some sort. He nodded at Shane,
“Agent Hollander? I am Dr. Barnett. Josh.”
“Thank you so much for coming. Just Shane for me please. He’s over here. He’s speaking sometimes, but not always coherently. He’s still so hot though.”
“I’m glad you called. If you cannot take him to the hospital, he would have been in worse shape by morning.”
He walked into the bedroom and looked around. Cliff stood up away from the bed, an odd look on his face. He nodded to the man,
“Doctor I presume. I’m Cliff.”
Josh stared at him, completely confused since he knew Cliff already, but went along.
“Nice to meet you.”
Turning to Ilya, he set his bag down and thrust the silver poles at Cliff.
“Can you put that together for me please. You should be able to figure it out. Feet on the bottom hook on the top.”
Going to sit on the edge of the bed, he spoke before he touched Ilya.
“Ilya, it’s Barnett. I need you to roll a little onto your side so I can see this wound better ok?”
He didn’t get a response, but Ilya attempted to move, groaning as he did. Barnett helped him and soon put a hand on his chest.
“That's good Ilya.”
He took the ice packs and moved them, along with the cloths. He pointed at the large bag next to him.
“Shane, can you open that? There’s a white container with alcohol pads in it, can you hand it to me please.”
Shane dug through the bag and handed it to him, his thumb going up to his mouth to chew on the cuticle.
He watched Barnett… Josh.. he wasn’t sure at this point, use some of the alcohol pads to gently wipe away some of the leakage from the edges of the furrow. He didn’t touch the inside yet, just looked closely at the edges where they were dark. His eyes were guarded when he looked to Cliff and then to Shane.
“Is this a bullet wound?”
Shane looked at him and took a breath.
“Yes. A deep graze, but yes.”
“Why wasn’t it cleaned properly?”
Shane blinked at him, his mouth open slightly. Ilya chose that time to understand apparently though, his voice floated up, though his eyes were closed.
“My fault. Couldn’t find Jake. Then I forgot.”
“Forgot. Wonderful.”
He kept his eyes on Shane.
“Agent Hollander…”
“Shane, please.”
“Not for this. Agent Hollander, you are aware of the New York Penal Law regarding bullet wounds? You are aware that a licensed physician has a mandated duty to report such wounds to the local police department or other law enforcement immediately under threat of prosecution?”
He nodded slowly.
“I am.”
“And so we will be reporting this wound as such?”
“I believe, Dr. Barnett, that I fall under the provision of the law that states ‘or other law enforcement’. So please consider it reported.”
The other man looked satisfied and looked up to Cliff.
“Mr. Marleau, I trust that you are a witness that I did my mandated duty and reported this wound caused by a firearm.”
Cliff just nodded.
“Wonderful. Shane, I need you to bring that pole over here that he assembled. I’m going to have to clean this and irrigate it and it’s not going to be pleasant for him. I want to get IV antibiotics going and then I can administer some pain medicine intravenously also.”
“No.”
Everyone’s eyes shot to Ilya.
“No pain medicine.”
Barnett spoke, his tone brooking no arguments.
“Ilya, I understand you do not do pain pills. That’s fine. But this is not negotiable. I will be giving you a localized anesthesia shot as well as something through the IV. It won’t last long. Just long enough for me to clean this up.”
Ilya didn’t speak, but Shane saw him swallow and his head barely moved as he nodded.
Shane went and knelt on the floor and lay his head on the bed, taking his hands on either side of Ilya’s face and turning it to him. Playing with his hair, over and over. He stayed that way the rest of the time, making Cliff help Josh with what he needed. He occasionally glanced over and watched, but most of the time he just stared at Ilya’s face, his hands constantly moving in his hair.
Cliff was forced to watch though and he was nearly ill. An IV was set up first, the needle sliding easily into a large vein on Ilya’s arm. Two bags went onto the pole, Josh murmuring as he did things.
“Just liquids and antibiotics.”
He got out a long needle and filled it from a small bottle, then spent a few minutes injecting it into several spots around the edges of the wound.
“Local anesthetic.”
Another shot of something went into a small port on the iv tube.
“Morphine. Will work fast.”
He looked up to Cliff,
“I need you to hold him down. The pain medicine will help, but he normally would be knocked out for this. He may struggle, it’s not going to be pleasant. I have to irrigate the middle and get the gunk out. Then you see the small black parts along the edges? I’m going to cut them off. If you can hold his legs and the arm with the IV so he doesn’t rip it out please. If you cannot hold both, it might be easier if you sat on his legs.”
Cliff turned green and Shane turned his head away to stare at Ilya, trying not to show anything on his face.
Ilya heard that, even though he had to be drifting because of the morphine and reacted violently.
“NO. Stay off me. Not again. Do not cut. Please. Shanya. Don’t let him do it again.”
Shane wasn’t sure what he was talking about, but he was nearly broken listening. Cliff immediately had to leave the room for a moment. Barnett looked at Shane and he just shrugged, his eyes in tears because of Ilya’s voice.
“Baby please. I’m right here. He’s not going to do anything bad. He has to clean it ok?”
Ilya opened his eyes and looked straight into Shane’s, a small smile tugging his lips up, the terror of whatever he was scared of gone as the drugs floated through him.
“You called me baby.”
Shane managed a smile, his eyes still very wet.
“I did. That’s what you are. My baby.”
“Ok.”
The eyes closed again and Barnett nodded at Cliff as he came back, his face a mask. 
“I need you to hold him. One way or another.”
Shane actually took hold of the arm with the IV, so that Cliff could hold his legs without getting on him, something he seemed very against. Holding his arm tightly and looking at his face, he knew when Barnett started because Ilya let out a low moan and attempted to move. Shane held him tightly and whispered to him constantly. He seemed to relax a little and just lay there, an occasional noise tearing loose and his face tensing a few times.
Barnett said very quietly,
“This will be the worst part, please be ready if he moves. I’m cutting the small dead spots off and I don’t want to slip.”
Ilya’s voice floated out,
“No cutting. Please.”
Shane just nodded and whispered to him about other things. He knew again when Barnett must have started because a low keening noise came out of Ilya’s mouth, but then it was cut off as he opened his eyes, clearly seeing something other than Shane as he hissed out obscenities.
“Fuck you. It doesn’t even hurt as much this time. Stupid fucking prick. I hate you. Fucking die. I’m going to fucking kill you just like the other one. Break your fucking neck.”
Cliff was groaning, but not moving, holding his legs. Finally it was over. Shane turned his head to look and breathed a sigh of relief. It looked so much better. All the oozing liquid was gone, only redness where it was bleeding a little. The furrow was empty and the edges were even, the small spots gone. He gave a huge sigh of relief and looked at Ilya’s face, which had settled into a smooth, relaxed countenance. He looked back to watch Barnett. He’d pulled out long strips of something from a foil packet and was lying them gently in the empty space that was now clean.
“Medicated gauze strips. These will have to be changed every day. I can show you how or you can bring him to my clinic if you cannot get Jake to come.”
He put a long padded strip along the furrow on top of the gauze strips and taped it on.
“This cannot get wet. Not at all. I don’t know how long ago this happened, but I’m guessing not long. It got bad fast. It was not cleaned properly the first time and then I’m guessing there was debris and other things in it, causing a swift reaction.”
He glanced up at the IV, the smaller bag was almost empty.
“I’m going to set up another couple of IV bags of antibiotics and show you how to plug them in. Every 8 hours. I will leave pills if you think he will take them. I can leave pain pills also, but those I’m guessing are a no go.”
He pulled a purple marker of some sort and drew a circle around the streaks running towards Ilya’s hips.
“If those go outside those lines, you call me immediately.”
He stood up and cleaned up the mess he’d made. Looking at the bed, he frowned.
“I’d like to get him off these damp sheets. I’m going to give him some medicine to make the fever go down, but it should drop pretty quickly once the antibiotics start kicking in for the infection.”
Between all three of them, they managed to get the sheets changed without having to get him off the bed. He didn’t even fuss that much, just growled once, which Shane found oddly cute despite the situation. Shane got a couple more cloths and sponged him off a little, including his hair, while Barnett showed Cliff how to do the IV bags and gave him a shot for the fever. He left some of the medicated gauze and wrote down directions on what to do with it, though it was pretty straightforward.
Once he was settled in the middle of the bed, he looked much more peaceful. Some of the redness had faded from his face and his breathing was steady and even.
“I will be back in two days to check on him, unless you have a problem first. Watch that circle I drew and pay attention if the streaks get longer. They shouldn’t, but watch them.”
He gathered his things and then looked at Shane,
“Perhaps a personal question, too personal I mean. But you and Ilya. You are… together?”
Shane nodded,
“Yes. Is that a problem?”
“Not at all. I was merely curious.”
“Thank you so much for coming. I don’t know what we would have done if you hadn’t come. We were about to take him to the emergency room.”
Barnett nodded, looking thoughtful,
“I’m glad to hear that. But I’m glad I was able to help. I owed him a favor. Now maybe he will owe me one. Don’t forget. 8 hours. More antibiotics.”
Shane nodded and gave him a small smile.
“Thank you again.”
Cliff walked him out, actually going outside into the hall to speak with him. Shane wasn’t sure what was up with the two of them, just sighed. More secrets. He wasn’t sure he cared. When Cliff came back, he shut the door and leaned against it, watching Shane as if he were waiting for something. Ignoring him, Shane grabbed a ginger ale from the fridge and popped it open, taking a long drink.
“Shane?”
“Cliff.”
“Do you want to talk?”
“Do you?”
Cliff sighed and walked towards him, dropping onto the couch.
“Not really.”
“Then we won’t.”
Cliff’s eyes flicked to his, dropping once and then coming back up as Shane continued,
“Right now at least. I’m tired. This is not quite what I was expecting when I came over. But I’m glad I did so that he didn’t lay there all night again like that. But I’m tired. I’m stressed. I’m trying not to spiral down into a bad place. I want to go lay next to him and hold him and not think about the fucked up things that came out of his mouth while he was fucking high. But later. We should probably talk.”
Cliff just nodded, relieved to have a reprieve for a little while at least.
Shane sighed,
“I don’t even know if I want to know to be honest.”
Cliff looked up at him,
“It was mostly stuff from when he was in the military.”
Shane stared at him.
“Cliff. I told you once I wasn’t stupid. That hasn’t changed. Maybe some of it was. I would love to believe that. But right now, I don’t want to be lied to and I just want to sleep. Can you stay while I shower please, in case he wakes up?”
Cliff just nodded.
Shane closed the bathroom door, so the noise didn’t drift into the bedroom and he waited for the shower to heat as he stripped. Once in, he washed quickly, but then stood there under the water, trying not to think about everything that had just happened. He especially tried not to think about Ilya begging him not to let someone cut him again. Or about him telling someone he’d kill them just like the other one. Or about the way Cliff had to leave the room when he was talking about the cutting.
“Fucking stop. Not tonight.”
He shoved the thoughts out of his mind. He’d deal with them later. Maybe. Maybe he wouldn’t. It would be easier to not. He dried off and dressed in sweats and went back out to tell Cliff he could go if he wanted. The larger man was asleep on the couch though, so Shane just left him. He brought a blanket from the closet and laid it gently over him.
Walking back into the bedroom, he stared at Ilya and felt his eyes burning again. He knuckled at them to stop it. He wasn’t sure he’d ever had such a horrible night. He thought this was worse than when he had actually shot and killed someone. He never wanted to hear those wild horrible noises or the soft begging come from Ilya again.
“Enough. Please.”
He set his phone alarm for 7 hours from then so the antibiotics could be changed. He climbed into bed on the side away from the IV and lay next to him, pulling the blanket up only after he felt Ilya’s head and decided it wasn’t nearly as hot. He only pulled it part way up though, not wanting to make him uncomfortable. He snuggled up against him, glad the wound was on the same side as the IV tubing. His hand lay on Ilya’s chest and he was startled when the hand with the IV came up to cover his and Ilya turned his head to press his lips against the top of Shane’s head. His voice was soft and still floaty as he whispered,
“Don’t leave me.”
Shane just shook his head and whispered back,
“I won’t.”
His lips curved into a smile at Ilya's next words though,
“Can you call me baby again.”
“I love you baby. Please try to sleep. I’ll be here.”
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  Ilya’s eyes fluttered, his lashes sticking together as he woke slowly. Reaching up to rub them, he frowned as something scraped along his face. He went to wipe at the spot on his cheek where something had touched and now it was scraping along his chin. What the fuck. Pulling his hand away, letting it hover in front of his eyes, he frowned, trying to focus on it. He closed his eyes, reopened them and blinked a few times. There was a fucking tube in his hand. He followed the slender tubing down, his head turning to see it going to a bag hanging on a pole next to his bed. His bed. He was in his apartment. Muttering to himself,
“I’m dreaming. Not awake yet.”
He tried to pull the other arm over, fully intending to yank the tube out of his hand, but found his arm seemed to be pinned to the bed. Panicking just a bit, he yanked at his other arm as he turned to see what was holding it down. Two things registered in his brain at the same time. One was his side was aching and throbbing and he let out a small groan. He needed to look at it, he remembered it hurting when he went to bed. The second was his head turned enough to see Shane lying next to him, curled around his other arm, holding onto it, his lips pressed against the upper part. Unfortunately Ilya had already started trying to pull it up before he realized. He stilled, but it was too late. Shane’s eyes opened and he was instantly awake, Ilya couldn’t remember ever seeing him wake like that. Usually it was a slow, blinking, beautiful stretching kitten wake up. He relaxed his arm and let his hand with the tubing drop to his chest.
“Sorry, I didn’t know it…”
“Ilya. Are you ok? Do you need something? Do you need a drink?”
He frowned at the rapid fire questions, trying to make sense of them in his foggy brain. What the fuck was going on. He looked at the IV in his hand, raising the hand a bit and looking at Shane.
“Why is this here?”
Shane sat up, rubbing his eyes. His kotik looked tired. He was sorry now that he’d moved and woken him. The room was dim, but there was light coming from the bathroom where he must have left a light on. Ilya had no sense of what time it was at all and couldn’t even begin to guess. He felt a small smile come across him though as he watched Shane. The sleepy kitten stretch had just been delayed. His eyes were blinking now and he tried not to yawn as he answered,
“You don’t remember anything?”
Ilya let the hand fall to his chest again and closed his eyes. Fragments came to him. Disjointed and jumbled bits of nightmares. Things he hoped were nightmares. He looked down at his side and saw a different bandage covering it than what he had put there.
“I remember nightmares. It was hot. I was so hot. I couldn’t wake up. I kept trying but every time I would just go back to sleep.”
He rubbed his eyes and frowned as the tubing touched him again. Shane had let loose of his other arm and he reached over to do as he originally intended, but found his hand grabbed again.
“Ilya don’t. Please. You’ve been trying to tear it out all night. I have literally slept on top of your arm half the night to keep you from doing it.”
He let his arm drop, frowning when Shane grabbed it again, as if afraid he might try still.
“I’m sorry.”
He went back to his nightmares,
“I remember people talking. I remember someone talking about… cutting.”
The last word was a whisper as the rest flowed into his brain, forming a searing image showing up that he couldn’t get rid of. Sit on his legs, hold him still, going to cut it. No no no no no He didn’t realize he was making a low constant noise in his throat until Shane wrapped his arms around him, whispering to him,
“Ilya, no. Stop. I’m here. It didn’t happen. Whatever it was didn’t happen again. Jesus, I’m so sorry. It was Barnett. He was here. Cleaning your side. Nothing else. No one else cut you. I promise.”
His stomach was churning and he shook his head, leaning up and pulling his arm away from Shane. He threw off the blanket and stood up, nearly sitting down again as he realized his body was not cooperating. Fuck that, he was not a child, unable to function because of whatever had happened, whatever horrible madness he had concocted in his head.
Shane was scrambling off the other side of the bed, and Ilya held out his hand without the IV.
“No. I do not need help. I will do this.”
He glanced at the tube disappearing into his hand and had the overwhelming urge to rip it out again. But he knew Shane would be upset and it slowed the annoyance that was slowly creeping over him.
“I need to do this. Please. I cannot be helpless. Not like this. What the fuck is wrong with me.”
Shane started to speak, but slowly closed his mouth and nodded, just pointing to the bag on the pole. Ilya looked up to it and nearly cursed at it. He stepped closer, slowly and managed to pull the bag off the hook it was looped over. At least it was not a machine like in the hospital that he had seen, where the whole machine would have to move. He carried it with him and realized his legs were fine, maybe he had just been in bed too long, though he was still wobblier than he would like. When he got into the bathroom, he watched himself in the mirror as he walked past it, realizing he looked like absolute shit. Which fit the way he felt. His stomach rebelled and started heaving.
“Fuck.”
He sank to his knees just in time, the bag dropping on the ground next to him as he wretched and coughed, his stomach trying to expel anything in it, but there was nothing. A few mouthfuls of bile. The movement had started his side to throbbing and he slowly moved from kneeling to sitting, leaning against the wall, his eyes closed. What the fuck had he done to feel this bad. He gave Shane credit, he waited longer than Ilya would have if the situation was reserved. Ilya hadn’t bothered to close the door and the next time he opened his eyes, Shane was leaning against it, chewing on his fucking cuticle.
“Stop.”
Clearly he knew immediately what Ilya meant because his hand dropped almost instantly. He sighed and tried to reign his irritation in. It wasn’t Shane’s fault, whatever this was.
“Can you just tell me please. I do not want to remember myself.”
He got a nod in return and an almost timid question first,
“Do you want to get up? Go back to bed? Or to sit in a chair?”
Looking around, he realized that perhaps sitting on the floor of the bathroom was not the best place they could have this conversation. Nodding, he managed to pull himself up without Shane’s help, though it was all he could do to not give in and let the pain escape through his mouth. Shane hovered close, but didn’t touch him, other than to hand him the bag of fluid that appeared to be mostly empty. He followed Ilya to the living room, where he lowered himself to the couch slowly. There was a blanket folded there and he looked at it before glancing at Shane.
“Cliff. He slept here most of the night. When we switched your antibiotic a couple of hours ago, he went to his apartment to try to sleep more.”
“Ahh. Can you please come sit and not hover like that. You make me nervous. I am sorry I snapped at you. I’m not feeling…”
He trailed off, not even knowing what he wanted. He watched as Shane came and sat, but at the far end of the couch, like he was afraid to be close to him.
“Please Shane, I’m sorry. Do not sit way over there.”
He got a shake of the head, but watched as Shane stretched his legs out and let his feet rest on Ilya’s thigh. His hand immediately covered Shane’s ankles, stroking up his calf, as if afraid he would yank them back.
“I don’t want to lean against you on accident and hurt you. Your side has to be hurting since you won’t take any pills.”
“What happened? Please? I remember going to bed early. I woke up in the morning and was hot. Wanted to get up, but could not wake up enough. Then I remember…” no please not again
Taking a deep breath and pushing it away,
“I remember bits. Not all. You mentioned Barnett and now I remember him talking some. You and Cliff. Cliff talking. About Iri”
His voice just stopped. Shane was still watching him, sitting on his hand so he didn’t chew on it.
“Irina.”
A choked laugh came out of Shane as he shook his head.
“I thought you were hallucinating your mother. But then you said no. Irina, a little girl. Who calls you her angel. In black. I have so many questions, but not for now. Well yes, one for now, that I need to know.”
He looked as if he’d rather be anywhere but asking this question,
“Do you have a child Ilya? Is that who Irina is?”
Ilya nearly slumped with relief, as he beamed out a smile at Shane and shook his head.
“No. I promise. No children that I am aware of. I will explain Irina someday. She is a friend’s little girl. Name is just a strange coincidence.”
Shane nodded, he looked like he was trying to decide if he believed Ilya.
“Shane, if I had a little girl, she would be here with me. Nowhere else.” how would you take care of a child
He tried to focus again, but it was hard.
“Why was Barnett here? How was Barnett here?”
Shane sighed again, nearly bringing his hand to his mouth, but stopping at the look Ilya gave him.
“I asked if you wanted to have dinner. You didn’t answer all day. I decided just to come anyway, you said I could. But you didn’t answer the door, I asked Cliff if you were out, so he came to check. You were in bed. Burning up. I’ve never felt anyone so hot. He said you had gone to bed pretty early which meant you’d been in bed all night and all day with that fever. The bed was soaked. Your side. The bandage. It was oozing. Blood, pus, other things. Disgusting things Ilya, I have never seen anything as gross as when I took that bandage off. You had red streaks going over your whole side, big infection.”
His feet were moving and Ilya’s hands tightened on them so he couldn’t pull them back, petting his leg over and over. 
“Cliff tried to call Jake but he wouldn’t answer. We were going to take you to the hospital because you were so out of it, even though we couldn’t figure out a way to lie about it being a bullet wound. But I decided to call Dr. Barnett because he worked with Jake. He wasn’t going to come, but then I mentioned your name and..”
He looked like it had just occurred to him as well, his brows furrowing as he remembered.
“It was like a switch flipped. He heard your name and almost instantly agreed. You know him well?”
Ilya shrugged,
“Met him with Jake a few times, that’s why I had his contact info.”
Shane hummed and nodded,
“I sent him a picture of your side and he came and brought things. He cleaned it out. And then. He. That’s when he needed to.”
Shane just stopped. He remembered Ilya’s raw whisper when he was begging him to not let it happen. He could hear the terror in his voice. He remembered himself trying not to cry at that terror and not being able to stop himself.
“He needed to what Shane.”
Not looking up and giving in and chewing on the side of his thumb, his voice had gone soft and timid again.
“There were some spots along the edges, the skin had died and was black. He needed to cut them off. So he gave you some medicine in the IV that was supposed to help for a little bit to help with the pain. But he needed you to not move and he was afraid, so he told Cliff to hold your legs down, to even sit on them if he needed to. Cliff nearly threw up and he actually left the room for a while. And you. You heard him say he was going to cut you and you didn’t take it well.”
Ilya’s eyes closed. He remembered now. Shane kept talking, his voice shaking,
“You begged. You begged me not to let him do it again. Not to let anyone on you or to cut you again. And I didn’t know Ilya, I didn’t know what to do. He had to clean it, and I know you weren’t talking about him, but he had to, you were so fucking sick, and I let him and you fucking begged me and I let him do it even though you were terrified of whatever you were seeing in your own head. I’m so fucking sorry. And then you started screaming about killing people and fuck. I’m so sorry, I didn’t know what to do.”
Ilya moved faster than he thought he could, a burst of adrenaline taking over as he ignored the tearing feeling in his side and didn’t worry about the IV getting in the way. He just reacted. He stood and let Shane's feet fall from his leg. Taking two steps over to be in front of Shane, he leaned over and put an arm under his legs and one around his back. He didn’t wait, afraid he would be too weak if he didn’t just do it. He lifted him in one movement, standing there for a moment trying to keep his balance as he got lightheaded. Shane had yelped and thrown his arms around Ilya’s neck. He let himself just sink down slowly onto the couch where Shane had been sitting, but now he was holding the man in his lap, not letting go. Shane pushed at his chest,
“Ilya fuck. Don’t fucking do that, you probably just hurt yourself.”
With his face buried into Shane’s neck he just shrugged,
“Don’t care. Don’t ever fucking tell me you’re sorry for something like that again. It wasn’t your fault. It was mine. I’m the sorry one. You were doing what you needed to do and I put you in a bad position.”
“You didn’t. You weren’t even there Ilya. You had drugs in your system, clearly something traumatizing has happened to you in the past and that’s all you could see. I just didn’t know what to do, and your voice. It killed me.”
Shane realized he wasn’t going to be released, so he allowed himself to relax against Ilya, trying to keep his weight on the other side than the bandage. His breathing was shallow and he tried to calm it, telling himself it was over. Finally continuing,
“So that was it. He cleaned everything up, bandaged you, gave you antibiotics. Yelled at us for not cleaning it the right way in the first place. Which is your fault and I fully intend to yell at you later for it.”
He could feel Ilya smiling against his neck.
“Ok. You can yell. As long as you sit on my lap to do it.”
“Ilya, you could have died. It was bad. Barnett said it got bad fast and that you should have been in the hospital.”
“But here I am. With you. Taking care of me. Again. You are always taking care of me Shane.”
He sat there just thinking until eventually he realized,
“Barnett didn’t try to tell you to report wound?”
“Oh. Well. He did. But. We sort of worked around it.”
“Worked around it.”
“Yes. He read the exact wording of the law, and it said to report to a local police department or other law enforcement immediately. So. We sort of just went with the fact that I am the ‘other law enforcement’. So he reported it. To me. If I forget to file a paper report, well who’s to know.”
Shane sounded a little sheepish as he said it. Barnett had known exactly what he was doing when he worded it like that and specifically called him Agent Hollander for the exchange. It was actually well done and Shane was impressed with his quick thinking at the time.
“So you are lying. Again. Because of me.”
“Fuck off. I’m an adult. I can make decisions. This is a harmless one.”
Ilya leaned over to kiss his cheek, knowing better than to try and actually kiss him. He’d been in bed for 2 days and there had been no teeth brushing in bed.
“I’m sorry moya lyubov. I am bad for you.”
“Maybe. But you’re stuck with me now.”
Ilya reached up to stroke his hair and growled at the tubing that got stuck around his wrist. Holding it in front of Shane’s face,
“Can I take this out?”
Shane looked at it and then up at his face before looking away and shaking his head.
“SHANE. Please? I am fine now. You fixed me.”
“No. Barnett fixed you. You have to have more antibiotics. Two more bags that he left. One in about 4 hours. The next one 8 hours after that. Then he’ll be back to check on you and see. I’m sorry, I know it’s annoying. You tried to take it out so many times last night, half the time I wasn’t even sure you were awake.”
“Shaaaane, please. I hate it.”
He heard a chuckle against his chest, which is partly what he’d been going for, wanting to see him smile.
“You’re such a bad patient. I’d hate to see you actually in a hospital. You would terrorize the nurses.”
“I would not. They would think I was hot and do whatever I wanted.”
“Asshole. You’re probably right though.”
Kissing the top of the head buried against him, he ran his hand over Shane’s back.
“Is that it then? You came and found me, I had fever and apparently gross stuff on my side. Barnett cut if off with me whining about a nightmare, I threatened to kill someone, and now we are here?”
Another laugh against him and he smiled against Shane’s hair.
“Yes. That’s a very simplified version, but yes. I was afraid, Ilya. Like terrified. From now on, if you get hurt, I’m going to follow you around every day and make sure you clean it properly.”
“I meant to clean it. I took a shower and let it rinse it off. Then Jake wouldn’t answer me, and I just sort of forgot about it. It was under the bandage I put on and it was ok, and I forgot. It hurt when I went to bed and I thought, oh it’s ok, I’ll look at it when I wake up. Then I wake up here with this stupid tube in my arm.”
“I think you’re lucky you woke up at all.”
“Stop it. It wasn’t that bad.”
“Ilya. It was awful. I wish I had taken a picture of it. OH fuck. I have a picture, the one I sent to Barnett. I’ll show it to you later and you’ll understand.”
“Gross, I don’t want to see it.”
“Too bad. I had to see it, so you have to see it and know what you did.”
Ilya ran a hand through his hair and winced as his felt the state of it.
“Ok, so no taking dumb tube out. I can shower, yes?”
“Ummmmm,”
“SHANE.”
“It’s not my fault. It’s yours. Next time, take care of yourself.”
“OOhhhhhhhhhhh my god. I need to shower. I am so gross. I’m surprised you are even touching me.”
Shane leaned up and licked his neck.
“You’re fine, see.”
“Wow, Shane Hollander, you pervert, licking a sick man. I will return the favor next time you work out, you still owe me.”
“Not a chance.”
“Mmmm, we will see.”
Shane completely ignored him.
“I kind of gave you a sponge bath. But I couldn’t do your hair very well. But you can’t get your bandage wet at all. Not even a little Barnett said.”
“What?! I missed spongebath by the sexiest nurse ever? Just kill me now. It’s ok infection, do your job.”
“Too soon Ilya.”
“Shane.”
“Hmmm?
“Get up.”
“Wow, all that work to put me in your lap, which never fucking do again by the way while you’re hurt. If you made that spot worse, I’ll kill you, your infection won’t have to.”
“I want to go brush my teeth, so I can kiss you. Ok, and then I want a Coke.”
“Wow. Kiss me and a Coke. I hope at least they go in that order.”
Ilya pretended to think about it,
“Mmmm, I am pretty thirsty.”
“Fuck off.”
‘Yes? No tube out, no shower, but I can fuck you? Deal.”
Shane stuck his tongue out at him as he untangled himself and stood up, looking at the bandage while he did it, to be sure nothing was leaking out.
“No. No fucking yet either. You’re on bedrest.”
“So mean to me kotik, so mean.”
He walked to the bathroom, carrying the bag that was now actually empty, and tossing it on the counter as he brushed his teeth. Hopping up on the counter, which turned into a tug of war of whose will was stronger, his wound or him, as it was harder than he anticipated. He won, of course.
He sat there and kicked his feet against the counter until he heard Shane close.
“Shane! I need you.”
The other man walked in, looking warily at him.
“What’s wrong?”
“Come here, I think I broke it. My bandage.”
“ILYA.”
Shane walked up and pushed him backwards, so he was leaning back and Shane could see the bandage. Ilya’s legs wrapped around the man’s waist and he leaned forward, capturing him in his arms and wrapping his fingers around his chin, forcing his face to Ilya’s. His voice was low and deep,
“Mmm, I guess I didn’t.”
His lips brushed Shane’s begging them to open for him and he was rewarded with an immediate whimper into his mouth as those luscious lips let him in, Shane's tongue surrendering and letting him have what he wanted. His tongue teased Shane’s and took over his mouth, making sure he knew that he belonged to Ilya. When he finally let Shane pull back, they were both breathless and Shane’s eyes were half gone. He stood there breathing heavily and Ilya just stroked his hair. He figured if he pushed it, he might be able to get Shane to come to bed with him and play, but then he would be mad later. It was almost worth it. Almost.
He sat there, holding onto Shane until his breathing was somewhat under control. Still slightly breathy, he smiled,
“Sorry. I thought I did.”
Shane surprised him, by palming his half hard cock.
“Watch it, Rozanov, or I swear to god I won’t touch this for a month.”
“Kotik, you could not go that long and you know it. You want me right now.”
“Asshole.”
He let Shane pull back and he hopped off the counter, letting out a small groan and Shane’s eyes flew to him. He held up his hands,
“I know, I know. Don’t get up there again. I won’t. Can I please have a Coke or is that off limits also?”
He got a grumble as Shane walked out,
“It will be if you don’t start behaving.”
Ilya walked slowly to the couch again, carrying the stupid bag, about to throw it across the room and took the Coke that Shane brought him, drinking half of it in one glorious sugar filled fizzy drink.
“Ohh my god, so good.”
“Are you hungry? You haven’t eaten in a couple of days.”
“Mmm, maybe. But not really. I will just drink 5 more Cokes and be fine.”
“You will not. You can have water.”
“I could have your cum?”
“Oh my god Ilya, stop it.”
Watching Shane squirm, he gave him a slow, wicked smile.
“I think you do not want me to stop.”
Ilya stretched and sighed though as he realized,
“But you are lucky because I’m tired. How can I be tired Shane. I’ve been awake for like 2 hours. I’m dying and you just didn’t tell me.”
Shane leaned over and kissed him again, tasting the Coke on his tongue. 
“Because you were really fucking sick. You’re still sick. Which is why more antibiotics soon. And if you ever do something like that again, I’ll kill you. You won’t get any more sex or Coke or cake, because you’ll be dead.”
Ilya yawned as he laughed,
“I will just haunt you Shane Hollander. For the rest of your life, you will feel me floating around.”
Shane held his hand out and helped him up. He snatched up the Coke before Shane could take it and brought it with him. He set the Coke on the nightstand next to him and got on the bed, carefully and stretched out, looking at Shane as he tossed the bag on the table also, rather than hanging it up.
“What time is it?”
Shane glanced at his phone,
"it’s only 10. AM."
He picked up the bag and hung it up, even though it was basically empty.
Ilya groaned,
“OH my god, I am like dinosaur man. Have to sleep all day. I hate it. How long til I am better?”
“I don’t know. You have antibiotics to last until morning, then Barnett will be here. You’ll probably be tired for a few days if I had to guess.”
Ilya sighed, fighting annoyance.
“Shane.”
He sat on the bed and leaned over and kissed Ilya’s forehead.
“Hmm?”
“I am sorry. I did not realize it was like it was.”
“I know. But you never take care of yourself. I need you to do it please.”
“I will try. Really.”
“Ilya, you know it would be easier if you just didn’t get hurt any more. We could do it that way. Deal?”
“Mmmhmm, I like that one. Deal. Are you leaving?”
“No. I’m going to stay here and lay next to you until I set up your next antibiotics. Then Cliff will be here for a while I go home.”
He got a slow nod and almost smiled as he watched Ilya’s eyes struggling to stay open.
“I’ll be back. I’m going home to get my laptop so I can work from here. And some clean clothes. I’ll be back this evening. You’ll probably be sleeping on and off all day anyway. You won’t even notice when I’m gone.”
“I always notice.”
“You won’t this time. I won’t be gone long.”
“Mmm, ok. I’m glad you’re here.”
“Me too, baby.”
Ilya’s eyes opened partially and he smiled.
“I like that.”
Shane smiled and dropped a kiss on his lips before he got on the bed on the other side of him, curling up like he always did, touching him with as much of his body as he could. He didn’t mean to, but his eyes closed not long after Ilya’s did and he slept.
Cliff stood at the door a few hours later looking at them, rubbing his eyes. Ilya was laying on his back, his leg splayed out, and Shane was half on top of him, his hand cupping the side of Ilya’s face. He sighed, hating to wake Shane, but the new bag of medicine needed to be started and Shane had wanted to go home to get some things. He hadn’t meant to stand here watching them, but they looked so cute, Ilya would kill him if he knew he thought they were cute. Handsome, hot, ravishing, sure. Not cute. He hated, absolutely hated that one of these days Shane was going to hate both of them. If they weren’t careful, one day soon. Ilya had said so many things when the doctor was here, that Cliff was shocked Shane hadn’t started asking questions already. He knew it was coming. He also knew that while Shane was sometimes awkward about some things, there was nothing wrong with his fucking mind. He was too smart for his own good. Once he got hold of something he didn’t let go. He’d wait. He’d wait until Cliff was off guard and then slip something in, hoping that Cliff wouldn’t be able to come up with a suitable answer fast enough. The sad thing is that he was probably right. Fuck. They were so fucked.
Sighing, he walked into the room and put a hand on Shane’s shoulder. He woke up fairly quickly, though he looked confused about where he was for a minute. Cliff pointed at his watch and then at the IV pole and got a nod in return. He left the room and Shane came out a few minutes later, yawning.
“Sorry Cliff, I didn’t mean to fall asleep. I didn’t sleep well last night, he kept trying to rip the IV out all night.”
“It’s ok, it was a rough night. Has he been up at all?”
Shane nodded as he rubbed his eyes again,
“Yeah, he got up for a couple hours. He was pretty groggy at first, and didn't remember a lot. But he got better the longer he was up. Probably just the last of the pain medicine working its way out of his system. He’s really tired though. And irritated. He’s a horrible patient. He wants the IV out, he wants to take a shower, he wants 10 Cokes at a time.”
Cliff smiled and nodded,
“I can imagine. Ok, I can start the medicine if you want to go do whatever you’re doing.”
“Thanks. I’ll be back by dinner time, you want me to bring food?”
“Sure, whatever you want. I’m easy.”
Shane hadn’t brought much with him, so he grabbed his apartment keys and went to the door, glancing at his phone first to be sure the car he ordered was here.
“Cliff.”
The other man stiffened before turning his way.
“Yeah?”
“Thanks for everything last night. I’m glad he has you. I couldn’t have done that by myself.”
Nodding slowly, relieved that was it,
“Of course. I love him. Like an annoying brother. Don’t tell him though.”
“I won’t.”
He opened the door and looked back, a half smile on his lips,
“And Cliff. We’re gonna have that talk soon. So you may as well start working on your story.”
He turned and left and Cliff groaned.
“Fuck my life. Ilya you better be awake for that conversation.”
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    Cliff does not want to talk to Shane alone. Nope, he does not.
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      Chapter 38: And I just need to tell someone I'm not alright
  


    Chapter Summary

    Shane wants answers, or thinks he does, but eventually has a bit of a breakdown.



    Chapter Notes

      TW - Shane has a silent shutdown. I talk about this in this chapter a decent amount, so if you want to skip that part, it's all the part where Cliff is on the phone with Barnett. These are very different for everyone that has them. Some people do not bounce right back like Shane does. It can be a days long process. But my cousin is like Shane, she shuts down, but then when she comes around, she's perfectly fine right away again. So that's what I'm going with. I realize this is not everyone's experience.

Cliff gets his own POV section. Yay Cliff!

Also, can I just say, I came so close, oh so close, to doing an April Fool's Day chapter for this. I had it half written and then was like.. no, this story is too serious to add a silly April fool's day thing, so I deleted it. bye bye April fool's day. I pivoted and did a silly one for my Luca fic instead. So be happy. You almost had Shane and Ilya waking up as hockey players and thinking they dreamed of being an assassin and government agent.  Obviously, I would not have left it that way, but for a chapter, it was almost there.
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  Shane got home and glanced over at all the folders he’d left scattered around. Swiping them up into a pile, he wondered if he could use one of Ilya’s extra rooms to work in. He didn’t seem to use them. Cliff occasionally slept in one, but Ilya’s laptop was always at the dining room table. He probably wouldn’t mind, although Shane would catch hell if Scott ever found out. It was bad enough he had them out of the office without them being checked out to him, but to take them where someone else might see them would probably be enough to actually get him reprimanded. Nobody would know, he brought files home all the time. Just never to someone else’s home. Thinking about it, he texted Hayden that he’d be at Ilya’s for a few days so wouldn’t be running with him.
Standing there as he looked into his office, he closed his eyes and debated with himself. He felt like he was at the edge of a cliff, not unlike how he felt with Ilya sometimes. But this cliff was dangerous. He knew with Ilya, there was someone there to catch him when he stepped off and lost control and gave it away. This one was different. Rockier. It felt like it could be the beginning of something horrible, if he let himself drop off, he might actually hit the rocks at the bottom. He wasn’t sure if that was a door he wanted to open or not. baby steps Shane 
He walked into the office and sat down at the desk, looking at the screens, his lip pulling into his mouth to be chewed on. baby steps  He logged on and sat there for another minute, thinking back and reorganizing thoughts and fragments of conversations in his head. Finally, opening an email, he took a step. Not off. But much closer to the edge than he’d been. He wasn’t sure why. It was just one of those things that got into his head and he couldn’t get rid of it. In the past, that usually led to something. Lately, not as much. That sealed it for him, knowing how wrong he had been about every move he’d made lately. This would be like that. Wrong. So it would be fine.
He addressed the email to his superior, Lt. Gen. Miller and another tech that did research for him usually. 
Regarding Denis Sergeev, aka Sergei Fedotov.  Lt. Gen. Miller, you mentioned this name to me when I last saw you. I’ve decided to focus on him, even though I know he is not my suspect. But I’m wondering if maybe there’s a connection somewhere. I’d like all the information you can find on him please. How long he has been in charge, where did he train. Did he conduct training? What years and where. Known associates. Recent movements and activity. Anything and everything. Nothing is too small. I want his entire life documented. I would appreciate your help in this research.
                         -Hollander
Staring at it again, he finally hit send. It would take awhile to get all the information he wanted. He’d check back later. In the meantime, he looked over the data that had come in on the information he had input for Hayden’s cases. Printing anything that looked interesting, he left it all to finish while he went and showered.
He dressed in clean clothes and threw a few things together to take to Ilya’s. Mostly casual, but a decent outfit also in case he got called to something for work. He glanced up at the picture in the mirror as he walked by and reached up to touch it. It had become almost a habit at this point, sort of a… I can’t believe this beautiful man is mine so I want to touch him all the time even if it’s just a picture, habit. He smiled to himself and went to check if everything had been printed for Hayden’s cases. He gathered up the papers and put them with the folders. All of those went into his larger work bag.
He ordered food before he left, and then went down to get in his ride. He got Thai, with plenty of noodles in case Ilya felt like eating. He also made a quick stop to get some soup from a little deli he liked as well, in case he just wanted something warm but lighter.
When he walked in, Cliff was watching tv and there was no sign of Ilya. Shane dropped the food on the table and sat his bags over by the door to one of the extra rooms.
“Cliff, which of these do you use?”
He pointed at the first one and just looked curious.
“Why?”
“I was just going to see if I could use one of them to work in. Sometimes I like to spread things out. My brain works better if I can see things in front of me, where I can actually move things around and look at them in different ways.”
“Go for it, can’t imagine Ilya will care. I don’t know that anyone has been in that last room down the hall since we got here.”
“Thanks, I’ll check with him before I just settle in there. There’s Thai on the table, and I got some soup in case that sounded better for him instead. Has he been up?”
“Not that I’ve seen. I looked in a couple of times and he’s just been out.”
“What time for his next antibiotic?”
Cliff looked at his phone and tapped something. 
“11pm. It’s the last one we have, but Barnett will be here tomorrow so he might bring more, not sure. Do you want to wake him up? See if he wants to eat?”
Shane shook his head,
“No, I’ll warm it up if he wants some. I’d rather he sleep as much as he can. When he does wake up, I need to change the medicated gauze strip things. Whatever Barnett called them.”
They got plates of food, and were sitting on opposite ends of the couch. Cliff was uptight, he could tell and he wanted to tell him to relax, but he wasn’t sure he could. He really wanted to know at least a few things about the night before.
Finally after he swallowed a big bite, Cliff looked over at him, unable to stand it anymore.
“You wanted to talk?”
Shane just watched him for a minute, sitting his plate on his lap while he reached over to get the bottle of water he’d opened.
“At some point, yes.”
Cliff shrugged, one time was not going to be better than another. At least if he brought it up now, he wasn’t caught off guard later.
“What do you want to know?”
“So much Cliff, so much.”
That got a laugh at least as Cliff took another bite, eventually asking,
“What’s the biggest question you have?”
“My biggest question was about Irina, I was afraid there was a secret love child I didn’t know about, but Ilya swears there’s not and that he’ll tell me about her sometime.”
Cliff just nodded, in his head, not sure he could actually do this. Maybe he should beg him to wait until Ilya was better. He was so much better at making up stories on the fly than Cliff was.
“Ok, so second biggest.”
Shane took another bite and chewed it slowly while thinking back over everything he’d listened to.
“What really happened to his side. The knife fight. Why were you so upset when Barnett was talking about holding him down? You left the room Cliff. You looked like you were going to throw up.”
“Because I couldn’t do it. He..”
“Shanya, stop. Please.”
Both of their heads snapped to the bedroom door where the voice had come from. Ilya was standing there, rubbing his eyes and walking towards them slowly, the IV bag looped over his shoulder. Shane stood and went to put his plate on the table, giving Ilya more room to sit on the couch if he wanted. Ilya’s hand touched his waist as he walked by and pulled him close, leaning down to kiss the top of his hair. When he let go, Shane watched him walk to the couch and sit very carefully down on it, where Shane had been.
Shane gave him a small smile,
“Can I get you something? Thai food? Soup?”
He sighed as he added,
“A Coke?”
“You can sit with me and listen to me.”
“Ilya, I’m sorry. You’re right, I shouldn’t have asked him.”
“Sit please.”
Shane felt like a small child being scolded, but he came and sat next to Ilya, dropping a hand to his thigh. It was immediately covered by Ilya’s hand, picked up and kissed.
Cliff looked from Ilya to Shane and tried to help, although he wasn’t sure why, he didn’t want to answer the fucking questions. But Shane looked so distressed that he wanted to help him. Oh my god, he was such a pushover.
“Ilya, it’s my fault, I asked if he had any questions.”
“It is not your fault. It is not Shane’s fault. It is mine. But Shane, I am too… I don't know what word I want. Which is part of the problem. I am thinking.. Like slow? I understand you have questions about things I might have said. But it is not Cliff’s job to have to answer them. It is mine. So please do not ask him to explain things that I have done.”
“I’m sorry, you’re right. I won’t do it again.”
“But I cannot answer them tonight. I do not want to misunderstand because I am slow. I promise I will answer them though. Soon.”
Shane glanced at Cliff and tried to gauge the look on his face. He looked relieved and upset at the same time.
“Cliff.”
He waited until Cliff tore his eyes away from Ilya and looked at him.
“He’s right and I apologize. I think you could answer my questions about why you reacted the way you did, but it still wasn’t fair. I won’t do it again.”
Shane sat there, feeling his chest tighten ever so slightly. He was upset and he wasn’t sure why. He had every right to ask questions, so why did he feel like such an ass. His timing could have been better, he should have just told Cliff no, he didn’t want to talk about it yet. What the fuck, how did this turn into his fault. He knew in his head that he was being ridiculous, Ilya hadn’t been mad, just asked him to stop, and explained his reasoning calmly. So why, did he actually feel like he was 5 all of a sudden. He took a slow breath and could feel it not go all the way in. Nope, wasn’t happening. Not tonight.
He stood suddenly, pulled his hand away from Ilya’s and went into the kitchen. He stood against the counter and took another breath. And another. And another.
“Shane? Are you alright?”
Ilya sounded half upset himself and Shane knew it was because he had just walked off without saying anything. Unusual for him. He nodded, and then realized Ilya couldn’t see him from where he was, so he managed a soft,
“Yep.”
He walked back into the other room and dropped a kiss on Ilya’s head.
“I’m, ummm, I’m gonna take a walk I think. Just need some air. When I get back, we need to change your bandage.”
Ilya took his hand, gently, like he was afraid he might break.
“Shane, please don’t. We can talk now if you want.”
“I’m fine. It’s fine. I just need to walk. We’ll talk later, when you’re better. I’m just gonna go. Walk. I’ll be back.”
He pulled his hand free and walked to the door, slipping his shoes on and left. As the door closed, he heard Cliff call his name, but didn’t stop, just hit the button for the elevator and stood there fidgeting until it came. He walked out the lobby door, having no idea where he was going, probably nowhere. He just needed out. For just a minute.
He took off down the street, walking slowly, breathing slowly, looking around but not really seeing anything. He had realized, standing in the kitchen, what was happening. He’d always had two recurring problems that plagued him his entire life. One, and the most concerning, were his panic attacks. He went through spells it seemed like, sometimes not having any for months, or sometimes like more recently, having several within a small span of time. That’s not what this was though. This was just… he figured there was probably a technical term for it, but he didn’t know what it was. He just called it a meltdown. Had he gone to a doctor or therapist, he might have been amused to find his name very close to what they would have used also. They didn’t happen nearly so often, in fact, he couldn’t remember the last time he’d had one, it had been a couple of years he thought. He just would feel so overwhelmed sometimes, overstressed, overstimulated, over-everything, and he would feel like he was melting. He didn’t know how else to describe it, and had never really tried, except to his mom once when he was little. Normally, it just resulted in him sitting somewhere, in a… he didn’t know how to describe that either. Catatonic? No, not that bad. Just very… unaware, state. Sometimes he would cry hysterically, sobbing like his entire family had died. That was rare though, most times, he would just stare off into the distance and shut down, not reacting to anything or anyone.
He could feel it happening. Had never figured out how to stop it, or to even cut it short. It was like its own entity, doing what it wanted to him and leaving him to clean up after. Sometimes he was completely aware of things and just unable to speak, others he was truly oblivious. Leaving Ilya’s was probably not the wisest course of action, he hadn’t really thought it out. He just needed to be out. To move. There was an empty can on the sidewalk in front of him and he kicked it, annoyed. Why couldn’t he just be fucking normal, he was tired of this stupid shit. He wasn’t sure what had triggered it this time. Sometimes he knew, but this time, he wasn’t sure. He felt like there was something in his brain that wanted to hide from him. Peeking out from time to time and then yanking back so fast that he had whiplash. Once when he was little, he’d stood in his room just slowly banging his head on the wall, trying to force out whatever it was. That was the one time he’d tried to explain to his mom what was wrong. She’d taken him to a doctor, but he wouldn’t cooperate and she didn’t force him back, just let himself throw his energy into hockey instead. He’d never done that again, now it was just crying or mostly just spacing out. He wasn’t sure which this was yet, though he felt like he could cry.
Looking around, he tried to figure out how far he’d walked and if he’d have time to get back to Ilya’s before he shut down. Probably not. Fuck. Sometimes he was not the smartest. There was a bench outside of some sort of store on the next block, he could see. It was getting dark, but it’s not like this was a bad neighborhood. It would be fine. Worst that happens is someone calls the police on him for acting oddly. That was fixable, one flash of ID and they’d leave him alone. If they didn’t haul him off to fucking Bellvue first.
He reached the bench and sat down, noticing the store was closed. That was probably luck in his favor. He stretched his arms out along the back of the bench and closed his eyes, enjoying the feel of the breeze on his face, it was calming. So calming. He crossed one leg over his knee, letting one hand drop down to rest on his thigh, the other one staying stretched out, his fingers rubbing lightly over the metal curve of the back of the bench. He took a deep breath and opened his eyes. Picking a spot across the street, a red dress in a window of a vintage shop, he stared at it. His eyes blinked once and he was gone, falling deep into his own sub-conscious. 
 

 
Ilya had groaned when the door closed behind Shane. Cliff had said Shane’s name but it didn’t stop him. He let his head drop into his hands as he took a few deep breaths. He started to stand and looked at the fucking tube in his hand. He was done. He would take it out and go find Shane and just tell him fucking everything, consequences be damned. His hand started towards the spot where it met his skin and Cliff said his name.
“Ilya. Don’t.”
He looked up, his eyes in distress.
“That will just upset him more. Leave it. I’ll go. I’ll just follow him and let him get it out of his system. I’ll be there if there’s trouble. Please don’t take it out and do something to stress him out more. Please. I’ll watch him.”
He stood and started towards the door, before hesitating. Going to the safe, he took Ilya’s gun and holster out, adjusting it a little, before slipping it on.
“I’m taking this, mine is downstairs, this is faster.”
Ilya just nodded at him.
“I don’t know what to do Cliff. I’m breaking him.”
“I don’t know either Ilya. But nothing drastic. We’ll figure out something that will satisfy him. Ok?
“I don’t want to satisfy him. I want him to know. And I want him to pick me anyway. And I know he will not.”
“Then that’s his mistake Ilya. But I think now is not the time. We need to get this done. You need to finish Medvedev, get what you need from Sergeev, and do whatever plan you have cooked up in your head so that you can be free. Actually free. If you want to be. Then. Then you can tell him and he can make a decision. And if he chooses wrong, that’s his mistake. But when that day happens, you better be ready to leave. Because I will not watch him put you in jail. Do you understand that? I will not.”
Ilya stared up at him for a moment, his eyes going flat.
“Do not threaten him Marleau.”
“It’s not a threat Ilya. I couldn’t fucking hurt him any more than I could you. But I won’t watch it happen, one way or another I will stop it. Now, I’m going to go watch him and we can worry about that shit later.”
He left, the door shutting hard behind him, making Ilya flinch. He flung himself back on the couch, not caring that it made his side hurt or the tube tug on his hand.
Cliff thought he might need the car, not knowing which way Shane had gone. It turned out to be easy though. He got lucky and picked the right direction, jogging down the street until he finally saw Shane far up the same way. He kept walking and Cliff eventually slowed so he didn’t get too close. He was a little concerned that he’d walked out with no jacket, which normally would be fine. But if he got stopped the gun he had with him did not match his license paperwork, which would be a serious problem. Thinking about it, he took the gun out of the holster and shoved it in the back of his waistband, pulling his shirt down over it. Taking the holster off, he folded it up and shoved it in his waist band also, which while not comfortable, was better than just carrying it the whole time.
He followed slowly, as long as he had him in sight he was fine with being far away. He could catch up fast if something happened. He wasn’t expecting it though, he’d really come just to make sure that Ilya didn’t. He’d seen the look as he stared at his IV and knew he was seconds from ripping it out and trying to follow him. He watched Shane kick a can angrily out of his way and gave a soft sigh. He could only imagine what Shane was thinking. They hadn’t made any egregious mistakes around him, but the things Ilya had said had to be tugging at something in him. At the very least, they were going to have to come up with something about his knife wound. And Irina. Jesus. Friend of a friend? Maybe. That was probably easier than the knife wound actually. Or the killing people. He still thought they could pass it off as the military. He had the knife scar on his back, maybe it could be from that. He didn’t fucking know, he knew Ilya would come up with something as long as he wasn’t emotional like he was earlier. If Shane had walked back in that door at that exact moment, Cliff had no doubt Ilya would have told him everything. The one thing they thought differently on though, was Ilya was sure Shane wouldn’t pick him. Cliff wasn’t so sure. He’d seen the way Shane looked at Ilya when the other man wasn’t paying attention. He was a goner. If his job had been anything other than what it was, Cliff thought he might be able to get past it. Rubbing his eyes, he laughed to himself. He’d clearly just been around Ilya too long, because normal people were not going to ‘get past’ killing dozens of people. Dozens were also way too small, but hopefully they never needed to get that detailed.
Distracted like he was, he hadn’t realized Shane had stopped moving and was sitting on a bench and was just staring across the street. Had he looked up, he would have seen Cliff easily. But he didn’t. He just stared. Cliff stayed where he was for a while, slowly beginning to realize something was wrong. He hadn’t moved at all. Not even an inch. Not to scratch his nose, or tap his foot, or even blink. He was literally a statue. Fuck this, he was going to check on him. He walked closer, well within vision range and gave him a sheepish wave.
“Hey Shane. Just.. making sure you were ok.”
Nothing. Not even a glance his way. Cliff frowned and walked a little closer. His eyes were glassy and unfocused and he just stared across the street. The only thing he could see moving were the fingers on the hand that was up on the back of the bench. They were just circling the metal curve of part of the back. Over and over again. He sat down next to him and put a hand on his shoulder. Shane flinched, but otherwise nothing changed. Ok, fuck this wasn’t good. Cliff had absolutely no experience with whatever this was. He stood abruptly and walked a few feet away, Shane didn’t look at him.
“Shane, you’re really scaring me. Are you ok?”
Nothing.
“Fuck this.”
He got out his phone and typed a few things into google. Reading a little, he looked back at Shane and compared what he was reading to what he was seeing. Scrolling through his contacts, he found Barnett’s. The guy was going to stop answering soon at this point. He walked a decent distance away in case Shane could still hear him with whatever was going on.
The man must have had his number as a contact because he didn’t waste time when he answered.
“Cliff. Is something wrong with Ilya? Did the redness get bigger?”
“No, no, it’s not even Ilya. I was hoping you could help me with something about Shane.”
“Oh? What’s the problem?”
“He got anxious earlier and he left, went for a walk. Ilya was worried, so I followed him just to be sure nothing happened. I found him on a bench, but he’s like a fucking statue Barnett. He’s not moving, he won’t talk, his eyes aren’t focused. I touched him and he flinched, but that was it. Didn’t look at me or anything.”
“I see. Hmmm, could be a few things. He doesn’t appear to be in any actual physical distress? Nothing that would have thrown him into shock?”
“I don’t see anything.”
“It could be an autistic mannerism. Do you know if he’s on the spectrum?”
“No… he’s got some quirks, but I don’t know. He has panic attacks. But my cousin has panic attacks and she’s not.”
“Ok. I can’t really tell you anything because he’s not my patient, and that’s not a quick diagnosis. But since he has panic attacks, I’m going to make an assumption, which is not great on my part, in fact it’s rather bad, but without more info, it’s all I can do. Was he distressed about anything right beforehand? Or have you noticed him getting more and more stressed the last few days?”
“Ummm, yes. To all. He’s having a hard time at work, he knows something about Ilya is off, but he’s not sure what.”
“He doesn’t know? What Ilya does?”
“No. And the stuff Ilya had you fix the other day was because of him. He was about to bust Jake for something and when Ilya had you fix those records, it kind of screwed him over in his job.”
“I see. Has he moved yet?”
“No.”
Cliff was watching him and the only thing moving were those fingers.
“His fingers are moving. Just circling the same spot on the bench over and over.”
“Alright. My best guess and it is just a guess Cliff. It could be completely wrong and maybe he needs a hospital. But I’d give him a while, it could be an hour or two. I would wager he’s having what we would call a silent shutdown. Or something very similar.”
“What the fuck does that mean Barnett. Talk to me like I’m 5.”
A soft chuckle came through the line. 
“It means he’s panicking and stressed and so horribly overwhelmed that everything just shuts down on him. But on the inside. Instead of a normal panic attack, it’s all inside. In his head, he’s probably doing mental gymnastics trying to figure out what’s wrong and why he’s stressed. But it presents sometimes like what you’re describing. If you were at home, I’d say to try and lead him into a dark, quiet room. But outside, I wouldn’t bother him. Don’t touch him, don’t talk to him. Just be near him. Some people will drop into seizures after. If that happens, you need to call an ambulance.”
“He’ll just snap out of it at some point?”
“He should. But Cliff, if it’s bad, it could last in some form or another for more than a day or two. Probably not to the extent it is now, he may start moving and talking, but he needs to be stress free for a few days. If that can’t happen around Ilya, he needs to not be there.”
“Great. Wonderful. That’s going to go over well.”
“Can I offer some advice that is not likely to be welcome?”
“Why not, it can’t get much fucking worse.”
“They’re together, correct? As in dating?”
“Yeah.”
“Shane works for the FBI. And doesn’t know what Ilya actually does. There has to be some conflict there.”
“You have no idea. Those things Ilya spit out while you were working on him the other night, were direct contradictions to what we’ve told him about some things.”
“Well then that’s most likely what’s caused this. They’re not computing in his brain together and it’s shutting down on him. Cliff, it won’t get better if they don’t figure it out. I don’t mean right now, this will pass. But it’s likely to become a more common thing if the conflicting information continues. So just be aware of it.”
“Great. I hate my life sometimes, Barnett.”
Another soft chuckle,
“You’re a good guy Cliff. I’m glad you’re not with Samuel anymore. Is Shane’s involvement the reason Jake has suddenly gone quiet?”
“Yeah, he had to tear down the clinic, I have no idea where he is.”
“I see. That’s unfortunate.”
“It is, if he’d answered his fucking phone the other night, none of this would have happened.”
“What did happen? Where’d the bullet wound come from?”
Glancing over to see Shane still staring across the street, he took another few steps away.
“Vegas. Was a job that went sideways. Sort of. Guy ended up dead, but Shane was there. Guy was threatening to shoot Ilya, so Ilya took Shane’s gun and shot him. Guy got a lucky shot off, grazed him.”
“They were together while he was doing a job?”
“No. We didn’t even know Shane was in town. We literally ran into him at the place the guy was hanging out at. We both were looking for him. Guy found them first, freaked out, one thing led to another.”
“I see. Wait. Shane was looking for the same guy? That’s odd isn’t it?”
Cliff let out a choked laugh.
“It’s worse than that. From what we’ve been able to piece together, the job he’s working. It’s not for the FBI. It’s for some.. I don’t even know what. They’re after a killer. As in some of the people Ilya has dealt with, Shane is investigating.”
“Oh. My. That’s not great is it. Well that’s just another instance of information that’s not computing in his brain. My assumption is that he’s very, very smart and this stuff just isn’t able to be pushed aside like someone else might be able to do. Just go sit with him, call me back if he hasn’t moved in say… 2 hours? I might come out and see him if I have to. If he does come around anytime soon, take him home and put him to bed.”
“Ok, thanks Barnett. Sorry to bother you. I know you don’t like this shit.”
“If Jake is gone, then I guess my job description may be changing Cliff. It’s fine. Let me know. Either way, I’ll be out in the morning to check on Ilya.”
He disconnected and Cliff just stared at Shane and sighed. He walked over slowly and sank down onto the bench carefully. He just sat. He texted Ilya at one point and said he was with Shane and they’d be home, but he didn’t know when. They were fine.
He felt like he should be talking to Shane, but Barnett had said not to, so he just sat. Looking through things on his phone, googling silent shutdowns and reading as much as he could find on them.
Ilya was blowing up his phone, but Cliff wasn’t getting into it through texts. He just kept telling him they’d be home before long. And not to do anything stupid. They would be there and Shane would be furious if that IV was out of his arm.
He got up and paced. Sat back down. Watched a few people walk by and glance at them, but nobody stopped or said anything. It was getting late and he knew that Ilya’s medicine needed to start, if he hadn’t ripped out the damn thing yet. But he wasn’t leaving Shane, that clearly wasn’t an option.
He was nearly at the point of calling Barnett back, when Shane moved. He didn’t speak, but he blinked and his legs came uncrossed. Cliff didn’t move, just waited, not sure what he was supposed to do now. He should have asked. He just sat there. It took another 5 minutes before Shane started blinking rapidly, the fingers that had been moving constantly for almost 3 hours came and rubbed his eyes. At that point, he suddenly slumped down, his elbows hitting his knees and his head going into his hands, taking slow deep breaths.
Cliff still just waited. He was afraid to touch him. He didn’t have to wait long. After a few of those long steady breaths, Shane sat up straight and looked over at him. His eyes were red, but otherwise he seemed to be himself. He remembered what Barnett had said though, it could be days before he was really ok.
“Cliff.”
“Uhhh, hey. I ummm, was just trying to check on you.”
“And you found me in my lovely fun, Shane pretends to be a statue roleplay.”
Cliff actually chuckled. Of all the things he was expecting, Shane to just pop out and start making jokes was not it. His voice was a little off and maybe slower than normal, but it was much better than Cliff had been expecting.
“I did. Statue roleplay happen often?”
Shane started to shake his head, but seemed to be having trouble, reaching up to rub his neck.
“No. Rarely. This is the first time in a couple of years actually.”
“I see. Can I do anything for you?”
“No. You already did. You were here. You didn’t bother me. You were just here. I knew you were here, and I was glad.”
“I had to google a lot. And I.. I called Barnett and asked.”
“Oh. That’s ok. I’m sure it was weird to see. I shouldn’t have left. I knew it was coming.”
Cliff nodded slowly.
“It was. I’m sorry I touched you at first.”
“It’s ok. Some people touch me a lot. Back when it first started happening. It didn’t usually go well. Makes it worse. This is actually pretty tame. Sometimes I can’t talk for a while after, but I’m feeling pretty good. Just stiff. I’ll probably sleep extra. Maybe I should go home. I don’t want Ilya freaking out.”
“He doesn’t know.”
Shane looked over at him slowly.
“You didn’t tell him yet?”
“No, just that I would come after you and make sure you were ok. He was going to take his IV out and come after you, but I told him I would do it. He’s been blowing up my phone, but I just told him I was with you and we’d be back before long.”
Shane couldn’t look at him as he asked quietly,
“I don’t suppose there’s any world in which we just don’t tell him?”
Cliff stared up at the sky, trying to decide how to answer that.
“Why?”
Shane sighed and ran his hand through his hair, then stretched, grimacing as his muscles tried to unlock after being held hostage for 3 hours.
“Because it’s embarrassing.”
“It’s a medical condition Shane, that’s not embarrassing.”
Shane’s voice went up a notch,
“It fucking is. I feel like a fucking child that can’t control themselves. It’s bad enough that I have panic attacks and he knows about those.”
“What if you have one of these around him? Wouldn’t it be better for him to know ahead of time?”
“Probably. But this is the first one in years. I can usually tell if it’s coming. At least a few minutes ahead of time, sometimes more. It won’t happen again. Not for a long time. I just get.. I don’t know. Too much in my head. Like I can’t process it, so I just fucking freeze. Eventually my brain just shoves it all out and I’m ok again.”
He bit his lip and shook his head,
“Nevermind. It’s not fair to ask you. Just like it wasn’t fair to ask you that stuff earlier. My brain  just works weird sometimes and I see things that aren’t necessarily what reality is. I’m sure there’s a perfectly logical explanation for all of it, and Ilya will tell me later. So just nevermind. Tell him. Can you walk back with me please? I’m feeling a little weak. I’ll just get my stuff and go home for a day.”
Cliff stared at him again, hearing Barnett’s words. No stress. Might get worse. He made a decision and hoped Ilya would let it be. If not, he’d break his word, but he hoped it wouldn’t come to that.
“I won’t tell him. At least not right now. We’ll tell him you were upset and we got a drink somewhere. And you’re not leaving. He’s sleeping extra, you may as well sleep extra with him. Besides, that’s me being selfish, he sleeps better when you’re there.”
Shane gave him a small smile.
“I do too. But no. We can tell him. I don’t want to lie to him. It’s ok. I’ll tell him, I promise.”
“That’s up to you. I won’t mention it. But Barnett does know, so it might be awkward if he mentions it when you’re there with him. But Shane, he’s not going to think poorly of you.
Nodding, Shane just said quietly as he stood,
“I think poorly of me. He’ll just feel sorry for me, which is 100 times worse. But it’s ok. I shouldn’t have even asked you. I’m sorry. Again.”
Cliff just nodded and got up to walk with him, staying close in case he faltered.
 

 
They got back to the apartment and Shane was exhausted. He leaned against the wall in the elevator and yawned. Cliff was watching him carefully as if he thought he might just fall down where he stood.
“Mmm’okay. Just sore. Feels like I sat in a car for 12 hours.”
“I would imagine so. You didn’t move at all. The whole time. Just the one hand. All of you has to be sore. I’d tell you to take a bath, but Ilya would probably jump in and fuck up his bandage.”
“OH my god. His bandage. The gauze things need to be changed. And his medicine is late.”
He sighed and chewed on the side of his thumb.
“It’s not your fault Shane. You had a problem. He can wait. We’ll do it now.”
They walked inside and Shane toed his shoes off, looking over at the couch. Ilya was sleeping there, on his side, the hand with the IV stretched out along his leg. There was a plate of half eaten noodles on the table in front of him and a Coke. His phone was clutched in his other hand, like he’d fallen asleep while using it.
Cliff stared at him and grinned,
“Look how innocent he looks when he’s not awake and being his normal terrorist personality.”
Shane couldn’t look away in fact, he looked so peaceful. Until he didn’t. His eyes blinked open slowly, but then when they registered that Shane and Cliff were there, he sat up so suddenly, his phone dropped and he nearly kicked his Coke on top of the table.
Cliff snorted,
“Nevermind, moment gone. I’ll get the antibiotic.”
Ilya couldn’t tear his eyes away from Shane, looking him up and down and all over, as if to make sure he was all in one piece. He held out his hand, but didn’t say anything. Smiling at him, a tentative smile though, Shane walked over and took it, allowing himself to be pulled down onto the couch into Ilya’s arms.
He buried his head in his neck and just inhaled, loving the smell of Ilya’s soap and shampoo. That thought sunk in and he suddenly yanked back and looked at his hair, which was clean and shining and curly.
“ILYA. Tell me you did not take a shower.”
“Shane, I did not take a shower.”
Shane’s hand went up and ran through his beautiful curls that were bouncing and soft.
“Then how is your hair like that?”
“Sink. And it hurt too. To bend over that much. But it was so bad, and I like when you play with it and I want you to lay next to me and play with it and kiss me and let me tell you how sorry I am. So I took my own sponge bath and used sink for my hair, since my sexy nurse was missing.”
That earned him a laugh, but Shane was still playing with his hair, burying his face back in his neck again.
“I would have helped you. I’m sorry we were gone for so long. Thank you for sending Cliff out after me, it helped a lot.”
“What helped? What did he help with? Tell me. I will yell if he did it wrong.”
His voice was teasing though as he stroked Shane’s back.
“I’ll tell you in bed. But we have to change your bandage first. Barnett will be here tomorrow and I don’t want to get yelled at. Let me go wash my hands and we’ll do it while Cliff switches your antibiotic. Lay down.”
“Bossy Shane is back.”
“No. Tired Shane is back. I want to shower and sleep, but this has to be changed first. It should have been done earlier, but I sorta messed that up.”
Ilya pulled back enough to give him a kiss, before letting go so he could get up.
“You never mess anything up. We will talk. Soon, ok? I am sorry.”
“Nope, I don’t even want to talk. Not anytime soon at least. Let’s get you better, and then I’ll think about it.”
He got up and washed his hands for a long time, not wanting any germs to get onto anything touching the open graze. Cliff was there and had already switched the bag when he got back, so he gathered all the things that Barnett had left and read through his instructions. It really was just taking the old gauze out, clean the edges with alcohol, put new gauze in and a new padded bandage. Easy. He could do this.
It actually was fine and didn’t take long at all. Ilya hissed slightly at the alcohol pad on the edges, but it was easy to lay the new strips inside, and everything still looked clean and dry and so much better than before. He pulled the waist of Ilya’s sweats down enough to be sure the red streaks were not expanding. They were not and in fact were significantly smaller. Ilya of course cracked a joke about his nurse taking advantage of him and Shane gave him a look of warning which just had him laughing.
Gathering up the trash, Shane tossed it and told Ilya he was taking a shower.
“Can I watch?”
“NO.”
“Please. I can’t take my own shower, I want to watch someone else’s.”
Shane couldn’t help but laugh.
“I’m taking a shower. I’m not stopping you from coming in, but do not try to get in the shower with me. And I’m ONLY washing, nothing else for your amusement. I’m tired and I’m sore and I want to lay down.”
Ilya was immediately serious.
“Why sore?”
Cliff glanced at him and shrugged as if to say, up to you.
“Because I sat in one position for 3 hours and didn’t move at all and it made me sore. I’ll explain after I shower and lay down. Ok? Please?”
Ilya just nodded and watched him leave. As soon as he was gone, Ilya looked at Cliff as if expecting an explanation.
“No. Not telling you. It’s up to him. You can see he’s fine. If he wants to tell you he will.”
“Marleau.”
“Ilya.”
“Fine. I will remember this betrayal, Marleau.”
“Shut up or I’ll tell Barnett that you need that IV for another week.”
“I will kill you.”
Cliff snorted.
“I’m going to bed. Be nice to Shane, he’s tired.”
“I am always nice to my kotik. I will pet him and lick him and”
“STOP. You clearly are feeling a little better. I will see you tomorrow.”
Cliff left and Ilya slumped back on the couch. He was actually tired and hurting, but was tired of them treating him like he was fragile. He lay there and gave some thought to harassing Shane in the shower, which actually finally got him up. If he could do nothing else, at least he could stare at his naked body and tease him to watch him blush.
He took the new full medicine bag with him and went in to lean against the wall. Just watching. Shane glanced up at him and smiled, but he really did look tired. Ilya couldn’t even bring himself to tease him; he looked so tired. He got a towel and held it out for him when the water went off. Shane took it gratefully and dried off quickly. He watched Ilya though as he scrubbed it over his hair.
“Wow, not a word while I’m in the shower. You’re either feeling really bad, or you just don’t like my body anymore.”
Ilya smiled, but shook his head.
“You look too tired. I want your body all the time. I’d tie you up and leave you naked in my bed for days if you’d let me.”
“Sounds fun. Maybe someday.”
“Shane Hollander, do not fucking tease me like that when you’re tired.”
“Sorry sorry. Ok, can we go to bed now, or are you done sleeping?”
“No, I’m still so fucking tired, I feel like a baby. Sleep all the time. I’m tired of sleeping. But if you will be with me, is ok.”
Shane took his hand and pulled him into the bedroom, taking the bag of medicine and hanging it on the hook. Pulling a pair of sweats out of the drawer and putting them on, he nodded for Ilya to get into bed, before he turned the light off.
He crawled in bed and pulled the blanket up over them. Ilya curled around him instead of the other way and talked into his neck.
“Do you want to tell me what happened or we can wait.”
“I want to tell you but I want to sleep more. In the morning? I promise. It’s sort of like a panic attack, but just in my head.”
Ilya kissed him gently, before snuggling back against him, feeling Shane's hands go up to tangle in his hair.
“Ok zhizn moya. Tomorrow.”
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  Ilya woke before Shane, which was unusual lately. He was lying on his side spooning with the other man, Shane's back pressed firmly against him. He lay there quietly just letting the sound of Shane's soft breathing float around him, while he thought about things. Eventually he slid backwards and managed to get off the bed without waking him.  He took the stupid medicine bag with him and went into the bathroom to clean up. He swore if Barnett wouldn't let him take that thing out of his hand today he would not be responsible for what happened. 
Barefoot, he padded out to the kitchen, grabbing a Coke before he sat at the table and opened his laptop. Glancing at the bedroom once to be sure he didn't hear Shane up yet, he logged on to his services. He had an email from his new friend at the FBI, but didn't open it yet. He would look at that when Shane wasn't here. Nothing from Medvedev or Sergeev. His tongue came out to hover at the corner of his mouth while he stared at the screen. Finally he shot off a quick message to Sergeev. 
‘Moving soon on Medvedev.  Do you have what I need? If answer is no, we are done.’
He didn't have to get the information from Sergeev. He could do it himself. Well, Pyotr could do it for him. But it was better if it didn't originate from the United States, just in case there was a problem. 
He didn't expect an answer for a few days and was shocked when one came through within minutes. 
‘I have it. Will get it to Misha to bring back. He is here now doing a favor for me. He will be back in New York in a couple of days. I will give him your number. He belongs to me, not your brother. He will not tell him. Let me know when you have it.’
Ilya sat back, deleting the email and letting that bit of info sink in. If Sergeev was being truthful then Alexei had been watched also. Interesting. Not that he trusted anything the man told him.
He glanced through a couple of other accounts and found a new email from an unknown sender in one. He hesitated before he opened it, knowing that no one should even have this address.
He opened it and just stared at it, blinking, thinking perhaps he was not seeing it right. He closed his eyes, opened them, and no, it was still there. Inserted in the body of the email was a picture of a lovely dark haired woman with sparkling eyes. She was leaning back on her bed with a new lingerie set on, red this time. There were only 2 lines in the email.
 
‘Look, I got a new lingerie set because my last nice one was vandalized. When am I dying?’
                                 -Anastasia Mikhailov
 
Ilya choked out a laugh. He replied quickly,
‘How did you get this email address? And never, ever use your full name like that. Not yet, I haven’t heard from your father. Delete this, and don’t bother replying, I will be deleting this address.’
He deleted the email, then the email address and closed the laptop, still smiling. He stood and stretched and walked back to the bedroom, just as a knock on the door pulled his attention. He turned and spun back, glancing to see who it was before he opened it, swinging it wide.
“Barnett.”
“Ilya, I’m glad to see you up and around.”
“Don’t get too excited, I still sleep more than not so far. Feel weak like a baby.”
He closed the door behind him, motioning the other man into the living room. Holding the empty bag, he waved it in the air.
“Please tell me I can get rid of this though, it’s driving me crazy.”
“Maybe. I’ll decide after I look at you. Do you want to go into the bedroom so you can lie down while I look?”
“No, Shane is sleeping still, the couch will work?”
Barnett nodded, 
“Should be fine, just need to take bandage off and be able to see your hip area where the red was streaking.”
He took a pair of gloves out of his bag while Ilya arranged himself on the couch, pulling his pants low around his hips and stripping his shirt off.
“Other than being tired, how are you feeling? Much pain?”
“More than it looks like. I feel like I’ve had worse things and it is not as painful as this. But it’s better. It feels like it tears when I bend, but I don’t see anything bleeding.”
“I’ll look at it. It was in pretty bad shape though. Had you taken care of it the first time, it wouldn’t be as raw and painful.”
“I know, I know, I was bad, I’ve heard it. It was not on purpose.”
Barnett smiled at him and gently tugged the tape on the bandage, removing it. He then took out the gauze strips and looked at the furrow for a long moment. Grabbing an alcohol pad out of his bag, he opened it and swiped it along the edges.
“It actually looks pretty good. I don’t see any sign of tearing, so it must just be a sensation thing.”
He ran his finger along the purple marks that were mostly gone, but the red had retreated and there were only faint streaks.
“This looks good also. I don’t want to take you off antibiotics yet though.”
Ilya groaned and held up his hand with the IV and shook it,
“BARNETT, please, I cannot have this. I’m going crazy.”
“Will you take pills if I leave them? Just antibiotics. Not pain pills or anything that could cause… an accident. If you won’t, then it stays for another couple of days. Pills will take longer. Probably a week. And you have to take them all, you can’t just stop because you think you feel better.”
Ilya glared at him and stared at his hand, thinking, trying to decide which was worse.
“Fine. Pills. Take it out please.”
“You swear you will take them?”
“Yes, I swear. I will tell Shane and then he will make me.”
“I’ll make you do what?”
Ilya sat up a little and Barnett pushed him back since he hadn’t put the bandage back on yet.
“Barnett, you are mean to me. I was just trying to see my Shanya.”
Shane moved up from where he had walked out of the bedroom and stood looking over the back of the couch, putting one hand over the back to reach for Ilya, who immediately grabbed his hand to hold it.
“What will I make you do?”
Ilya scowled as he looked at his hand again.
“Barnett says to take the tube out, I have to take pills for a week. Or leave the tube for more days.”
Shane looked surprised,
“You chose pills? Really?”
“He swears they are just antibiotics, nothing else. But I have to take it for a week. All of them. I think he is making it up just to mess with me.”
That got a smile from both the other men. Barnett shook his head as he got more gauze out to put in the wound.
“You pick. But do it soon.”
“Out. I want it out. I will take the pills. Do not put anything else in them. Only medicine.”
“I would never do that, Ilya. I know how you feel.”
Barnett finished rebandaging the graze on his side and then got out a small bandage and a cotton ball. He walked back over to where Ilya was holding his hand out and removed the IV, wiping the entry spot with an alcohol pad before taping the cotton over with a bandage.
“Leave that for an hour or so, then you can take it off.”
“Shower?”
Barnett shook his head.
“Only if you find something waterproof to put over that bandage. Not wet at all. You can probably tape something over it if you’ll be fast. Plastic bag. Plastic wrap. Don’t get it wet Ilya.”
Barnett finally moved so Ilya could set up and he shook his hand and gave a sigh of relief to be free of the tubing.
Shane gave him a small smile until he saw Barnett looking him over, then he sighed.
“I’m fine.”
Ilya glanced between the two of them, not knowing who Shane was talking to.
Barnett nodded,
“It would appear so. Do you want to talk about it?”
Shane looked to Ilya and back to Barnett.
Barnett spoke up suddenly,
“Oh. I see. Nevermind.”
Shane shook his head suddenly,
“No, it’s fine. I was going to tell him this morning, maybe it’s good you’re here. You probably know how to talk about it better than me. I don’t even know.”
Ilya was just looking between them, knowing this had to do with whatever happened to Shane, but not how Barnett knew about it.
Shane explained as simply as he could, Barnett nodding occasionally at his descriptions. He’d sat down in the armchair, but Shane was still leaning over the couch. Barnett would occasionally offer a comment to Shane’s explanation, but mostly just let him talk.
When Shane stopped talking, he looked tired again. Ilya tugged on his hand,
“Come sit please.”
He walked around and sat next to Ilya, leaning against him while Ilya looked at Barnett.
“How did you know?”
Shane answered him instead,
“Cliff called him. To ask what was wrong with me. I freaked him out that badly. I suppose it is very odd to see if you don’t know what was wrong.”
“And you did not want to tell me.”
“No. I asked Cliff to not tell you. Then I realized that wasn’t fair to him, so I told him that I would explain it. Which I would have.”
Ilya leaned over and gave him a gentle kiss.
“I know. How to stop it from happening again Barnett?”
“I don’t know if he can. He hasn’t had one in years, is that right Shane?”
He got a nod in return.
“I think maybe that’s something Shane and I should talk about sometime first, before we do a group session here. If he wants to, that is. No pressure.”
“Maybe. Sometime.”
Barnett nodded,
“Enough said. Ilya, I’m going to have a prescription delivered here later today. If you don’t take them, you’ll get worse again. Understand?”
“Mmmm, yes. I will take. I promise.”
“Ok. Then I’m done here. Shane, call me if you ever want to talk. I’m leaving more of the medicated gauze. It still needs to be changed, I think we can go every 2 days. But don’t miss a day. I’ll check on you in a week after all the antibiotics are done. But if it starts looking bad, then call me. No getting it wet Ilya.”
“I will not. Thank you Barnett. For taking Shane’s call that night. I will try to not be any more trouble. I made a deal with Shane, no more getting hurt.”
Barnett gave a choked laugh,
“Ilya, I’ll believe that when I see it.”
Shane muttered under his breath,
“Me too.”
Ilya looked wounded.
“You hurt me now. With your horrible words. So mean.”
Shane walked Barnett to the door where the man looked at him seriously,
“I mean it Shane. If you want to, we can talk about how you can stave off an episode like yesterday. Might not work, but good to have options.”
He just nodded, and told him thanks again before closing the door behind him, making sure he locked it. Walking back into the living room, he stood against the wall just watching Ilya, who was watching him. Ilya’s eyes looked a little guarded as if he thought he were about to get yelled at. Shane didn’t want to yell at him, didn’t want to talk to him, at least not about anything serious, he was tired of being stressed out all the time. 
“Shane?”
Shane pulled his shirt off over his head and folded it, never taking his eyes off of Ilya. He walked over to the table and set it there.
“Ilya.”
He hooked his thumbs in his sweatpants and pulled them down, stepping out of them. He had no underwear on, and Ilya bit his lip, not quite sure he wanted to interrupt whatever was happening here. His eyes roamed over Shane’s body, and he tried not to react, thinking maybe he was just going to go shower. He watched as Shane slowly folded the pants and set them with the shirt.
“Ilya.”
His eyes flew to Shane’s, as he watched him walk towards him.
“I need you.”
Ilya swallowed hard, still waiting for this to be a joke of some sort. Shane was never this forward and especially not when he thought Ilya was hurt in any way. He watched as Shane got to him and dropped to his knees in front of him, just looking up at him.
“Please.”
Shane’s hand ran up his leg until it lightly landed high on Ilya’s thigh, tugging on his sweatpants.
“Off.”
Ilya had never moved so fast as to scramble up enough to tug them down and let Shane help pull them off. He watched as Shane folded them and set them to the side.
“Shirt please.”
He held out his hand and watched as Ilya ripped it off and handed it to him, where it soon lay on top of Ilya’s pants. He moved between Ilya’s legs and pushed his knees apart, leaning down and slowly wrapped his fingers around Ilya. He pushed that skin back at the tip, and smiled at the soft sound he heard. His tongue flicked out and barely touched the slit that was there tempting him. He purred as Ilya’s hand came down and rubbed his head, not moving him, just stroking gently while Shane licked him again, just barely touching him. His tongue grew bolder and swirled around the entire tip of that hardness. Ilya sucked in a breath and tried not to move, not wanting to break whatever spell this was. Shane’s mouth opened wider and slid down his cock, his tongue going underneath and letting Ilya sit on his tongue as he swallowed around him. A hand came up to  gently roll his balls in Shane’s palm as his lips closed around Ilya and he sucked him gently. 
A groan escaped Ilya, he was thanking whatever higher power had put Shane in this mood as his hips moved forward pushing farther into Shane’s mouth. He whispered to him, as that mouth started working him for real, the tongue teasing and stroking, his cheeks hollowing as he hummed around him, the hand fondling his balls growing stronger.
“Fuuuck Shane, you’re so good to me, your mouth feels so good on me. Only on me, just for me.”
Shane didn’t stop, until he was so close, then almost as if he knew, he stopped moving and slowly pulled off, licking the wetness off his own lips as he looked up through his lashes. Ilya’s breath was coming hard, but he didn’t protest, just watched the face that he loved to look at, those freckles and full lips look up at him panting. 
“Ilya, you told me to ask for what I wanted.”
He nodded slowly down at him, waiting,
“I”m sorry if it hurts your side, but I need you to help me please.”
“Anything, kotik. Tell me.”
Ilya could care less about his side right now. Shane leaned up, until his lips were pressed against Ilya’s neck, licking him, nibbling, finally biting, although not hard. Ilya shivered and let out a soft moan from deep in his throat. His voice low this time, he told him again,
“Tell me.”
Shane smiled at the tone as he felt that warmness building up through him. He licked the spot he had bitten, and his lips were against Ilya’s neck, just below his ear as he spoke.
“I need you to get me out of my head please. However you want. I will be soooo good for you. Do whatever you say. Please help me. Spank me, fuck me, fuck my mouth, bite me, tie me up, I don’t fucking care. Just tell me. Tell me that you fucking own me and make me yours. Please.”
He buried his face in Ilya’s neck as if after that speech he could be embarrassed. Ilya was about to come just sitting there he was so fucking turned on. He gave himself a few seconds to gather himself together and let his hand run up Shane’s back very slowly. His fingers teased their way up until his fingers tangled in Shane’s hair. He yanked Shane’s head back, a little harder than he might normally. But he’d had Shane enough to know what he could take and when. His smile grew when he heard the whimper his boy made. He leaned over and growled into his ear, not letting his head move at all.
“Is that what you want Shane? To be mine? For me to own you? I’m not in a gentle mood, kotik. Not gentle at all. You should tell me now if that’s what you need, for me to be gentle. Tell me.”
He yanked on his hair a little more, pulling his head back at an angle so his neck was completely exposed for Ilya, while he watched his face, his eyes. He could practically feel the hum in Shane’s body as he waited for an answer. He was tense and trembling and blinking rapidly. He let his mouth fall to Shane’s neck, watching the vein in his neck pulsing. He wanted it. He wanted his mouth over it. He moved Shane’s head so that he was staring right at him and asked him again, his voice purring.
“Shane. Tell me. What do you want?”
“I want you to use me, not gentle. Please Ilya.”
He saw the second Shane let himself go, the pupils of his eyes going impossibly large and his lips opening. His body relaxed and he just stared at Ilya with the most calm look he’d ever seen and whispered to him,
“Please. I’ll be good for you.”
Ilya relaxed his grip a little and brought his lips to Shane’s, kissing him, licking him, taking his mouth as Shane opened for him, his tongue meeting Ilyas with intensity as he started squirming already. When Ilya pulled back and Shane chased his lips, he tightened his grip again and held him still, delighting in the whimper he got as he whispered against his neck,
“Oh I know you will. You’re mine. Please try to remember colors, yes?”
“Yes, green, always green.”
Ilya realized in his head, he needed to watch that, he needed to be sure Shane wasn’t so far gone that he’d let Ilya go too far. He would be careful. He would. Right now though, his mouth closed over that vein and pulled Shane’s head back even further, listening to him make the most delicious noise as he bit down gently at first, but letting it go farther and farther until he shuddered under Ilya’s mouth. Ilya’s cock jerked impossibly against Shane’s stomach where he was leaning against him. He forced himself to let go and his tongue swiped over the marks that perfectly framed the vein that was pulsing.
“Sooo fucking good for me. Stand up. Now.”
He let go of his hair and watched him scramble to his feet, his chest heaving.
“Go to the bedroom, and lean over the bed.”
He watched him walk to the bedroom, admiring his muscled body from the back. He put his hand against the bandage, pressing on it, just testing, not that it mattered, he’d tear it over and over again to have Shane like this. He walked into the bedroom and admired the view. Shane was leaning over the bed, his head laying on his crossed arms. His legs were slightly spread and Ilya wanted nothing more than to bury himself in the ass that was pretty and waiting for him. Not yet. He grabbed a small bottle of lube from the dresser and tossed it next to Shane. He knelt down and pushed one of Shane’s legs farther over, giving him room. He kissed one cheek, then the other, one of his hands rubbing Shane’s lower back. He whispered to him, letting his cheek go up and lay on the man' s lower back.
“Do you know how fucking pretty you are for me? You look so beautiful all waiting for me, your ass waiting for me to take it.”
Shane squirmed a little and Ilya slapped one of his cheeks, just lightly.
“Hold still”
The movement immediately stopped and Shane let out a soft noise against his arms.
“Do you have something to say, my lovely pretty boy?”
He got a shake of the head and he swatted that ass cheek again, much more firmly this time, smiling at the flinch he got back in return along with another noise.
“Are you allowed to nod at me, kotik?”
The voice that came back was very breathy, but strong.
“No Ilya.”
“Then don’t.”
He pulled those cheeks apart and licked the hole that was just waiting for him. He circled it with his tongue, teasing, and lightly pushing against it. Shane pushed back just a little and he thought about stopping, but he didn’t want to, he just squeezed with hand holding him and and let his tongue force it’s way past that ring of muscle, licking and lapping at him over and over until Shane was making soft noises against his arms that were getting louder and louder. His legs were trembling as Ilya sucked at him, finally pulling back. 
“You like that don’t you. My tongue in your ass. Licking you, sucking you. You’re a dirty fucking slut for me aren’t you Shane. My dirty slut.”
“Yes, oh god yes, please, your slut.”
He dripped some of the lube straight onto Shane’s hole, watching as he jumped at the chill. He immediately slipped a finger inside, biting the side of his ass as he pushed it in. Not as hard as usual, but enough that Shane made a high keening noise as he begged,
“Please Ilya, harder, do it, I want it, fuuuck, fill me up please, leave marks, fucck, only for you, yours.”
Ilya wasted no time in pushing another finger in, and moving directly to swipe at that spot that made Shane howl his name. He was not disappointed and he closed his eyes as he did it over and over again. Finally stopping his fingers from moving and listening to Shane cry about it.
“No no no no, don’t stop please, I want it. Please Ilya, please.”
“Mmm no, moya lyubov. Not yet. And you are not allowed to come, do you understand? If you think you’re about to come from rubbing that beautiful cock against the bed, you better tell me. Well ahead of time. Understand?”
“Yes, but.”
He moved his fingers and another scream erupted and interrupted him.
“Sorry, you were saying?”
“No. I mean yes. I won’t come. Tell you. I understand.”
“Of course you do, because you're such a good boy for me. A good little slut. You want to make me happy.”
“Yesss, god yes. Always.”
“Good.”
He pushed a third finger in even though he knew he wasn’t ready yet and was rewarded with a sharp inhalation of breath and a small whimper. He leaned over and kissed the small of his back again, licking at it as he pushed his fingers all the way in, letting them move slowly, stretching. 
“Fuuuck Ilya. Hurts. Good. So good.”
“Mmmm, I know, you like it when it hurts a little. I know what you want. I will give it to you. Because you’re so good. Now, fuck my fingers little slut. I want to watch you.”
Shane immediately moved against his hand, and Ilya bit his lips as he watched that hole stretch for him, taking all of his fingers over and over. At one point, Shane stopped abruptly,
“Did I say you could stop?”
“No no no, going to come though. Can’t.”
“Oh you’re such a good boy. You did so good for me. I’m going to leave my fingers in you and when you think you can move without coming, you do it again. Understand?”
“Yes, yes, I want it. I want to fuck them.”
Ilya watched him as he lay there trying to calm himself and took the opportunity to lean up over him, which actually pushed his fingers in farther and he shivered at the noise Shane made. Draping himself over Shane’s back, he bit down on his upper shoulder and groaned as Shane’s body moved underneath him, his cock pushing into the man’s lower back at this point. Pulling back, he watched that ass start to move on his fingers again and settled back to watch. 
“So fucking greedy. Your hole wants me, it wants my fingers, it wants my cock, it stretches all around me, takes me so good. That’s it, kotik, I want to see them all the way inside.”
He crooked the middle finger again and reached down with his other hand to grasp himself so that he didn’t get too close. Shane was slamming against his hand now, the room filled with wet, slapping noises and Ilya groaned along with Shane. It didn’t take very long though for Shane to suddenly stop again.
“Fuuck Ilya, oh my god, need to come please please, can I.”
“I think you know you cannot. You made it three times last time, can you do more for me?”
“Nooo , no. I can’t. “
“Color?”
“Green green green, but need to come.”
“Shane, I need you to pay attention. Do not tell me green if you need me to stop. I will be angry. Understand?”
“Yeeesss. God yes.”
He slowly pulled his fingers out and Shane jerked up on his arms, leaning up. Ilya grabbed his head and pushed him back down.
“Did you ask if you could move kotik?”
His head shook and Ilya smiled.
“Did you just shake your head at me?”
“Yes, oh god, no. I didn’t mean it. I’m sorry, please please, I didn’t mean it. No, I didn’t ask.”
“No, you didn’t ask, and you didn’t answer me. I thought you wanted to be good for me.”
“I do. I will. M’sorry. Please, need you. I’m sorry.”
He dragged a finger over Shane’s ass, letting his fingernail scrape him a little, watching him shiver. He’d been in that position a long time at this point and Ilya stood up.
“Stand up.”
He shot up off the bed, and Ilya turned him around and looked in his face. It was so beautiful. Cheeks were red, covered in wetness, lips were red, and his eyes were still so blown. 
“Lay down, on your back please. All the way up.”
Shane crawled onto the bed and flipped over on his back, his chest heaving as he stared at Ilya through half closed eyes. He watched as Ilya crawled up over him and he spread his legs so that it made it easier for Ilya.
“Such a good boy. But you weren’t good were you.”
“No. Bad, m’sorry. Oh fuck Ilya please, fuck me, I need to come.”
“Mmm, I think no. You weren’t good enough yet. Play with yourself, I want to watch. Don’t fucking come.”
Shane’s hand wrapped around himself, he didn’t need lube, he was so fucking wet from dripping all over himself. He started slow, but slowly went a little faster, his fingers going the full length of him over and over. Ilya leaned down and licked one of his balls and grinned when his ass jerked off the bed at the touch. 
“Mmm, you like that?”
He did it again, and again, letting a finger slowly slip back inside that loose ass as he kept licking him. He was watching Shane closely now, not sure if he’d be able to stop himself this time. His back arched up and Ilya knocked his hand away and swiftly replaced it with his own, squeezing and holding as he stopped moving his finger.
“Not yet kotik. Good boy for me remember? I should have spanked you before I let you on your back, but this will have to do.”
Shane’s back plunged back to the bed and his hands tangled in Ilya’s hair. His voice was much softer this time,
“Please. Please, need to come. Please fuck me.”
“I will fuck you, but you still don’t get to come.”
“Ilya please.”
“No.”
He wasted no time, using less lube than normal, but enough that it wouldn’t be too bad. He’d loosened himself up on Ilya’s hand for a long time. With no warning, he lined up and pushed inside in one long slow thrust, looking down as he watched his cock get gobbled up.
“Ohhh fuck Shane. You feel so good. You were made to take my cock. All of it. Just for you. Fuuck.”
And this was the problem. Ilya wanted to tease him more, but fuck he felt so good he just wanted to give in. He pulled Shane’s legs up, his fingers digging into his thighs as he moved, all the way out and a hard thrust back in, over and over, watching Shane’s face intently. His head was thrown back, his neck arched up and Ilya wanted to bite it again so bad, but he knew better. He was too close. Keeping one hand on Shane’s hip, he wrapped his other around the man’s cock which was throbbing on his stomach, huge and angry and purple red from all the teasing.
“My good boy, do you want to come for me?”
‘Fuuck yes, please yes, please Ilya,”
He wanted to say no, he wanted one more, but he couldn’t. Shane was gazing up at him with a look on his face that Ilya could barely stand. He wanted to cry and give him whatever he wanted to see that look every day. Love, adoration, happiness, everything that Ilya didn’t really deserve. But he wanted to give it to him. 
He reached down and stroked him as he thrust into him over and over.
“Then come for me. Be a good boy. I want to see it all over you.”
It didn’t take long, another stroke or two and that beautiful body arched off the bed again, Ilya’s name spilling from those lips over and over as he did what he was told. He exploded over Ilya’s hand and his stomach, some even flying up over his chest. Ilya watched and could barely see anything as his vision darkened while Shane clenched down on Ilya’s cock, those smooth walls trembling around him, wanting it, wanting to feel Ilya come inside of him. When he finally gave in, a few erratic thrusts later, he returned the favor, yelling Shane’s name over and over, everything coming out in Russian, but it was incoherent even to himself. Eventually he collapsed on top of Shane, softening inside him, both of them breathing heavily.
Shane’s hand tangled in Ilya’s hair again, petting him over and over while they lay there. Normally Ilya would lick him clean, but he couldn’t move. He realized at some point that his side was throbbing, but he couldn’t bring himself to care.
Eventually he pulled back, exhaling sharply when he left Shane’s body. Shane flinched but was otherwise still. 
“Shane?”
“Hmm?”
“You need to shower, yes?”
His voice was lazy, his hand still moving in Ilya’s hair. Ilya thought he could possibly lay there forever if that hand kept moving.
“Probably.”
“I will go start it for you.”
“K.”
He leaned up and looked at Shane’s face, his eyes were still dilated and he looked far away.
“Shane, you are ok?”
“Mmmhmm.”
Ilya smiled as he lay back down with him. He would wait a few minutes. He moved up on the side of him though, and put a hand on the side of his cheek, turning his head so that Ilya could give him a gentle kiss.
He lay there whispering to Shane, his hand stroking his neck and chest until Shane started to stir, and groaned realizing how sticky he was.
“Stay here, I will go start shower.”
Shane nodded, and then his eyes flew to Ilya’s, a half smile on his face as he added words.
“Ok. thank you.”
Ilya laughed outright and told him,
“Be glad I let you get on your back so suddenly because your ass was going to be red if I hadn’t.”
Shane just smiled and watched him go.
Ilya turned on the shower for him and looked longingly at it. Stupid bandage. He looked at it in the mirror and didn’t see anything coming out from under it, so assumed it was alright. All the movement had just tweaked it he hoped. He used a cloth and washed himself off before going to get Shane, yelping as the other man was standing right behind him.
“Fuck. You scared me.”
Shane smiled at him and shrugged.
“See, watch out, I can sneak up on you if I want.”
Ilya just leaned over and kissed the tip of his nose, slapping his ass lightly.
“Get in so that I can sit here and be jealous.”
He thought about getting up on the counter to sit, but recalled the problem he had last time and chose to stand leaning against it instead.
Shane was in a fine mood at this point and was teasing him, groaning as the water fell around him, telling him how nice it was.
“Shane. It is not too late for your ass to be red, moya lyubov.”
There was no more teasing after that. Smiling, he went to change the sheets, thinking he could probably take a nap, even though it was only early afternoon. When Shane was done and dried off, Ilya watched as he went and crawled on the bed.
“Tired still?”
He got a nod, and then a sigh.
“Oh my god. Yes, I’m tired still.”
Ilya smiled and lay down next to him, letting Shane wrap around him. He kissed the top of his head and pulled the blanket up.
“Do you feel better now? I can still spank you if not. I can force myself to do it. Just for you.”
Shane laughed and pulled his hair.
“I feel better. Thank you. You always know what I want.”
“It is easy when you ask for it. I like it. I thought I died and went to heaven when you took your clothes off.”
“Asshole. How’s your side?”
“Fine, good.”
“Ilya, really.”
He shrugged,
“It hurts. But I think it is ok. Worth it.”
They slept for a few hours and Ilya managed to wake before Shane again. Kissing him on the shoulder, he got out of bed and realize what had woken him. His phone was buzzing. It was Phil saying there was a delivery for him. Pills he realized. Sighing heavily, he told the man to let the deliveryman up. Taking them and staring at the bottle, he knew his pill aversion was silly. But he’d never been able to get over it. But he would. For this. The one time. He couldn’t stand the little orange bottles though. He dumped the pills out into a bowl and read the bottle, seeing to take a pill 3 times a day. He wondered if he could cheat and take 3 all at once. He would ask Shane. And get told no, he was sure. Then he threw the bottle away. All he could see was the bottle under his mama’s fingers. He couldn’t stand for that to be in his home.
He took one of the pills and managed to swallow it down, trying not to think about it. Making his way back to the bedroom he slid back into his spot next to Shane, just watching him sleep and holding him close, trying to figure out how to fix everything he had broken..
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  Ilya hadn’t meant to fall asleep again, but he did and this time it was Shane who slowly stirred first. He lay there just staring at Ilya, his thoughts much more organized, his body finally relaxed. He realized it was early evening and groaned. He was never going to get his sleep schedule fixed at this point. He tried to extricate himself from Ilya’s tangled limbs, but the sleeping man made a soft noise and pulled him closer. He lay there, allowing himself a small smile as his eyes drifted over feature after feature. He was beautiful when he was sleeping, if Shane could have reached his phone, he would have taken a picture. Then he almost laughed, maybe that was creepy. He didn’t care. Creepy it would have to be. Some day he would get one. Kissing the arm that was on top of him, he tried again, lifting it gently and setting it down next to him. Then he tried to slide out from under the leg that was thrown over him. The arm suddenly came back and he heard that amused tone he loved.
“No.” 
He snuggled against Ilya, smiling and kissing the arm that was now wrapped around him once more. His tone was teasing as he replied,
“I think we’ve been through this enough times and established that you don’t get to tell me no when I’m getting up or leaving.”
The arm tightened and there was a low growl from next to him that made him shiver and his mouth opened a tiny bit.
“And I think that earlier today we have established that you told me that I own you. So I can most definitely tell you no.”
Shane’s mouth opened to argue, but nothing came out as Ilya’s mouth suddenly covered his, his tongue needy against Shane’s, pulling it into his mouth and taking it to suck on. When he finally pulled back, he spoke before anything else could be said. 
“Do not talk to me about morning breath, it is not morning and we’ve only been sleeping for a nap. So be quiet.”
Shane just blinked at him and smiled that soft smile he got. Ilya decided to take advantage and got up on his knees to tug Shane’s sweats down to mid-thigh. His mouth was on him before he could move, taking all of him deep. He was already half hard just from the kiss and it was nearly Ilya’s favorite thing to feel him thicken and lengthen in his mouth. He let one hand drift up Shane’s chest until it reached his mouth which opened and greedily took the two fingers Ilya fed him. His soft sucking noises on Ilya’s fingers spurred him on and he groaned around Shane, loving the taste of him. His tongue got to work as he moved, letting him slide almost all the way out, toying with the tip of him before taking him all the way again. Shane was soon doing the work for him, crying out around his fingers as he fucked up into Ilya’s mouth. He let the fingers slide out of Shane’s mouth as he heard a needy whine,
“Please, going to come, fuck, please.”
Ilya pulled back just enough so he could tell him,
“Do it. Come in my mouth so I can have you.”
He immediately sucked Shane back in and as soon as he hit the back of Ilya’s throat, his cock convulsed and spilled out, letting Ilya have it all, which he swallowed down as if he couldn’t get enough. When Shane’s wild movements had finally stopped and his hips settled back to the bed, Ilya finally pulled off, letting his tongue run along the softness now laying in his mouth, making Shane whimper again.
Pulling his pants back up around him, Ilya leaned up to kiss him again, pleased when his mouth opened right away and chased after him when he did finally pull back. Laying back on the bed, he nudged him.
“Now you may get up.”
Shane burst out into hysterical laughter and just lay there gathering himself for a few minutes. He finally leaned up and looked down at Ilya’s face, which was looking at him with amusement.
“You are a menace. You know that.”
“Maybe. But I’m a menace that now owns his very own Shane Hollander fucktoy that I can use whenever I want.”
“Fuck off.”
“Be careful or you will not be getting up after all.”
Shane shoved him but was still smiling when he got up. He got to the door and turned back, still smiling.
“Ilya,”
“Hmmm?”
He got a lazy look of curiosity.
“Can I use the extra bedroom to work in? Like spread a few things out so I can look at them easier? Or is that too weird. I just want to be here to help, but I do have to work sometimes.”
Ilya stared at him for a long moment, his brain trying to reconcile Shane working. In his apartment. What sort of nightmare universe was he living in. Sure Shane, work from here to catch… oh yeah… me.
Nodding though, he sat up.
“There’s an actual office. The other side of extra bedroom. Use it if you want. More comfortable than the bedroom if you’re working. I don’t use it. Or if you want the bedroom, use it. Whatever you want.”
“Thanks. I promise I’m not moving in.”
He turned and walked out, which was probably good so that he did not see the look that came over Ilya’s face as he tried to imagine how it would be to have him here all the time. Going into the kitchen, he grabbed a water and opened it leaning against the counter. His eyes dropped down and he frowned a little as he looked at the bowl. Looking closer at it, he realized it was a bowlful of pills. Picking it up, he carried it back to the bedroom.
Ilya had a cigarette in his hand, but it wasn’t lit, he was just spinning it. He immediately tossed it in the trash when Shane walked in.
“I wasn’t.”
Shane shrugged and chose to leave it alone,
“I didn’t say anything. What is this?”
He got a huff of relief and then a shrug.
“Pills that Barnett sent. It said a pill 3 times a day until gone. I took one when they got here. I do not want stupid needle back in my hand.”
“Why are they in a bowl Ilya? I don’t care, it’s just a little… different.”
He shrugged.
“Does it matter? I can take just as well from a bowl as a stupid bottle.”
“No. I guess you’re right. So take another one before bed.”
He got a nod and a tight smile, and he wondered what he was missing. He wasn’t starting a fuss over this though, as long as Ilya took them, he didn’t care where he kept them. He put the bowl back where he found it and took his bottle of water, to go look at the office. He opened the door and looked around. It was a very nice space. A large desk, empty bookshelves, cabinets with space to put things on them all along one wall. He really didn’t want to take over Ilya’s space but if it was just sitting here empty… he decided to use it, since Ilya really didn’t seem to. He went back out and got his work bag, and dumped it on the desk.
Walking back out to the living room, Ilya was sitting on the couch with a glass with a clear liquid in it. Sitting next to him, ducking under his arm and leaning against him, he took the glass and took a tiny sip, his nose wrinkling a little.”
“Good breakfast drink?”
“Yes, in Russia they start giving us this in bottles.”
Shane laughed and took the glass and took another tiny drink,
“They probably do, don’t they?”
“See, it’s growing on you.”
“No, I’m just too lazy to get another water.”
“Keep being lazy, I like how your nose scrunches when you drink it.”
“Shut up. I should go do work, but I’m lazy.”
Ilya leaned over and kissed him, Shane tasting the vodka on his tongue. Pulling back, he nudged Shane with his hip.
“Go. Work if you need to. I will be here drinking my breakfast of champions. I can order food if you’re hungry.”
Shane thought about it and nodded,
“I could eat. Something small for me. Whatever you want.”
He stood and stretched again,
“Fine. Working. Going.”
He left Ilya there looking at food menus and went back to the office. He took his laptop out and plugged it in before taking out the folders with Hayden’s cases and spreading them out on the table. He then rationed out the papers he had printed depending which case it went with. He pulled his glasses out of his bag and set them on the folders. He probably wouldn’t need them, but sometimes if he was reading a lot, he would put them on. He logged onto the laptop and realized he didn’t know the wifi password. Not caring enough to get it right then, he turned to the folders instead. Which one? It didn’t matter. He grabbed one and set the others to the side. He laid out the actual case documents on the length of the cabinet, then took his data he had printed and slotted it in around. Satisfied, he started at one end and started reading, eventually putting his glasses on when his head started to swim. He’d made it halfway through the length of the cabinet, going in order he’d laid things out in, when he heard a soft knock at the door. He hadn’t closed it, so it took him by surprise. He spun around in the chair and saw Ilya standing at the door, not coming in.
“Food is… Shane. You wear glasses?”
Fuck, he hated anyone seeing him in them. Which is why he never took them to the office.
“No. I mean yes, but only sometimes for reading, if I’m reading a lot, I get a headache if I don’t wear them.”
He snatched them off his face and threw them on the desk next to his laptop. Ilya looked delighted and his eyes followed the glasses.
“You should put them back on.”
“What? No. I hate them. They’re just for reading. I used to read a lot, but haven’t had as much time anymore.” since i met you again and would rather be fucked senseless than read
"Mmm, we will see. It will make me very happy. Food is here, if you want to eat. I can get you key for this office if you want. Not that I will come in. I promise.”
Shane glanced at the glasses and tried to ignore the pull to go and get them. He managed by focusing on the other statement Ilya had made.
“Oh. No, it’s ok. I know you wouldn’t. Food would be great, I think I’ve done enough reading as it is.”
He turned the light off and Ilya looked over at the glasses once more before pulling the door closed. do not go in, do not go in do not go in
Ilya had gotten relatively healthy food, Shane was a little surprised. He made a plate of chicken, vegetables and a little bit of rice. Grabbing a ginger ale for himself and a Coke for Ilya, he sat at the table across from him.
“You’re eating rather healthy tonight Mr. Rozanov.”
“Hmm, I like that. Mr. Rozanov. Maybe should make you call me that in bed.”
“Shut up.”
“You could wear your glasses, and say Mr. Rozanov, please will you bend me over the desk and fuck me like a good boy? And I could say no, Hollander, you spilled coffee all over my work. You are a bad boy and you need a spanking first. And then…”
Shane nearly choked on a piece of broccoli he was eating, and Ilya looked over at him with a smirk.
“Ok there Hollander?”
“Oh my god. Fuck off.”
“I was trying to get to that in my story, but you interrupted by pretending to choke on food.”
Shane picked another piece of broccoli out of his food and threw it at Ilya, who was quick though and caught it, putting it in his mouth and eating it, his eyes never leaving Shane’s. The smile dropped off Shane’s face as that dangerous glint came into Ilya’s eyes.
“So, maybe I probably shouldn’t have done that.”
He bit his lip and looked away, trying not to laugh, knowing that would make it worse. He peeked up at Ilya through his lashes and managed to scrunch his nose up just a tiny bit while he took a bite of chicken.
Ilya was eating but staring at him with that smile that looked like he was about to be devoured. Shane threw all survival instincts out and stared back up at him, his chin lifting defiantly.
“What?”
Ilya still said nothing, just watched him and kept eating. Shane fidgeted in his chair, his stomach blooming into heat. He made himself take another bite of food, lowering his eyes and taking a drink, trying to get rid of the dryness suddenly filling his mouth. 
“Shane.”
He refused to look up, biting his lip and still trying not to smile. there’s clearly something wrong with you
Ilya’s voice was that low purr that made his cock hard in an instant.
“Do you think that by giving me that adorable kotik scrunched nose with beautiful freckles staring at me begging me to lick them… do you think that I will just ignore the fact that you threw food at me?”
He glanced up and immediately away again, not able to look at that intense, unwavering stare. Continuing on with his defiance and most likely eventual downfall, he said,
“Yes?”
A beautiful laugh floated his way and he blinked. breath, nope, don’t fall for it, don’t listen  He took a long slow deep breath and looked up at Ilya giving him the most innocent smile he could manage.
“It was an accident? Slipped out of my hand? You looked hungry? I thought you needed more vegetables?”
Ilya was trying so hard not to laugh. His kitten wanted to play more clearly. Once he felt he was under control again, he licked his lips, slowly, letting his tongue linger at the corner of his mouth. Shane couldn’t take his eyes from it.
“Get up.”
Shane stood up before he even gave it any thought. WHAT THE FUCK
“Ohh, so now you wish to be a good boy.”
He pushed his chair back just a little, and pointed to the floor next to his leg, then patted his thigh. 
“I want you to kneel right here, and put your head on my leg please.”
He cocked his head to see exactly how defiant Shane was feeling. 
He tried. His head tried to resist, he stared at Ilya and then looked at his leg, everything in his head saying no no no, but his body was telling him to go, do it, go now, go. The warmth in his belly exploded though and he found himself on his knees and his cheek laying on Ilya’s leg before he even realized that he had moved.
Ilya was smiling above him, his hand dropping to pet Shane’s head. He pulled Shane’s plate closer to him and cut a small piece of chicken. Picking it up with his fingers, he leaned over and whispered to him,
“If you want to be a naughty kitten, then you will get treated like one.”
He held the chicken up to Shane’s mouth.
“Open.”
Shane’s mouth opened and Ilya held still, waiting. He watched as Shane tilted his head up and gently took the chicken and both of Ilya’s fingers far into his mouth. Ilya groaned.
The door flew open and Ilya’s eyes went to the entrance, fully intending to bark at Marleau to get the fuck out, but the look on his face stopped him for just a moment.
Cliff for his part, stopped as he looked over at them, his face blushing immediately.
“I don’t even want to know. Please don’t tell me, Please never make me see this again, whatever the fuck you two are doing.”
Shane slid his mouth off of Ilya’s fingers, but did not get up, he just looked up at Ilya, his cheeks turning pink.
Cliff watched and suddenly shook his head, not sure if he was disturbed or something else. Definitely disturbed he decided.
Ilya finally spoke, his other hand dropping from Shane’s head.
“Marleau, perhaps you should start texting me before you come in, if you know Shane is here.”
“I did. You don’t check your phone like you used to.”
“True, I will try to do better. What has gotten you all upset?”
Cliff looked at Shane and then to Ilya, his eyes begging Ilya to help him out here, but finally just shrugged and said one word, hoping he would take the hint.
“Dmitri.”
Ilya’s entire demeanor changed and Cliff breathed a sigh of relief.
“Shane, up please.”
Shane stood up, not quite himself and Ilya was conflicted, he knew better than to leave him like this, but he could not have this conversation in front of him. Fuck. It wasn’t much of a decision. Shane came first, Dmitri could wait. He stood and took Shane’s hand, pulling him over to the couch, sitting down and pulling him with him, next to him. 
“Marleau, we need just a few minutes please. Can you come back in 5?”
Cliff glanced at the text he had gotten and tried to gauge time.
“Sure. But I might not be alone.”
This caused an alarmed look from Ilya, but he didn’t move.
“If that is the case, just stay downstairs. I will get my phone, let me know. In fact, why don’t I come down to your apartment when I’m finished here.”
Cliff nodded and turned to leave. He started to say something to Shane, but Ilya was watching him and just shook his head.
When the door closed, Ilya took a deep breath and let it out. He pulled Shane to him, kissing his neck.
“Shane?”
“M’ok. You can go do what you need to. I’m here.”
“It’s ok. I want to sit here for a few minutes. Maybe I’m the one that needs to calm down” not entirely untrue
Shane looked up at him and smiled, leaning up to kiss his lips gently.
“I'm sorry I threw food at you.”
“No you’re not.”
“I’m not. It was funny.”
“It was. But you’re still going to pay for it.”
Shane laughed softly and shook his head.
“No.”
“Funny boy.”
Ilya tilted his head up and looked at him, he did look remarkably clear, probably clearer than Ilya was feeling. He’d had big plans that had suddenly been interrupted. He leaned back and pulled Shane to lean against him, letting his head lean against Shane’s.
“Are you really here with me?”
“I think so. I’m ok. You can do what you need. Who’s Dmitri?”
“Ahh, an old acquaintance. Friend of my brother. Last time I saw him, we had a disagreement.”
“You weren’t expecting him I take it?”
“I was not.”
“Ok. Go. By the way, I am not looking at Cliff again. Ever. I’m so embarrassed.”
“Why?”
He watched as Shane’s cheeks turned that delicious color again and he nearly groaned. Shane finally spoke though,
“Because he just saw me kneeling at your feet with your fingers in my mouth, and I didn’t even move when he came in.”
“Are you embarrassed when you do these things that I ask you to do?”
“No. Maybe. No. Not usually.”
“So you like it, or you would not do it, yes?”
Shane ducked his head, but Ilya tilted his face up to look at him. He needed to go, but he felt this was important.
“Do you want me to stop doing it? If you do, then I will stop.” will kill me
Shane suddenly shook his head and sighed,
“No. I don’t. Want you to stop. It’s the only thing that keeps me sane sometimes I think. I like it. I like it when you tell me I’m good.”
Saying it out loud though was killing him and he knew his face was bright red, and he pulled his face away from Ilya’s hand. That hand recaptured his chin quickly though and tilted it up again.
Ilya leaned over and gave him a long, slow kiss, his tongue gently playing with Shane’s.
“I like it when you let me tell you what to do. I love that you want to be good for me. And that you are only fucking mine. So do not be embarrassed. Cliff just wishes he had someone to be good for him.”
Shane managed a laugh and nodded. Ilya kissed him again,
“If you ever do not like something, you just need to tell me, understand?”
“Yes.”
“In the meantime, I take great pleasure in torturing Cliff. So please do not take away my amusement.”
That got him an actual laugh and a grin.
“Maybe I should just look at it like that. A fun pastime. You should go. I’m fine, really.”
“Ok. Eat your food please. Warm it up and eat.”
“I will.”
“You are ok?”
“Promise, go.”
Ilya really wanted to get his gun, but he was not opening the safe right now, he knew there were extra passports in plain sight at the least.
He grabbed his phone and glanced at it, seeing that Cliff did indeed try to warn him. He’d have to keep it closer from now on. He put his shoes on by the door and looked back at Shane who was just watching him. 
“I won’t be long.”
He got a nod in return and he left. He could not even fathom why Dmitri would be here, or how he even knew where Ilya lived. Not that he’d tried to keep it a secret, he supposed it was no surprise that Alexei knew. He texted Cliff,
Ilya      Coming, are you at apartment?
Cliff     yep, I have company
Ilya growled as he got in the elevator. What the fuck did he want. Stepping out on the 8th floor, he walked slowly to Cliff’s apartment. The door was ajar and he walked in, closing it behind him. 
Cliff was on the couch, a beer in hand, while Dmitri sat in a chair to the side, a glass, with what Ilya assumed was vodka in it. His eyes went to Cliff who just shrugged at him. He spoke in English for Cliff’s benefit,
“Dmitri. What do you want?”
The other man took a drink and looked up at him, his face unreadable. Ilya could remember when they’d gone out drinking together, fought together, laughed together. It had been a long time ago. He remembered when they fought against each other. Even longer ago, before they became the closest thing Ilya had to a friend back then. He also remembered when he had refused to break Dmitri’s arm when he was ordered, when they’d been pitted against each other, and when he had given Ilya one of his first lessons in following orders by putting out a cigarette on his shoulder. Swallowing, he asked again,
“Dmitri? Why are you here?”
“Because we used to be friends.”
Cliff looked at Ilya curiously but said nothing, taking a drink of his beer. Ilya went and got a glass and poured himself a few fingers of vodka, taking a long drink and leaning against the counter.
“We did. No more. You made your choice a long time ago when you chose my brother.”
“You forced that choice, Ilya. You didn’t want to be there anymore. Anyone could see it. You let that doctor go when you were supposed to kill him. You took up with men. It was like you were taunting us Ilya, trying to get one of us to kill you.”
Ilya said nothing. There was nothing to say. None of it was untrue. Finally when Dmitri did not speak again, he told him,
“It doesn’t matter. You chose, I chose. What do you want?”
“I came because we used to be friends. I will do you the courtesy of telling you. Then it’s over and my debt is done. If you are against Alexei and Sergeev, then you are against me.”
“Didn’t you hear? I work for Sergeev again.”
Dmitri snorted. 
“Sure you do. Maybe everyone else believes that, but I know you better than they do.” 
“I grow tired of this game Dmitri. What.”
“It’s Daniil.”
Ilya rolled his eyes.
“I’ve taken care of him more than once, I can do it again.”
“That’s the problem Ilya. You’ve humiliated him time and time again. He’s angry. He’s been sidelined by Sergeev and Alexei because he can’t seem to control himself regarding you.”
“And?”
“And he’s out for blood.”
“Dmitri, I can handle Daniil.”
“Yes, and he knows that.”
Ilya watched him finish the glass of vodka and set it down as he stood up.
“That’s why he’s not after you. He’s after the man. In the pictures that Alexei had.”
Ilya nearly dropped his glass of vodka, but tightened his grip just in time.
“So if you truly know him like Alexei says, then you better figure out a way to keep him out of Daniil’s sight. If he gets to him alone, well. He’ll kill him. But not before he does other things. He wants you to suffer Ilya, and he believes that is the way to get to you.”
“Where is he Dmitri?”
The man shrugged.
“I don’t know.”
Ilya snarled at him,
“FUCKING TELL ME. Do not protect that piece of shit.”
“Ilya, I promise, I do not know. He disappeared a few days ago, but he talked a lot beforehand. If he can get to him alone, he will take him out. But he wants him to suffer, so that you suffer. Not just a clean hit. So now, I have warned you. I hope you know what you’re doing, because I do not for a moment believe that you have willingly gone back to Sergeev. Also, Alexei knows where this place is. He told me when I was with Misha. It won’t surprise me if Daniil knows also.”
He walked to the door and glanced back at Ilya, his unreadable expression back.
“I am sorry. I am sorry for how it played out back then. But you made it very hard, Ilya.”
Ilya’s tone was pure ice and venom,
“Dmitri. If you see him, you will tell me.” His tone softened,  “Please.”
They stared at each other for a long moment and finally Dmitri nodded once, before he turned and left.
Ilya stood staring at the door, not moving. Eventually Cliff said softly,
“Ilya? What do you want to do?”
He turned to look at Marleau and Cliff actually flinched at the hardness in his face. His voice was low and cold,
“I want to kill him. But that requires finding him.”
He slammed the rest of the vodka back and gently set the glass on Cliff’s counter.
“Ilya.”
He shook his head.
“Not right now Cliff.”
“We’ll find him Ilya. I will fucking follow Shane around every second if I have to, I won’t leave him alone.”
Cliff watched as he walked to the door before he turned around and nodded. The iciness in his eyes had changed. To something else. Something Cliff had never seen on Ilya’s face. It was close to the wounded animal look when he’d been injured, but a little different. It was a haunted look of fear. He watched as Ilya left without another word, the door closing softly behind him.
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  Ilya got in the elevator in somewhat of a daze and went down rather than up, heading towards the SUV. When he got there he cursed when he realized the door was locked and he didn’t have his keys. He turned and went into the lobby, waving at the security guard.
“Ethan, don’t suppose you have a cigarette or two?”
“Of course Mr. Rozanov, you know I always keep some for you. Boyfriend still giving you shit?”
Ilya managed a smile and nodded,
“Yes, but you’re not supposed to say that out loud Ethan. It’s not even him, I just had some bad news, was going to go for a drive, but forgot my keys. Don’t want to go up and get them.”
Ethan dug around in a drawer and pulled out a pack and a lighter and handed them to him.
“Thanks, appreciate you.”
“You got it.”
Ilya took the cigarettes, pulling one out and having it in his mouth by the time he got outside. He lit it as he walked, taking a long pull. He walked until the cigarette was done, and went to sit on a low half wall that led into a parking lot of a small store. He sat down on the wall and lit another one, just staring up at the sky as he smoked, watching the smoke disappear above him. His phone buzzed, but he ignored it, and just sat there trying not to think. He didn’t want to think about it yet, didn’t want it to be real. He sat there for an hour, chain smoking letting his mind wander, to anything but what it needed. Finally he seemed to realize what he was doing. He had pulled another cigarette, but glanced down and saw the numerous butts he had dropped already and he cursed under his breath. He slid the cigarette back in the pack and stood up, his nerves humming in that way he got when he really wanted to fight. 
“Fuck.”
Trying to relax, he walked back to his building slowly, understanding that he was hesitating because he wasn’t sure he could look at Shane without something showing on his face. He knew Marleau was serious, he wouldn’t let Shane go anywhere on his own now and that was going to cause some friction that Ilya would need to figure out how to frame it. He wondered what would happen if he called in a threat to Scott’s office. Would they assign someone to watch him? Shane would probably just decline it. FUCK. He took another breath. It was fine. This is what he does. He would call in every favor owed to him to find Daniil and then he would finish it. He should have done it last time and not let Alexei interfere.
He walked back into the building, putting a neutral smile on his face and sliding the cigarettes and lighter back over the counter to Ethan.
“For next time.”
He pulled his phone out, glancing at it as he got in the elevator. It was Cliff wanting to know where he went.
Ilya           How do you know I went anywhere, I’m sleeping
Marleau    Because I’m not stupid
Ilya           Just needed a smoke, went to car but didn’t have keys
Ilya           went for a walk back now
Marleau    You want to talk about it?
Ilya           not yet, going to bed
He shoved the phone in his pocket and took another long breath, shaking his arms out before he went inside. He didn’t see Shane, which was good. Maybe he was working. Or back in bed. Walking into the bedroom, he allowed himself a small smile at the sight of Shane sleeping, curled around a pillow. He was going to end up waking up in the middle of the night as wrong as their sleeping had been lately. Turning, he walked into the bathroom and brushed his teeth before staring at the shower. He turned back to the mirror, staring at his own eyes. They looked angry. He would need to fix that. Cursing again, he turned on the shower to warm up before yanking off his shirt to look at the bandage. don’t get it wet Ilya, not at all 
He stalked out of the bathroom and went into the kitchen, digging through the cabinets until he found the duct tape that he’d bought at the airport. He didn’t have any plastic wrap, at least he didn’t think he did, so he figured he would just put tape over the whole thing. Waterproof right? Surely? Hopefully? He was going to find out. His eyes fell on the bowl of pills when he turned to leave and he stared at them. He finally took one and swallowed it dry, stopping himself from knocking the bowl off the counter.
In the bathroom, he carefully cut strips of the thick tape and layered it over his bandage, the edges overlapping each other. Looking at it critically in the mirror, he shrugged. Surely it would be fine. It would be. He would be fast.
He wasn’t fast. The hot water felt so good running over him that he stood there letting it stream down over his head for a long time. He washed his hair and then the rest of him, wanting to be sure he didn’t smell like smoke. Eventually he cranked up the hot water again, his hands were on the wall and he was leaning, with his head down so the water fell on the back of his neck and shoulders. His eyes were closed and he was taking deep breaths when the water finally started to cool off. He turned it off and shook his head like a wet dog, letting water fly everywhere, before shoving a hand up to get the wet strands out of his eye. Realizing that the water starting to cool meant he had been there far far too long, he grabbed a towel and scrubbed his head firmly, getting as much water out as he could. Grabbing another towel, he dried off thoroughly and then looked in the mirror as he started to peel the tape off.
“FUCK.”
Maybe duct tape should not be on skin. He managed to get it off, but it pulled the padded bandage off with it. That’s ok, there were more, surely. He looked at the edges and didn’t think anything looked wet. The entire area around where the bandage had been was red now though and slightly sticky. He dug around in the cabinet where he thought Shane had put everything and found an alcohol pad, using it to get most of the stickiness off, before putting a new bandage over the top. Good as new and he felt so much better. No one had to know. He got another towel and scrubbed his head more while he looked around. He’d made a bit of a mess and he cleaned it all up, mopping up any water droplets and making sure the towels were deep in the laundry. He laughed at one point, muttering to himself,
“You are hiding evidence like a naughty child. I am an adult, I can take a shower if I want.”
He nodded to himself in the mirror, but still looked around to be sure that nothing was left out. Satisfied, he went and got a clean pair of pants and slid into bed, curling up behind Shane, wrapping his arms around him. He didn’t sleep for a long time, just lay there with his lips pressed against the other man’s shoulder.
When he did finally sleep, it was not a good sleep, restless. He finally got up, afraid he would wake Shane up. He got a Coke and checked his phone, making sure he’d missed nothing from Marleau. He got on his laptop and started firing off emails to start his search for Daniil. He also checked the message from the FBI agent, from an anonymous email address, just one line along with an attachment.
‘These are the cases that Pike has checked out now.’
He glanced at the bedroom and heard nothing, so opened the file. Three separate files appeared. He tried to remember how many folders had been in the office last night. He’d bet these were the ones Shane had. Not that he would go look. He had promised. He picked one at random and looked through the details, then did the next and the next. He didn’t know which one Shane was focused on, but it didn’t matter. He’d just pick one and see what he could make happen. Going back to the first one, he was reading it more carefully when his phone buzzed. He checked it and saw it was Cliff, asking if it was safe to come up. He smiled and said yes. A few minutes later, the door opened and he walked in, sliding in the chair across from Ilya.
“Good morning Marleau.”
“Is it?”
Ilya just shrugged.
“Not particularly. But it is what it is. It’s my fault for allowing him to live this long anyway.”
His head snapped to the bedroom and he realized he perhaps would need to start watching what he said. Shrugging at Cliff,
“I have started inquiries to see if I can flush him out. If not though, I need to figure out what I’m doing.”
“I can drive him everywhere instead of his car service. If he’ll let me. He’s a little stubborn sometimes.”
That got a small smile from Ilya,
“He is.”
His laptop gave a soft notification and he skimmed through various accounts until he found it. Reading the email, he chewed on his lip, not entirely happy with the contents but knowing it was about what he had expected. He typed a short response, then deleted everything. Just as he did, another notification came. It took him a while to find the correct address. Pyotr kept him with a rolling set of email addresses, each one heavily encrypted. He normally used them once or twice, then deleted them, switching to the next set. Frowning immediately as he saw it was another unused one, the email from an unknown sender. He groaned before he opened it. If it was her again, they were going to have to have a talk. Clicking it he rolled his eyes,
‘Daddy’s coming’
      -Ana not my whole name this time
Cliff saw his look and sent him a questioning look. He just turned the laptop slightly so the man could read it. He turned it back and replied,
‘I know, I just got an answer from him. Stop ruining my email addresses. How are you getting them anyway? Don’t answer that. Deleting.’
He sent it and immediately deleted the entire address.
“You gave her your email?”
“No Marleau. But this is the second one she has sent. She appears to be very resourceful. It’s actually a little concerning. No one has ever hacked them before and she’s found two now.”
“Is she right? He’s actually coming?”
“It would appear so. Next week. He is very unhappy though and that is putting it mildly. He has a vivid imagination that includes something about pulling my intestines through my mouth.”
Cliff groaned and leaned back in his chair.
“I knew it. So dead.”
He glanced up and casually reached over to the laptop that Ilya was still staring at and pushed it closed.
“Good morning Shane,”
Ilya pushed the laptop to the side, not phased at all and turned and smiled, watching Shane walk into the room.
“Good morning zolotse, come sit.”
He stood and motioned Shane to sit while he went into the kitchen, groaning at the pills. He got Shane a water and himself a Coke, and took them to the table. He was turning back to go and get a pill when Shane grabbed his hand, frowning at him.
“Shane?”
Shane ran his finger around the edge of the bandage and looked up to him oddly.
“What did you do here?”
Not even looking down, he just shrugged.
“Nothing.”
“Are you sure?”
“Pretty sure. What would I have done?”
“I’m calling Barnett then, I don’t like it being red around the edge like that.”
Ilya shook his head,
“I don’t think you need to call him. It will be fine.”
Cliff was watching this exchange with amusement. He had absolutely no doubt that Ilya had done something. He didn’t know what, but Ilya was being far too casual, hadn’t even looked down to see what Shane was talking about.
Shane dropped his hand to grab his phone from the side of the table.
“Shane. Really, it’s fine.”
Walking over, he grabbed a pill out of the bowl.
“Look. Taking pill. It will be fine.”
Shane stared at him, sitting his phone down eventually.
“Ilya.”
“Hmm?”
“What. did. you. do.”
“I smoked a cigarette.”
“What? What does that have to do with this being red?”
“I needed to take a shower.”
Cliff smothered a laugh behind his hand and Shane glared at him.
“Don’t fucking encourage him Cliff.”
Ilya came over and sat on his lap, something Cliff had never seen either and his mouth dropped open just a little. Shane actually seemed a little surprised also, but put his arm around Ilya’s waist. Leaning over to give him a quick kiss, Ilya continued.
“I didn’t get it wet. The red is because I put tape over it to keep it from getting wet and when I pulled the tape off, it made it a little red.”
Shane’s nose wrinkled as he frowned and Ilya leaned over to kiss it.
“What kind of tape?”
“Duct tape. That's all I could find.”
Cliff conveniently looked down at the floor as he choked a little.
Shane sighed.
“Great. So to keep it dry, you used duct tape which then almost tore your skin off when you took it off. Did it at least keep it dry?”
“Don’t exaggerate moya lyubov. It did not tear my skin off. Just made it a little red. It was all dry. I did what Barnett said. Keep it dry.”
Shane rolled his eyes and muttered under his breath.
“You’re the one who needs a spanking.”
Ilya looked delighted and leaned over to whisper in his ear,
“I’d like to see you try kotik.”
Cliff stood suddenly,
“That is my cue to leave. Ilya, let me know if we need to do anything.”
Shane shook his head, his cheeks pink,
“No no, don’t leave on my account. I have to go through some things for work. I’ll be in there all day. Ilya, can I have your wifi password for my laptop?”
He nodded and stood up, grabbing his phone and texting it to Shane.
“Marleau, I actually need to go out and run a few errands. Shane, you are staying here all day for sure?”
“Yeah, if that’s ok.”
Ilya nodded,
“Of course. Cliff, do you want to stay here in case he needs to go somewhere?”
Shane frowned,
“He doesn’t need to, if I need to go out I’ll call a car.”
Cliff shook his head,
“Nah, I’ll just hang out here and watch tv while you work. If you need to go out, I can take you.”
Shane shrugged,
“Ok, Whatever you want.”
He stood and went towards the bedroom. Giving Ilya a serious look, he asked,
“Ilya, can you come talk to me for a minute please?”
Turning without waiting to see if he followed, he disappeared into the room.
Cliff snorted,
“Way to go boss. You’re in such trouble.”
Scowling, and shaking his head, 
“No. I did nothing wrong. I needed a shower!”
He walked to the bedroom, ready to defend himself. He walked in and saw Shane standing near the bed waiting for him, an annoyed look on his face.
“Shane. I needed to shower. I had a cigarette and did not want you to have to smell it.”
“Come here.”
Ilya stared at him, trying to read him but his face was very neutral as he watched him. Finally he walked over and stood in front of him.
“I am here.”
Shane reached up and tangled his hand in Ilya’s curls and pulled his head down to meet Shane’s as he kissed Ilya. He felt Shane’s hand dip into his sweatpants and wrap around his cock which was quickly coming to attention as Shane licked into his mouth needily. Ilya groaned into his mouth, pressing closer to him. When Shane eventually pulled back and let his hand come away, Ilya’s eyes were blinking at him slowly. Shane was moving and realizing suddenly what he was about to do, Ilya grabbed at his arm, but Shane danced out of reach and walked to the door.
“Shane, do not walk out that door.”
“Work, Ilya. I have to go to work.”
“Shane.”
Shane gave him a mischievous smile and pursed his lips at him, blowing him a kiss.
“Go run your errands Ilya, I’ll be here when you get back.”
He turned and walked out of the bedroom, leaving Ilya staring after him, a slow grin coming to his face. He changed his clothes, trying to ignore his throbbing cock, willing it to stop. Shane thought he was being funny, but he would see later who was laughing. With a groan, Ilya finally was able to go out to the living room where Cliff was sitting on the couch. He glanced at Ilya and watched him go to the table. His voice was low as he asked him.
“Where you going, Ilya? Don’t do anything foolish.”
“I’m not. Just have a few stops to make, talk to a few people about Daniil.”
“You’re not going to Alexei’s are you?”
Ilya shook his head,
“No. I will not betray Dmitri like that. Not right now at least. He is with my brother, but he came and told me face to face, which counts for something I suppose.”
“You guys were actually friends?”
Ilya shrugged,
“Friends is a very loose term. We were rivals, then we were friendly. Until we weren’t. It means nothing, he taught me long ago to do what needs to be done. If it comes down to it and he is in my way, then that is his bad luck.”
Glancing towards the hall,
“Do not let him leave alone, Marleau. Do you have gun, or do you need to go get while I am still here?”
“I have it. Not going anywhere without it from now until this is finished.”
He pulled the back of his shirt up and Ilya saw it and nodded.
“I will be back soon. Not gone long.”
He grabbed his keys and with a last glance at the hallway, he left. He took his Porsche and drove to a few places, stopping and talking with several people and getting absolutely nowhere. No one had seen Daniil for more than a week. He sat in the car and pulled out the pack of cigarettes he’d put in the glove box. Stared at it. Put it back. Took it out again and just put one in his mouth, not lighting it. Groaned and took it and threw it out the window. He was clearly too uptight.
He drove to Brighton, knowing he had told Cliff he would not. He didn’t stop at Alexei's, just drove slowly along the streets, looking and watching. He finally stopped at the diner he had seen a menu from at Alexei’s. He knew of it, and knew it was the type they would be most likely to frequent, sleazy place, greasy, good food, run by members of the Bratva. He went in and sat there conspicuously, ordering breakfast and a Coke. He ate slowly, getting a few looks. He wasn’t sure if he’d be recognized or not. Most of his dealings were under the table and far removed from any organized group, but with Alexei in the area, it was possible someone might know something. No one bothered him though and as he paid, he said fuck it and pulled out his phone and a picture of Daniil. Daniil belonged to them, more than his brother probably. He had trained with Alexei and the GRU, but had changed allegiances, along with Misha. It had actually been a bit of a surprise to see them with Alexei, Dmitri he understood at least. The picture might get a reaction, maybe not, if they were good.
He handed cash to the woman at the counter and showed her the picture.
“Seen him lately?”
She stared at it and up to him and slowly shook her head. He gave her his most charming smile and watched as she blushed. He held the phone out to her.
“Ask please. I know you cannot tell me anything.”
She took the phone and disappeared into the kitchen. He turned and leaned against the counter, watching the few people in the booths carefully. They were studiously ignoring him and he gave a very small smile. His impatience made him foolish and bold however so while he was waiting he strolled out to the middle of the diner and held his arms out.
“Daniil Popov. One of yours I believe.”
They stared at him openly now. He spun in a slow circle so they could all see his face.
“I want him.”
He looked at them all in the eyes, most of them flinching away from whatever they saw.
None of them spoke however. He went to the counter and leaned over, grabbing the woman’s pen that was near the register. He wrote on an order pad, a number. He was interrupted by two men coming out from the back with his phone. And guns. He smirked at them.
“Problem gentlemen?”
One of them sat the phone on the counter and pushed it slowly towards him.
“Get out. We do not know him.”
Ilya openly laughed.
“I think that you lie, I know he is one of you and I know he is often in this area.”
The man that spoke scowled at him and pointed his gun at Ilya.
“Do not come into my establishment and call me a liar.”
Ilya’s voice changed from light and amused to hard and cold in an instant.
“Then don’t fucking lie to me. I want him. What is he worth to you? Can't be much, he's too much of a fuck-up.”
Turning away from the man with a gun, mostly to show he wasn’t scared of him. He took the piece of paper he had written a number on and slammed it on an empty table.
“Tell him if you feel the need to warn him. He knows I want him, he came at me first. You should tell him to back the fuck off if he wants to live. But if one of you grow a set of balls, you can reach me here. Give me a price and it’s yours in trade for him.”
He spun and looked at the man with the gun, coming within easy reach of him and picking up his phone. Looking him up and down, he sneered at him in Russian, his tone ugly,
“When did the Bratva get so fucking soft.” 
The woman had walked back out and was timidly leaning back far away from where he stood. He nodded at her and pulled a large bill out of his wallet and put it on the counter, pushing it towards her. His face and tone switched instantly, easy and friendly now,
“Food was good. Tip for you. Thank you.”
He glanced back at the rest of the men, ignoring the one with a gun still pointed since he knew it would infuriate him.
“Money to burn, gentlemen. Give me a price and a location.”
He walked out without looking back, knowing how foolish he was being. He could have just started something that would end him and he didn’t even care as long as it got him what he wanted.
He drove around for a while again before finally giving up. He stopped at a pharmacy, going to the counter to speak with the man there. He was done with no showers. He pulled his shirt up and the man looked at it and nodded, coming out from around the counter to get him some sort of plastic sheet that he could tape down over it, along with proper tape. His next stop was the grocery, mostly just to restock. He could have ordered it, but he needed to be out and moving.
Having wasted as much time as he could, he finally went home, thinking he would go through the files that Hayden had checked out. It amused him that he and Shane might be looking at the same thing from different rooms. Thinking about it more though, he frowned. He had given some thought to actually asking Shane just to move in, it would be easier to keep an eye on him that way. But there were two problems with that he realized. Shane would say no, the biggest problem. And if he were to say yes, Ilya and Cliff would have to come up with a new place to work and talk about things. They could just use Cliff’s apartment, but Ilya wasn’t sure what that process would look like to Shane. Would it be suspicious? Ilya wasn’t sure, but he knew if he kept it up the way they had been, eventually Shane would overhear him say something he shouldn’t. He would ask Cliff his thoughts, sometimes he was much more level headed than Ilya about things like this.
Carrying the bags up, he stopped in the lobby to give Phil a new pack of cigarettes to go with the almost depleted one he had used.
“Phil, can you give these to Ethan for me please. Tell him he saved life last night.”
The other man laughed and nodded,
“You know Mr. Rozanov, if you would just quit, you wouldn’t have to hide those down here.”
“Phil. You wound me. I would never hide such a thing from someone important to me.”
“Of course not Mr. Rozanov, of course not.”
“Ilya”
He told the man for the 100th time.
Dumping the bags on the floor in the kitchen, he saw Cliff nod at him and come over to the kitchen to talk.
“Errands go ok?”
Ilya nodded,
“Did no good. Nobody has seen him for over a week. But I put some feelers out, maybe something will pop up.”
“Your boyfriend eats like shit. He made a weird smoothie for breakfast, tried to make me one, but the color, Ilya, it scared me. Then he ate a protein bar for lunch not long ago. I don’t know how he stays so in shape.”
“I know. He needs to eat more.”
Cliff nodded and watched him put things away, smirking at the new box of Frosted Flakes.
“What Marleau? They are good.”
“I didn’t say anything.”
Looking back at the hallway, Cliff continued,
“He wants to go home tonight. Says he has stuff he needs to check on his secure computer set up.”
Ilya stopped and looked up at him.
“No.”
“Ilya. You can’t fucking keep him locked up. He has a job and isn’t a child.”
“Marleau, I have no fucking idea where Danill is. I don’t want him alone.”
“Well you’re going to have to figure it out. He asked me to drive him after dinner. I’ll drive him. You can make sure he doesn’t plan on going out again. I can pick him up if he wants to go somewhere in the morning. Or you can. But if you treat him like something you’re trying to protect and is fragile, he’s going to figure out something’s going on.”
“Fuck. Fine. I have things I need to do anyway and it makes me nervous to do them while he’s here. Which I hate. I want him here all the fucking time. Not even because of Daniil.”
Cliff arched an eyebrow and stared at him.
“That’s quite the admission. Not one I ever thought I’d hear from you.”
Ilya laughed, a sad sort of laugh,
“Not one I ever thought I would say either.”
A brighter smile lit his face suddenly though,
“Don’t worry though Marleau, he could never replace you in my heart.”
“Shut up.”
“Why have you not seen Rose lately? I keep you too busy?”
He smiled and shook his head.
“I told you it was casual. She’s not in town that often and we’re not exclusive. In fact, I think she’s got a thing with her co-star right now. Some cozy pictures of them out there, one of them mentioned how her mystery boyfriend was missing lately. That would be Shane, not me.”
Ilya rolled his eyes and looked at Cliff carefully,
“That’s ok with you? You do not want more?”
“She’s a fucking movie star Rozanov, or almost. She’s out of my league. If she wants to slum around sometimes, I’ll fucking take it, but no, it doesn’t bother me. We just have fun. That’s all.”
Ilya nodded at him, thinking he sounded sincere, but then it hit him what he just heard.
“There’s pictures of her with someone?”
“Yeah, just similar to Shane. Dinner, shows, holding hands.”
“Fuck.”
“What? That should make you happy, nobody thinking about Shane now with her.”
“Exactly. He told his work they were in relationship.”
He thought about things he could do while Shane was gone, there were several.
“I will go with you to drop him off, I want to go by Ana’s and talk to her about when her father is here.”
“Whatever you want. As long as you’re sure he’s in for the night.”
Ilya nodded
“I will make sure. I need to go see if he knows about Rose.”
He walked off, letting Cliff put the last couple of things away. He got to the open door of the office and just stood there watching, a small smile on his face. Shane was sitting in the chair, facing away from him, one foot up on the top of the cabinet, leaning him back in the chair, holding papers up so he could read them.
Ilya knocked softly on the door again, not stepping inside.
Shane’s foot dropped off the counter and he spun around, looking at Ilya sheepishly.
“Sorry, I just like to lean back.”
Ilya was entranced and felt himself twitch as he looked at Shane, those little black glasses perched on his nose above his freckles. He managed a slow nod, 
“I don’t care. Sit how you want. It's not going to hurt the cabinet.”
He was not mentioning the glasses in case Shane ripped them off again, but he was having a hard time focusing. His tongue came out to toy with his lip and he took a breath.
“Ilya? You ok?”
“Hmm, oh yes. I was talking to Cliff and he mentioned that he had seen some pictures of Rose with a co-star. Pictures that were cozy and mentioned her missing mystery boyfriend. Did you know?”
“Oh. No? But it’s ok. Oh wait, is he upset? I thought they were just casual?”
Shaking his head, Ilya answered him,
“No, no, he is not. He still says the same. Casual, no big deal. But will your work see them? Then you will be in trouble again?”
Shane actually looked a little surprised.
“I guess I hadn’t thought that far ahead. No, it should be fine. If it comes up, I can just say we broke up. As long as there’s no new video footage of you and I doing something like curling around each other in a parking lot, there should be no reason to question me about it again. It’s fine.”
“Ok. I do not want to be a problem.”
“You’re not. Never.”
“Marleau mentioned you want to go home tonight?”
Shane stood up and came closer to him, his hand grabbing Ilya’s waist and pulling him closer.
“Need to go home. Not want. I need to do some things on my computer at home that I can’t do from other places. The things I need are not set up on my laptop.”
“Ok. Cliff and I will drive you, then go do some errands. I need to stop by a client’s office to have him sign some things. You will be at home the rest of the night?”
“Yeah, I think so. I’ll probably go to the office tomorrow. Tell Hayden we can run in the morning. I haven’t run or worked out or done yoga in like a week.”
“Shane, you know I have a gym downstairs. Can do all of that. Or Hayden can come here to run also if you are here. I promise not to shoot him or be too mean.”
Ilya hadn’t taken his eyes off Shane’s face, memorizing the way he looked with the glasses.
“Yeah, I guess I don’t think about it when I’m here.” because i just want you next to me all the time
He leaned up to kiss Ilya and suddenly reached up and yanked the glasses off and threw them on the desk. Ilya groaned in disappointment and Shane turned back to glare at him.
“You KNOW I hate them. Can’t believe you let me leave them on that long.”
Ilya couldn't look away, he was actually pouting at Ilya. Between the glasses and the pouting, Ilya’s heartbeat was racing as he leaned down to take those beautiful lips for his own. Shane melted into him, surrendering his mouth to Ilya’s and leaning against him, starting those soft noises that Ilya couldn’t get enough of. He finally pulled back, against his better judgement.
“Go back to work. I don’t want to bother you.”
“Not bothering me.”
Shane pulled his head back down and kissed him again before he finally pulled back, his lips red and wet. Ilya wanted to pick him up and take him to bed, but he managed to just step back instead.
“Go work before I take you to bed.”
Shane looked tempted but finally stepped back and sat back down.
“Fine. Working. Not even my fucking cases, but working.”
Ilya said nothing, but turned and left before he made a face that might betray something.
He went to his laptop and pulled up the case he’d been reading, switching to the other side of the table so he could see if Shane came out of the hallway. Cliff noticed and smirked at him.
“A little awkward isn’t it.”
“Shut up.”
But he laughed and nodded.
“Yes, a little.”
He read through the rest of the case and part of the next, making notes in his head. By the time Shane wandered out, he was tired and wondered how Shane could stand to do this all day. He pulled up a random news site and left it on the screen as Shane came over and looked at him without speaking. Scooting his chair back, he held out his hand and watched as the other man promptly settled on his lap. A purr nearly erupted from him, the small gesture of being comfortable enough to do it with Cliff there, thrilling Ilya. He wrapped his arms around him and settled his chin on Shane’s shoulder as he shut the laptop.
“Ok?"
Shane nodded,
“Tired. Gave myself a headache.”
“If you had just left glasses on, would not have headache.”
Shane laughed,
“Not a chance, I’m not falling for that.”
He kissed Ilya’s neck and sounded almost sad when he spoke,
“I think I’m going to skip dinner though, if that’s ok. If Cliff can take me home, I’m going to do what I need to and then take some medicine and go to bed early.”
Ilya’s arms tightened around him and whispered against his ear, his tone clearly teasing though,
“No.”
It got him a smile and another kiss.
“Ok. You are running with Hayden in the morning then?”
“Supposed to, yes.”
“And then going to the office? Cliff has errands to do and can take you and pick you up when you’re done.”
Shane looked over at Cliff who was looking at them and nodding,
“No, he doesn’t need to do that.”
Cliff spoke up,
“It’s fine, Shane, I’m going to be out your way anyway. Take some pity on me and let me feel useful. Ilya never goes anywhere anymore.”
Shane shrugged, still looking at them both a little oddly.
“Ok. I’m usually ready to go by 8:00am. I don’t know how long I’m staying though.”
Cliff shrugged,
“Doesn’t matter. We can talk about it in the morning.”
Ilya let out a little exhale of breath and Shane looked over at him,
“You ok?”
“Yes. I think I forgot to take pill 2 for today though.”
Shane got off his lap and got one, along with a Coke, handing both of them to him, watching as he took it.
“Do I need to call and remind you tonight?”
He was only half joking.
“Maybe. Yes. I think you better.”
Ilya smirked at him and stood up.
“You want to go now then? Going to leave me all alone tonight?”
“Yes. Oh wait. Your bandage needs to be changed today.”
“I will do it. I promise. I saw the instructions. Is easy.”
He got a look of disbelief.
“I will ask you when you call and if you haven’t done it, you’re in trouble, no sex for weeks.”
“Shane, stop it. You cannot resist me that long.”
“Watch me.”
Cliff groaned,
“Both of you stop. Do not get started. Let’s get you home Shane, if you’re tired.”
Ilya glared at him like he’d been betrayed.
Cliff just shrugged and asked,
“Do you have headache medicine here he can take?”
At the look he got,
“No, I didn’t think so. Don’t make your boyfriend be in pain because of you.”
Ilya frowned, having never thought of that. He started to speak and Shane leaned over and put his finger over Ilya’s mouth.
“No. I know you don’t like it here. It’s ok. Really. I can keep something in my bag if I need to. This is just a normal headache, not a big deal.”
Ilya resisted sucking his fingers into his mouth and just kissed them instead.
“Ok, let’s get you home then. You need stuff from office?”
“Yes, let me grab it.”
They dropped Shane at home, Ilya walking in as far as the lobby, giving him a long kiss.
“Shane, do your work and go to bed. I will not forget to take pill or change bandage. I promise.”
“I’ll see how I’m feeling. You guys are going to your clients?”
“Yes, then will be back home. Cliff will pick you up in the morning after your run.”
Ilya had no intention of telling him that he’d be following on his run as well.
“Ok.”
Shane leaned up to give him a kiss, but kept it short or he knew he wouldn’t be able to go upstairs. Ilya nipped at his lip eventually and pulled back.
“Go. I will talk to you soon, zhizn moya.”
He waited until Shane was in the elevator before going back out to the car. Cliff glanced at the building,
“You think he’ll stay put?”
“I hope so. He seemed like he was just going to do work, take medicine and go to bed. I’ll be here to watch him on his run, then you can take him to work and pick him up.”
“How’re you going to follow him on his run? On the street. If he looks back..”
“I don’t know. I know they veer off into little park at some point, on the street I will have to stay far back and hope that Daniil is not out for an easy shot. If he’s wanting to torture him or do something else, he’ll be trying to grab him, not just shoot him. I do not want Hayden caught as collateral damage though. He may be shit FBI man, but he is Shane’s friend. I will see how it goes the first time and figure it out from there.”
They drove to Ana’s apartment and Ilya was distracted and not speaking much. When Cliff pulled up close and stopped a block away, Ilya looked up. 
“Mmm, just park. You should come in. You will be helping on this job and may as well know who you are helping with.”
Cliff stared at him in disbelief.
“What? You never want me to get involved that much.”
“Well this time I do. Unless you do not want to.”
Cliff just shrugged,
“Whatever you want. Just was surprised.”
Ilya tossed him a hat and they both pulled the bills low as they walked in through a door in the back. Ilya had done a little research this time and knew there were no cameras if they came up the stairs from the back. The hats were just in case. Ilya knocked on the door and got no answer, so picked the lock like last time, ushering Cliff in ahead of him. He looked in the fridge and pulled out a beer, handing it to Cliff.
“Really? You’re just drinking her beer…”
“What? She offered me one last time and fed me even though for all she knew I was here to kill her. She won’t care about one beer.”
He pulled the chair around like last time and motioned Cliff to sit behind him on the couch.
“Give me your gun. I have to move other things out of my safe so I can get it while Shane is there.”
Cliff handed it to him and he set it on his leg like last time, just in case anything changed.
“Why are we here anyway?”
“Her father will be here next week, I need to figure out where he will go. He doesn’t know who I am, but I need to be sure I don’t end up with… How did he say, my insides pulled out through my mouth.”
“That would be very bad. And very painful for you I’m sure.”
Ilya barked out a laugh, remembering at the last minute,
“By the way, she thinks my name is Dima. I feel like she knows what it really is with all the emails she sends, but until she uses it, I will stick with Dima.”
“Dima… so Dmitri?”
“Yes, very good Marleau. You are learning Russian?”
“Fuck no. Probably should though. Why did you choose that?”
Ilya shrugged,
“Not sure really. Probably was thinking about Alexei for some reason, so picked one of his buddies.”
They sat talking for almost an hour before Ilya heard the key in the lock. His hand was loosely on Cliff's gun, once again in case she had company. From her words though before, it didn’t sound like she had many close friends, which seemed hard to believe. She came in, dropped her keys on the counter and walked into the room without turning the light on. She got fairly close to him before she saw the outline and she leapt backwards, screeching, her instincts taking over as she fumbled for the light, ready to bolt it looked like.
Seeing him, she glared and literally threw her purse at him. He caught it, barely and smiled as she cursed,
“FUCKING FUCK. WHY do you do that? You could just wait outside like a fucking normal person.”
“Because then I could not hear your lovely screeching.”
Her entire demeanor shifted almost as quickly as he did sometimes as she came up and took her purse, sitting it on the floor and running her hand along his chest.
“I could show you screeching that’s much nicer, boyfriend will never know.”
He smiled and picked her hand up and let it go at her side.
“I’m sure you could. But the answer is still no.”
She groaned and made a face at him and suddenly jumped as she saw Cliff on the couch.
“FUCK. Omg, I’m getting new locks. You brought a friend?”
He watched her look Cliff up and down and suddenly her face was quite happy again. He tried to hide a smirk.
“Oh, Dima, you brought me a new toy? I love it.”
She walked over to Cliff, swaying, and Ilya turned to watch, having entirely expected this. He did realize he had not told Cliff to tell her a fake name and was curious to see if he would or not.
She perched on the couch next to him and cocked her head as she watched him. Cliff was looking at Ilya helplessly.
“Does my new toy have a name?”
Cliff looked to Ilya and watched as he shrugged,
“Ryan.”
Ilya bit his lip.
“Hi Ryan, I’m Ana. Dima go away.”
Ilya snorted,
“No, we need to talk.”
She sighed and noticed the beer Cliff had.
“Oh so now you break in, won’t have sex with me like was promised to me the first time you came and now you drink my beer?”
Ilya nodded,
“That sounds about right.”
“Whatever. Fine, what do you want. I told you Daddy’s coming.”
She didn’t move though and actually sat back on the couch, and put her legs up over Cliff’s lap. He had no idea where to put his hands and Ilya was trying not to laugh. 
“I know. How do you keep finding my emails? And can you quit using them? I have to delete the actual email address every time you do.”
She shrugged,
“It’s easy. I’m well connected. You know who my father is, you think I don’t have my own network here? It’s probably almost as good as yours.”
“Clearly. But stop it. Where will your father stay? Do you know how many he’s bringing? What did he say to you?”
“Oh my god, so many questions. He’ll stay at a hotel, he’ll come here at some point, and he’ll bring a lot of men probably. If I can get him to come here, maybe only a couple. You could maybe be in here already? But I’m not sure how you will deal with the guards he brings. He just said he was coming to visit. He didn’t give a reason why. But he did ask if I had made any new friends. I said, no, only my lovely Dima.”
Ilya stared at her.
“Fine, I didn't tell him that part.”
She looked at him though seriously,
“You’re not going to hurt him? You’re sticking to the plan we talked about right?”
“That is my intention. I suppose if he actually attempts to kill me that the plan might change. I hope it does not come to that though. He answered me and threatened to pull my…”
He glanced at Cliff for the word he was forgetting…
“Intestines.”
“Thank you. He threatened to pull my intestines out through my mouth. Among many other rude things.”
She laughed and shrugged,
“I told you it was a mistake, but you wouldn’t pay attention. I hope you can get him listening before he does it. Oh my god, speaking of mistakes, I believe you made a huge one today.”
Ilya looked at her curiously.
“What?”
“Did you go to a diner this morning in Brighton?”
Cliff looked up at him with a mixture of dread and accusation.
“Not that I recall, why?”
“Because someone was there threatening people. Looking for someone. Calling them soft. Ignoring a man with a gun pointed at him. That sure sounds like someone in this room.”
Ilya smiled at her.
“I am not that stupid Ana. I would never.”
“I don’t believe you.”
Ilya shrugged at her,
“I cannot help that. If it was me, so what. Did anyone die?”
Her eyes narrowed,
“No. But it sounded like the person wanted someone to. Offering to pay for someone else’s whereabouts. You better hope that it doesn’t make its way back to my father.”
“Why would it? He is not in charge here in New York.”
“You know that doesn’t matter. Ok, if it wasn’t you it wasn’t you.”
She clearly did not believe him. Nor did Cliff if the look on his face was any indication. He’d finally dropped his hands and they were resting on her legs, unmoving.
Changing the subject she asked him,
“Have you found me a place to live once I die?”
He nodded and shrugged at the same time.
“You still want to surf?”
“Yes, I wasn’t kidding.”
“At school, not here, and not on your own login at school, look at Bali and Costa Rica. I can make either happen. Costa Rica has nice waves year round. Make sure you do not do a search that could be associated with you. Or I can just pick.”
“Just pick. I trust you. For some reason. Let’s go to dinner. I’m hungry.”
A huge sigh from Ilya,
“Ana, you may think this is a game. But it is not. Not for me. Not for.. Ryan. We cannot be seen with you anywhere. When you die, they will be looking. At anyone you have associated with. It cannot be us. That is why I come here and do not wait for you. I cannot be seen here. You understand this, I know that you do.”
She stuck her tongue out at him.
“You are such a downer Dima. But yes, I understand. You need to understand this is how I cope with things. Jokes, sex, I haven’t had a boyfriend for awhile.”
At that she gave him a suggestive look and he couldn’t help a smile.”
“I’m the one fucking dying remember? And losing my entire life, starting over.”
“Yes, and I am sorry. I am. But I will be the one dying or rotting in jail if something goes wrong. And then you actually die as well. Neither of us want that.”
“Fine, what else do you need to know?”
They spent the next hour going over options and before they left, Ilya gave her the number of one of his burner phones, the same one he’d given out at the diner.
“Stop using my emails. Please leave a message there if it’s an emergency. I will contact you once your father is in town next week. I need a name also Ana. I need a couple of weeks to get your new life ready and to do that I need a name. Pick one, or I will. And because of all the grief you give me, I will make it horrible.”
She stuck her tongue out at him again and finally pulled her legs off of Cliff. He stood and she realized how tall he was and her eyes lit up.
“Dima, your friend really is delicious. We could all have a really nice time if you wanted…”
Ilya just stared at her, his lips twitching.
“If Ryan would like to have a nice time with you, that is up to him, you know I will not.”
“What about your boyfriend? You could bring him?”
Ilya smirked,
“He is most definitely not interested. He does not care for women like that.”
“Pity.”
She looked up at Cliff,
“Ryan, do you have a girlfriend?”
Ilya watched him with interest,
“No. But I think it would be a bad idea. If Dima is killing you, then I would be lonely when you are gone.”
She smirked at him.
“At least you have a good reason. Fucking Dima, after teasing me the first time we met, just complains that he has a boyfriend. Does he really or is he just not into me?”
“Oh no, he does. A very jealous one. If he didn’t, I think you’d be exactly his type. But trust me, his doesn’t share.”
She leaned up impulsively and gave Cliff a kiss, which he eventually gave in to. Ilya laughed out loud.
“Let’s go Ryan. Before you get yourself into trouble.”
He looked at her thoughtfully as they got to the door. He grabbed his phone and pulled up the picture of Daniil, showing it to her.
“Not that it was me, but if it was. This is who the person at the diner was looking for. Daniil Popov. He is Bratva, I do not know if he works for your father. I certainly hope not. Maybe your network could help out a poor innocent person who was at the wrong diner at the wrong time.”
She stared at the picture.
“Maybe I can check. For whoever it was at the diner. It’s important?”
“Very.”
“I’ll see what I can find.”
He nodded at her and they left, her hands trailing along Cliff’s back as they walked out. Ilya just shook his head.
In the car, he purposely did not look at Cliff, unsure which thing he would be more annoyed at.
“Rozanov. Did you purposely have me go in so that she would flirt with me instead of you? That’s fucked up. She’s fucking hot.”
Ilya smiled at him.
“I cannot have her touching me the whole time I am there. It makes me anxious because I know she means it. It was better to have her attention focused on you.”
“You want to talk about the diner? You told me you weren’t going to Alexei’s.”
“I did not. I drove around, decided to stop and have breakfast.”
“At a diner conveniently owned by Bratva.”
He got a shrug in return,
“I was hungry.”
“Ilya! Did you really threaten them?”
“No. I did not. I called them soft. And ignored the man pointing a gun in my face, which is a bigger insult than threatening them. I also offered a bounty on Daniil. Maybe one of them will take it.”
“Fuck. Do you actually have a death wish? You do remember you have a boyfriend now right? Who will be distraught if you are dead?”
Ilya gave him a sad smile,
“Yes. I remember. And I intend him to be safe, regardless of what happens to me.”
Changing the subject, he gave Cliff a small smirk,
“You know. If Ryan wanted to have a fling, I’m sure someone would be very accommodating.”
Cliff looked at him incredulously.
“Are you fucking kidding me? She’s hot as hell. But she’s clearly fucking crazy. She’d eat me alive.”
“She might. I like her though.”
“Yeah, because you’re both fucking crazy.”
Ilya just smiled as they drove home.
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  They got to the apartment and Ilya dutifully took another pill and looked over the instructions on how to change the gauze. He did it quickly and sat down at his laptop, checking different accounts and seeing nothing. Remembering his problem with the safe, he went and opened it, leaving only the gun and his knife. Everything else he took out and put in a pile to take down to Cliff’s.
He read through more of Hayden’s cases and made a few actual notes, shooting off a few more texts and emails. He actually knew one of their suspects, had gone to a basketball game with him in November. Interesting. Looking over the case, he flinched. He had no idea he was out to a game with a serial rapist. Assuming the allegations were true. He marked that down as a possibility and started reading it more carefully. Why had they not arrested him. He read until he realized it was late and he was supposed to be outside Shane’s by 5:30 when he went to run. Turning the laptop off, he went to bed. He tossed and turned, not sure if it was because he was uptight about the situation or if he had just gotten used to sleeping with Shane. He finally got up and dressed again, deciding to leave early and check out the route that Shane and Hayden ran.
Shane had told him about the route once and he thought maybe he could look and see if there were any likely ambush spots. He parked the car several blocks away and walked, pulling on his black beanie to cover his curls. It was still cool enough this early in the morning that he didn’t think it would attract notice. He had a light jacket on covering his gun and his knife was strapped to his ankle. He had decided Cliff was probably right about not going unarmed anymore until this was fixed. He got to Shane’s building and headed in the direction he had seen Hayden and Shane go the couple of times he’d been leaving when they started. He swept his eyes over everything he could see, any alleys that were easy targets, deep stairwells. Shane’s apartment was not in a bad part of town, but there were several spots that were not as kept up as they should be. He kept an eye out for the park Shane had told him about. He actually found two and had no idea which it was. One was on the side of the street he was on and one was on the other another block up. 
“Fuck.”
He glanced at his watch and decided he had time to go through the first one at least. It was a small green space, lots of trees cutting through a couple of blocks. A small trail wound around between the trees leaving a lot of blind spots. don’t let it be this one, too many bad spots
He walked back on the other side of the street and found a decent vantage point that he didn’t think would be noticeable when they came out of the building. Turning the corner though, he immediately ducked back the other way as Hayden walked right past him. Where the fuck did he park. He continued back the way he came until he crossed the next street and glanced back to see Hayden going into Shane’s building. way to go Ilya, get caught the first day nearly
Once he was sure Hayden was in, he went back to where he had originally been going to wait. Looking at his watch, he realized he didn’t have much time at all. It wasn’t ten minutes before Hayden and Shane walked out. Ilya’s mouth was watering as he looked at his boyfriend. Dark gray compression tights, tiny little shorts over them and a tight compression shirt. Ilya wondered if he could get Shane to wear the shorts for him without the tights underneath. He groaned and realized he needed to pay attention, not drool over him.
They stood outside the building stretching and talking for a few minutes and eventually took off in the direction that Ilya had figured and had gone earlier. He realized he might actually have to jog to keep them in sight which annoyed him. Not sure what he thought he would do. They were going RUNNING. He actually chuckled at himself. He wasn’t worried about keeping up, but he wasn’t exactly dressed to blend in as a runner. There were a decent amount of people out already at this time, but if he was running along behind them dressed how he was, it might attract attention. Not that he had much choice at this point. Today at least. 
He jogged after them, staying well back, occasionally stopping to walk when they would stop and jog in place at stop lights. They never looked back though, the closest was at one of the stop lights when Hayden leaned over to touch his toes and nearly lost his balance, spinning in Ilya’s direction once. Lost his balance. Of course he did. 15th worst runner also. Ilya just turned his head until they took off again. He was constantly scanning the street for Daniil or even Misha or Alexei, but saw nothing. There wasn’t really an appropriate place to ambush the two men. Until they turned into the park. It was the one on this side of the street with the twisty, windy, tree filled paths. Ilya cursed under his breath. This would be a problem. There was no way he could stay close enough in there that they wouldn’t notice him. He waited until they were in and took the first curve and followed them in, but immediately went off the path and back away from the direction they went. He thought he remembered Shane saying they just ran through and came out the same way. He would hope so. He couldn’t see Daniil following them in here. It would be a pain to get someone out of here without others noticing. Unless Dmitri was wrong and he was just going for an easy kill. FUCK  He wandered slowly around the corner of the park he was in, looking around, stepping back around a corner when he realized they were coming back.
Looking at his watch, he realized if they usually finished by 6:30, they’d be heading back to Shane’s building. He wasn’t sure how well this was going to work. He needed to find Daniil and get this over with or he’d end up getting caught and would have absolutely no excuse for what he was doing. He followed them back to Shane’s apartment building, staying farther back this time, texting Cliff that they were almost back. When he saw Shane go in, he walked away from his car just long enough for Hayden to leave back the way he came. He stood outside, watching the building for a while, wandering from street to street in a chaotic pattern. He saw nothing of interest. Cliff texted him back saying he’d already talked to Shane and would be outside the building at 8am when he was ready.
Walking slowly back to his car, he wasn’t really sure what he wanted to do today. Put out a few more texts about Daniil, maybe look into more of Hayden’s cases. He was at a loss with those though. He’d thought it sounded good at first, and in all reality, he could set up the suspects to get caught… but would that really help Shane? Or just Hayden. He wasn’t sure, he needed to think about it. Of the three he had read, the one with the rapist seemed easiest for him to set up and that was only because he knew the man. Ilya hated violence towards women though, so maybe it would be worth it just to get the man off the street, even if it didn’t actually help Shane out. He decided to look at that one more when he got home. It made his skin crawl that he had sat with the man at a basketball game and had no idea though. He knew he was not a good guy, but not like that. His thoughts made him smile though as he thought how many people would say the same thing about him. Oh Ilya Rozanov, he runs that great charity, does such good work, what do you mean he kills random people in cold blood. He bought a breakfast burrito from a small cart on the corner of the street his car was parked on and ate it while walking back the rest of the way to his car.
He sat at home, taking one of his pills and re-reading the case again. It looked like maybe Shane had actually taken what evidence they had and come up with the suspect, they just couldn’t make anything stick. They couldn’t get a judge to sign off on a warrant forcing him to take a DNA test because they didn’t have enough evidence and he was a relatively high profile suspect. He could help with that, he thought. Ilya sat back in his chair and scrolled through his contacts until he found the name. He wondered if Shane ever had his phone and saw it, if he would connect it with his case. Maybe Ilya needed to look through his contacts more carefully. He had a lot of what most people would consider ‘undesirables’ in it.
His phone rang while he was looking through it and he saw it was from an unknown caller. Fucking Ana, if she was calling his real phone, they really were going to have an issue.
“What?”
It was a male voice,
“Ilya? It’s Misha.”
“You couldn’t just text?”
“He said to call you when I was here. I have something for you. Do you want to meet or not? I could give a fuck.”
“Where?”
“I’m at Alexei’s, but… maybe not the best place.”
Ilya gave serious consideration to naming the diner, but then thought that might be pushing it even for him. He chose a cafe about a block away from the diner and told him he’d be there in an hour. He hung up without waiting for an answer. He ran through his options on Hayden’s case and made a quick call, leaving a voicemail. Checking his gun to be sure it was chambered, he re-holstered it and grabbed his jacket.
He parked right in front of the cafe, knowing the car was visible from the front door of the diner a block down. It wasn’t exactly inconspicuous in the bright daylight. He went into the cafe and didn’t see Misha yet, so ordered a coke and a piroshki. He loved this neighborhood, even the normal cafes had Russian items to cater to the large immigrant population here. It’s too bad Alexei was ruining it by being here.
He was enjoying his second breakfast when Misha walked in and slid into the seat across from him. He watched Ilya eat for a minute and finally spoke.
“Ilya. I hear you’re working again.”
He just nodded at him and took a drink of Coke.
“You hear right.”
“I’m surprised. You seemed done with all of us.”
“Make no mistake, Misha, there is no us. I work for me. Because I’m good at what I do.”
Misha made a face at him.
“Maybe. But also maybe to keep your toys safe.” 
Ilya bristled on the inside, but outwardly just shrugged at him,
“I guess that’s between me and Sergeev isn’t it. Do you have what I need?”
“I don’t know. I don’t know what you need. I have what he gave me.”
He brazenly slid a flash drive across the table, and Ilya put his hand over it, putting it in his pocket.
“I also have a bag of things, but it’s in the car, I didn’t want to bring it in. Finish your breakfast, we can chat and then get it.”
Ilya sat back and took another bite, watching him while he ate it. Swallowing finally, he asked him,
“Seen Daniil since you got back?”
Misha stared at him, perhaps a second too long before shaking his head.
“No. I heard you were looking for him though. What’d he do?”
Shrugging again,
“Same shit as always. Ran his mouth too much. He’s not at Alexei’s?”
“Not that I saw. I only got back last night though. Wanted to get you the stuff right away. Sounded important.”
“You don’t know what it is?”
Another stare, before shaking his head.
“No. Sergeev just said it was part of a deal you made.”
“It is. I appreciate you bringing it. If you see Daniil, can you let me know?”
“No.”
Ilya smiled, his eyes amused.
“Honest at least. There is a clear line here Misha. If you’re on his side of it, that means you are against me. That’s what you want?”
He stood, finishing his Coke.
“Let’s get the bag.”
Misha stood and they walked outside and Ilya looked at him glance at the Porsche and shake his head as they walked to a plain SUV a few cars behind it.
“It’s not what I want, Ilya. But you are not in charge. If you’re working, you’re working for Sergeev. Period. You don’t get to choose what or who does things. If they want someone dead, then they want them dead. You take orders like everyone else.”
Ilya stopped walking. Misha noticed and turned to look at him. Ilya’s voice was very controlled as he asked him,
“They? Who do they want dead Misha?”
The other man shook his head,
“Not what I meant. You know what I meant. There are no lines. There is only us. Daniil is after your man because you were a dick to him. It has nothing to do with anything else.”
“Are you sure? Or is Daniil after him because ‘they’ want him to be.”
“No, I didn’t mean it like that. It’s just Daniil. But he is a friend and I will not give him up to you. Loyalty should mean something, Ilya. One of these days you will learn that you can’t just do what you want.”
“It means nothing Misha. They are not loyal to you.”
He walked with the man to the SUV and took the bag without looking in it.
“Misha. Last time, where is Daniil?”
“No. I don't know, but if I did, I would not tell you. Not for any price.”
“Been to the diner I see.”
“Yes, that was stupid on your part.”
“Maybe. But it was worth a try. I would tell you not to help Daniil in this, but I can see you will not listen. I’m sorry ahead of time.”
He turned and walked off, the other man calling after him. Ignoring him, he tossed the bag into the passenger seat and left. He drove aimlessly for a while thinking about Misha’s words. He wasn’t sure where he was falling on the ‘they’ comment. Shrugging, it didn’t matter. They were all going down one way or another if Ilya had his way.
Driving home his phone rang again and he scowled. Looking down, the frown fell off his face. He’d forgotten he’d made a call before he left.
“Yvette. How are you?”
He listened and laughed, shaking his head.
“You’re still working? Yeah? Can we meet? I have a job for you. Will pay well but could be a little risky. I don’t think so, but it’s possible. Rough guy. Yeah, he’s an ass, if you’re not interested, it’s fine. We can still have a drink. Great. This afternoon is better for me than tonight. I’ll see you then.”
He hung up, a smile on his face. At least one thing might go ok. He drove home and took the bag up and looked through it. He wouldn’t need near all of it at this point. He hoped. He plugged in the flash drive and sat looking through all of the documents. He got on the phone and made another call.
“Pyotr. It’s me. Can you log into my computer and get the info off a flash drive I have? I need you to check it all, make sure there’s not something I’m missing. Something that would be setting me up somehow. It all looks good, but it’s awfully good and I’m a little suspicious. Yep.”
He waited and clicked a few buttons as they suddenly popped up. He watched the flash drive open, the contents copied over to Pyotr’s computer.
“Yeah, a few days is fine. If it’s all real, can you upload it where they should all be? The right databases? Thanks, shoot me a price, I’ll send it.”
The cursor dropped off his computer and he ejected the drive, putting it in the bag of other things.
He spent the middle of the day doing more research on where to send Ana if things worked out. Finally making a decision, he started making calls, giving them all the same email address to send him information on. He was hoping to make her father see reason and get this done sooner than later. But he knew it might take awhile for her father to get what he needed also. Finally looking at the time, went to shower and change to meet Yvette. He managed to tape on the plastic cover he’d bought with tape that wouldn’t kill his skin. He wondered how long the gauze strips were going to have to stay. His eyes drifted to the bowl and he grumbled to himself, but grabbed another pill and swallowed it. He was tired of them already and it had only been a couple of days. There was no way he could be one of those people who had to take something everyday for the rest of their life. Not a chance.
He met Yvette in a bar he’d never been to in the West Village. It looked like it had just opened but Ilya very much liked the vibe of the place. He’d have to remember this one. It was distinctly Japanese crossed with American, but a lot of Japanese movie posters, decorations. It wasn’t busy yet, it had only just opened before Ilya got there, so he saw Yvette right away at the bar. He put a hand on her waist and gave her a kiss on the cheek. She was stunning with her blonde hair piled on her head and a black slinky dress falling to mid-calf. He asked the bartender for whatever his specialty was. Accepting the drink, which came with a shot of Japanese whiskey, they moved to a table in a corner for privacy.
They talked for a while before he got down to what he wanted. He didn’t love asking her, but he knew what she did for a living and it was about the only person he would trust with it. If she said no, he’d find another way. When he told her who and why, she smiled, delighted. He almost changed his mind at once, not liking the way he was feeling about what he was asking her to do, but she immediately insisted. She wanted the asshole off the street. They made plans and he got her account number for later. He agreed to send her the details once he made plans with the asshole. 
Watching her leave after another drink, he finished his and checked his phone to see if there was anything from Cliff or Shane. Smiling as he saw Shane’s message, he headed over there.
The next few days were very similar, he would get up, go to Shane’s to follow him and Hayden, then go do random tasks. He spent time at Shane’s most evenings, going home late each night, rather than spending the night and then trying to figure out how to dress with his gun and knife to follow them. Shane was waiting for something big to come through for work he had mentioned and he needed his home computer to retrieve it when it came. It made no difference to Ilya. It was actually a little easier, it allowed him to work openly at his place without having to worry about Shane walking in at an inopportune time. He’d made plans with his basketball ‘friend’ to have drinks Friday night, tomorrow, and had talked with Yvette, making sure the time worked for her.
He’d seen nothing of Daniil and none of his efforts were giving him any results and he was getting frustrated. He’d had a couple of close calls with Shane and Hayden and Shane was beginning to think it odd that Cliff was always around to take him places. He was also starting to question why Ilya was leaving every night. But there was no way Ilya was letting him off on his own while Daniil was unaccounted for. Ilya had at least started wearing running clothes or his version. He still kept a light jacket on which was awkward, but he wanted his gun covered.
He was waiting in his now customary spot for Hayden and Shane’s run to start. He hadn’t run regularly for years, but it felt almost normal, even after only a week. Maybe he should just show up one day to run with them. Hayden would probably drop over from a coronary. He’d grown a little complacent maybe, it was hard to look over so many people every day. New York was busy, even at 5:30 in the morning. Maybe that's why he missed it the first time. His eyes slid over the man sitting on a bench near the park entrance that Shane and Hayden went into almost every day. They had, once, skipped it, nearly catching Ilya that day as they spun around and headed back before he was out of the way. He slowed to a walk and looked back at the man, who was openly watching them. He made no move towards them or a weapon, but when his head turned once, fully exposed, Ilya cursed. It made sense. Shane and Hayden both knew Daniil, he wouldn’t be able to watch them from an open position like that. Ilya looked around and saw no one else though. His best guess was that he was just watching, getting a pattern down.
Ilya was glad to see Shane and Hayden go into the park, he knew he had approximately 7 minutes to get rid of him before they came back out. He walked straight up to the man at the bench, a calmness coming over him that he hadn’t felt in awhile. The man looked up at him and when recognition set in, jumped up off the bench, startled.
“Ilya..”
“Misha. Long way from Alexei’s aren’t you.”
“I was just in the neighborhood and needed to sit.”
“In the neighborhood. Interesting. For what?”
“I was picking up something for Alexei.”
“At 6:00 in the morning? Odd time.”
“Ilya, stop. I’m just keeping an eye on him.”
Glancing at his watch, 6 minutes.
“Why? I told you that if you helped him, you were on the side opposite me. And here you are, flaunting it. You’re keeping an eye on him for Daniil? So he can do what? Snatch him off the street?”
His calmness was dropping into something else. Something he hadn’t felt in a long time.
“Ilya, I’ll go. You’re right. I should stay away from him. I promise. I’ll tell Daniil he’s on his own.”
Something he could see in Ilya’s face was rattling him.
Ilya looked at his watch, 5 minutes.
Ilya looked around the street, noticing who was where, how many people, his nerves were buzzing. look what happened when you didn’t finish daniil, do it, finish him, do it now, too many people for a gun, finish him, don’t let him go
“Ilya ok? I’ll go. I’m sorry. You were right.”
Ilya kneeled to tie his shoe as he looked up at Misha. He’d known him a long time. He’d known Daniil a long time also. It didn’t matter. He had dropped so far into his old self, that he didn’t care who it was. do it, don’t let him go, protect shane,  
He looked down at the street and took a breath, seeing his watch.
4 minutes.
When he looked up at Misha, something must have changed in his face. Misha’s face went from attempting to soothe him, to pure panic, and his hand went behind his back attempting to grab something as he tried to take a step back, the bench stopping him.
Ilya felt nothing as he stood, his eyes calm, smoothly drawing the knife from where it rested around his ankle. He took one step as if to give Misha a hug and the knife plunged into his stomach. His arm went around Misha, holding him tight, listening to him exhale, a wet sound already coming through his throat. He managed a weak protest as he put a hand on Ilya’s arm.
“Ilya…”
Whispering into his ear as he yanked the knife upward and twisted it,
“Goodbye Misha.”
He stood there a moment, before slowly lowering the man to the bench. Misha’s eyes were glazed already and Ilya slowly pulled the knife out, the gush of blood accompanying it giving him a sense of satisfaction, although it also jerked him back to reality. He glanced around and saw no one looking at them. Yet. With the blood pouring out though it would only be seconds before someone walked by and noticed. He dug into Misha’s pocket and took his phone, realizing that his number would be listed there from a few days ago. They would probably find it anyway on his records, but this would slow it down. Maybe Pyotr could get rid of it before they could pull it.
Looking at his watch that was now covered in red, 2 minutes.
Fuck. He was covered in blood. Drenched. He was so fucked. He shoved the knife back in the sheathe, and pulled his pantleg down over it.  His pants were black, it wasn’t as obvious yet. He pulled the blue jacket off and took his holster off, gun still in it, yanking the light colored shirt off as well. Folding them around themselves and his gun as much as he could, he groaned at the amount of blood still covering his now bare chest and hand and arm.
1 minute.
He ran. Away from his car, away from Shane’s building, he just ran. 
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  Shane had gotten home that evening and immediately taken some Tylenol. He looked at the bottle and threw it in his work bag just in case. Taking a water bottle with him, he went into his office and logged on through all his protocols. Checking his email, he had a few tidbits from his team but nothing important. He also had one from the researcher and Miller who had both replied. They were working on his request for information on Denis Sergeev but it was taking longer than normal. They were having to do a lot of diligence to find what was accurate and what wasn’t. It would be coming in the next few days, they hoped. Shane frowned, he really wanted to get started on going through it and he knew it would be a lot. He’d asked for the man’s entire life. But he couldn't get it on his laptop. He had to be on his wired network, logged in through a million security walls. Maybe he could convince Ilya to come here for a few nights.
He was tired and his head still hurt. Stupid glasses. He texted Hayden to confirm he’d be up for running in the morning and he laid down for a few minutes, fully intending to get up and eat a protein bar or something before he texted Ilya. The next thing he knew, his alarm was going off. He groggily looked around and groaned. He struggled out of bed and wiped his eyes, stumbling to the bathroom. He splashed some water on his face and realized his head must have been worse than he thought to have slept like that.
He took a few deep breaths and went and made his smoothie, getting ready and meeting Hayden in the lobby. Before they left, he remembered Cliff was driving him today. Which was weird. But whatever. He texted him and said he’d be ready at 8am if that was ok. He apologized for missing the last week and told Hayden what Ilya had said about maybe coming over there to run.
“I don’t know Shane, I’m not sure I could handle his attitude every day that early.”
“Well you wouldn’t see him, he doesn’t get up that early usually.”
“OF course he doesn’t. Man of leisure.”
“Hayden, stop.”
“Sorry sorry, he just gets under my skin for some reason.”
Shane laughed and then watched as Hayden nearly face planted trying to touch his toes.
“Smooth Hayd.”
“Oh my god, what was that? See what not running for a week does for me.”
They finished and Shane told him he’d be in later that morning. He did his yoga but was not focused and kept messing up his poses. He'd think of Ilya and lose his balance, or remember the time Ilya was watching and lose his balance again. He finally gave up, laughing at himself. He went to shower and glanced at the picture, sticking his tongue out at it like a child.
“That’s for fucking up my yoga.”
He was downstairs on time and climbed into the SUV with Cliff.
“Morning Cliff. You know you didn’t have to do this, I’m fine calling a car.”
“Hey Shane, I don’t mind, really. It gives me something to do. I wasn’t kidding. Let me feel useful please. It also makes Ilya happy, and we all know how much better life is if Ilya is happy.”
Shane gave him a grin,
“I suppose that’s true. I don’t know what time I’ll be done here though and that’s kind of a pain for you I feel like.”
“It’s really not. I have all kinds of stuff I can do, just let me know like a half hour ahead of time and I’ll be here.”
Nodding, he finally agreed. He would talk to Ilya about it. He felt bad, he knew that Cliff worked for Ilya and should be doing something for him instead of playing driver.
He spent the day going over the three cases with Hayden. Two of them anyway. The one he’d worked on before with the women being raped, he set aside. He wasn’t sure what else to do with it. He had come up with enough patterns to think he knew who it was, but the man worked on the Mayor's staff and there was no judge in the city that would give them a warrant to run DNA without some kind of hard evidence. Sometimes this job sucked. You do everything right and by the book, and yet can’t get a bad guy off the street due to technicalities or political pull.
They talked through the other two and Shane said he would keep looking at them, he’d find something eventually. They grabbed lunch and afterwards, Shane went off into his ‘office’ to go through his files again. He hadn’t been through them lately, had been feeling disconnected from his own case, so he went through as much as he could again, moving things around, looking at things in a different order. Finally slamming the file he was reading down. He wanted the info he’d requested from his team. Until he had that, he was stuck for ideas.
He let Cliff know he would be done soon and started cleaning up the mess up papers he had made. As they drove back to Shane's, he'd answered questions about random things Cliff had asked, which were dropped in among questions about what he was doing the rest of the night.  He laughed finally and told him, 
“I'm not going anywhere Cliff. You can go and relax. I need to be at home for a few days until a work thing comes in. I may not even go into the office every day. I'll have to see. But for tonight I'm done. I'll text you later about tomorrow.  But you better be careful or I'll get used to having my own private chauffeur.”
That had gotten a wry grin from the other man as he replied,
“You better be careful because if I tell Ilya that it will probably become my actual job. Then you'll be stuck with me.”
“There are worse things Cliff I'm sure.”
He got out of the car at his building and added,
“Thank you for the rides. I do appreciate it. I'm gonna go in and work out and then maybe read a book the rest of the night. I'll let you know tonight if I'm going tomorrow.”
He was changing to go work out and started to text Ilya. Remembering how that worked out last time, he decided to wait until he was finished. About to jump in the shower, he finally texted him telling him that he was staying home tonight but Ilya was welcome to come by if he wanted.
He was looking through his cabinets trying to figure out what he could make for dinner when Ilya showed up, bringing food with him. Something in Shane had relaxed when he opened the door and saw Ilya. Something he hadn't realized had even been building up inside of him, but it all evaporated when he saw the smiling face. The bag of food quickly went onto the table as Shane wrapped himself around Ilya, kissing him needily. Ilya seemed no better than him though, not wanting to let him go as Shane finally went to get plates and drinks, following him with one hand always on him.
They were halfway through eating, when Ilya suddenly smiled at him with that smile that Shane knew meant he was in trouble somehow. He immediately stammered at him,
“What!? I didn’t say anything!”
“You did not. You seem like you’re expecting to be in trouble. Did you do something to get in trouble my neposlushnyy kotenok?”
Shane had to think about the word for a moment and then groaned remembering the first time Ilya has used it at Hayden’s. He immediately was shaking his head,
“I am not. I didn’t.”
Ilya laughed and leaned over to kiss him.
“No, you did not. But you’re so fun to tease.”
This let Shane relax for a moment as he took another bite, still watching Ilya as if he didn’t quite trust the words. His instinct was proved right another bite later as Ilya casually remarked after he took a drink of Coke,
“But do you remember the last time Marleau interrupted us? I believe you said you would never be able to look at him again. That night? The one I believe that someone threw something at me.”
Shane’s only response was to turn a beautiful pink color, his freckles becoming more prominent on his cheeks as he nodded slowly.
“I remember.”
He watched as Ilya patted his own thigh and even before he spoke again, Shane’s cock was thickening as he remembered. He didn’t even make Ilya speak again, he just set his fork down and slid off his chair to his knees, his cheek going on Ilya’s leg.
Ilya’s hand immediately went to his hair and began stroking him, his voice low as he spoke in Russian that Shane had to listen carefully to since he was speaking so quietly,
“Fuuuckk, you know exactly what I want, so good for me, I don’t even have to tell you.”
Shane knew better than to speak, he just closed his eyes and relaxed into the petting. He forced his eyes open a moment later as he heard Ilya speak again,
“Open,”
He immediately did, taking the bite of food and Ilya’s fingers into his mouth just like he had last time. Ilya fed him most of the rest of his dinner, occasionally taking a bite for himself. Every time Shane took the food and licked his fingers, he relaxed a tiny bit more, until eventually he was quite literally leaning against Ilya’s leg, using it as support. Somewhere in his head, he knew he should be embarrassed, but he just couldn’t make himself. He knew he could tell Ilya to stop if he wanted to, that’s what he had told Shane. But the words never came and from the tightening in his core, he knew he wouldn’t ever say them.
He realized he had closed his eyes and when he opened them, he saw Ilya just looking down at him with an odd look that he couldn’t quite place. Not a bad look. An intense look of… Shane didn’t know. Couldn’t process right now. He realized he was being spoken to and raised his head, having not caught anything that Ilya had said, asking him,
“Say it again please?”
“Do you need a drink, kotik?”
Shane shook his head, adding a quick, yes to the nod. Ilya smiled at him and handed him his water bottle.
“Go to the couch and wait for me please.”
He wasn’t sure how he was supposed to be waiting, so he just sat, taking a drink of his water as he watched Ilya wash his hands and put the dishes and food away. When the kitchen was cleaned up, Ilya came over in front of him and proceeded to strip, very slowly, folding his clothes as he did, Shane giving him a small smile as he set the clothes on the table.
He came over and sat next to Shane and slowly stripped him also, his tongue following each piece of clothing until Shane was trembling and whimpering before anything else had happened. Shane gave up all pretense of trying to think and just reacted as Ilya showed him over and over that he belonged to Ilya until they both eventually collapsed on the couch, sweaty and spent. Shane lay there collapsed against Ilya his lips pressed against Ilya’s bare chest until finally he was pulled up to a sitting position and arms wrapped around him. He felt Ilya’s lips on his neck and he was whispering,
“I’m going to help you shower, and then you need to sleep. Do you want me to tell Cliff you are going to work tomorrow or no?”
He shook his head yes, and let himself be pushed in front of Ilya to the bathroom. He watched as Ilya started the shower and waited until it warmed up. He took the hand when Ilya offered and let him lead him in, frowning when Ilya didn’t follow him though.
“Why are you not here with me? Get in.”
Shane frowned at him as he got a shake of the head.
“I cannot Shane, I can’t get wet remember?”
He pointed to his bandage and for the first time, Shane understood the temptation to ignore Doctor’s orders. He groaned as he looked at it. Ilya chuckled at him.
“I know, trust me, I hate it. Get clean, I will tuck you in before I leave.”
This got a bigger frown as Shane looked at him.
“You’re not staying?”
He watched as Ilya shook his head again, a small feeling buzzing in him that he didn’t like. Fuck, when had he become so needy. Trying to push it away, he forced his face into what he hoped was an unbothered expression while Ilya spoke,
“No. I know you have work to do, so I will go home so you don’t miss your run. If I stay, you might be too busy. You can come over tomorrow?”
Shane thought about the reports he was waiting for and slowly shook his head.
“No, I need to be here until I get a project back for work. I can only get it here, not on my laptop. But you can come here?”
Ilya didn’t look bothered, just agreeing easily.
“Of course. I will come, anything to pet my little kitten.”
Shane blushed as he turned the water off, the pink blending in with the redness all over him from the water. He let Ilya dry him off, dress him and tuck him into bed. He gave him another frown though when he finally pulled away.
“Don’t frown at me Shane, it makes me sad.”
“Then don’t leave.”
He got another long, lingering kiss before Ilya pulled away again.
“I will see you tomorrow. You need to sleep so you can go with Hayden. The way I am feeling right now, you will get no sleep if I stay, you will just end up needing another shower. I will lock your door on the way out. Ya tebya lyublyu, kotik.”
Shane watched him leave and heard the door close quietly a moment later. Frowning, he rolled over around a pillow and eventually drifted off to sleep.
The next couple of days were a study in frustration for Shane. The research he wanted was still not done yet, he was finding nothing on the two cases he was looking at for Hayden and was about to give up and start new ones. Cliff was always around to drive him, which was just becoming odder and odder. Ilya came over every night, they would have dinner, sometimes watching a movie, sometimes just getting lost in each other. He had remembered to bring over his plastic protector, so at least he could shower with Shane now, which usually just led to more sex and then another shower and a ridiculous loop. He wouldn’t stay the night though and Shane was starting to wonder why. He always looked as upset to go as Shane was about him leaving and his excuses about wanting Shane to sleep weren’t making much sense, when sometimes he didn’t leave until well into the morning hours. Shane was about to give up on his research for a few days and just stay at Ilya’s instead. He hadn’t realized how dependent he had become on having someone, no, not someone... just Ilya, in bed next to him every night. 
Thursday morning, Shane was a little grumpy and Hayden was poking fun at him as they ran. 
“Someone has been staying up too late. You’ve got circles under your eyes Shane, tell Rozanov to go home earlier.”
“Fuck off.”
Hayden just smirked at him.
“I dug out a couple different cases for you if you want them, I know you said you haven’t come up with anything on the couple we’ve been working at.”
Shane nodded at him, annoyed about that also.
“Yeah, I’ll get them today then. The only one I’m confident on is the one we can’t fucking do anything with. I know it’s him, Hayden. I’m not wrong.”
“I believe you, but until I can figure out a way to get a judge to believe us, we’re stuck until he does it again.”
“So fucking stupid. Wait for another woman to get raped before we can do anything. I hate doing things by the book sometimes.”
They turned into the little park that they normally ran through. Shane loved it. A nice little green getaway from the concrete they were surrounded by normally. He took a deep breath as they followed the path around. They’d turned around and were almost at the spot they had entered when someone screamed. It brought both of them up short and they turned to look around, but didn’t see anything. They heard yelling from the street they were almost at and both took off at the same time to see what had happened. Shane burst out into the street expecting to see a car accident or a bicycle had crashed. He did not expect to see a man slumped over on a bench, blood all over him and dropping down to form a large pool at his feet.
There was a woman standing there looking horrified, and Shane assumed that was who had screamed the first time. He looked up and Hayden was already on the phone, as were a couple of the bystanders. He also saw a couple of people recording the body. Fucking disgusting. He tried to get everyone to move back, using Hayden’s credentials.
“FBI, we’re FBI, please move back. Did anyone see what happened?”
The blood was still dripping, and when Shane put his fingers against the man’s pulse point on his neck, he was still warm, but there was clearly no pulse. Fuck, whatever had happened, they had just missed it. He looked down at the man while trying to listen to the several people that were speaking at once. He nearly gagged as he realized what he was looking at. The man was split open from the lower belly up to the middle of his ribcage nearly. It wasn’t just a stab wound. The weapon had been dragged up or down from its initial position. Up he would guess by the pieces of intestine and muscle that were nearly spilling from the man’s upper cavity, most likely from yanking the weapon out. Fuck. He hadn’t seen anything like this in a long time, much less from a random stabbing on the street.
Trying to focus on what the people were telling him, he finally held up a hand,
“One at a time.”
He pointed at the man who seemed the most level headed,
“You, what did you see?”
The man tried to speak calmly, but he was clearly a little flustered. From what he gathered, he hadn’t actually seen much. But he pointed up at the other park, the entrance visible across the street on the next block up.
“He went there.”
Shane looked up the street.
“Who went there? Someone who was here? With this man?”
“I’m not sure. But there was a man running. And he went into the park.”
Shane sighed,
“There are a lot of people running here. I was just running, and that’s a jogging park. Did you see the person near this bench?”
He got a shake of the head, looking up at the park again. He could hear sirens and Hayden was still barking orders on the phone. A timid woman was staring at him though, looking like she wanted to say something.
“Did you see something ma’am?”
She shook her head and let loose with a string of Spanish. Shane groaned. He could do a little Spanish, but the words were flying out of her mouth. He caught a few words basically the same as the other man had said. A man. He was running, he went into the park. He was about to see if anyone could translate better for him when he heard the words,
“Muy sangreinto,”
He looked down at her. Fuck.
“Bloody? He was very bloody? The man who ran was bloody?”
She nodded at him and pointed at the park.
He looked over at Hayden, the sirens were closer. Making a decision,
“Hayden, I’ll be back, keep that woman here, she might have seen something.”
He pointed at her and pleaded with her,
“Quédate aquí. Por favor. Stay here, please.”
He took off running across the street and stopped at the edge of the park. He knew whoever it had been was likely long gone, but he had no weapon and wasn’t entirely foolish. He walked in and looked around. It was strangely deserted. He started jogging again and eventually came to the other side where it emptied into another street. He came out and looked both ways, seeing nothing odd or out of place.
“Fuck.”
He walked slowly back through the park, and to where Hayden was now surrounded by NYPD officers. They wouldn’t let him get close and he finally got Hayden’s attention and was let through when Hayden muttered something to them. He stood back watching as they cordoned off the immediate area. They had someone talking to the few people who had been standing there when he and Hayden burst out. One of them was talking to the woman and he interrupted them.
“She said someone was very bloody and ran into the other park. I went to check it out, but didn’t see anything. You guys should probably comb through it though, in case there’s anything there.”
The officer looked him up and down as if wondering why someone in jogging clothing was talking to him, but shrugged, going back to the woman.
He stood staring at the man again. His eyes were open and glazed, his chest a mess, blood everywhere. Shane looked down at the blood critically. He took a step back. He’d been standing when he was stabbed. There was too much blood about a foot away from the spot it was pooling now. Shaking his head, he forced himself to stop. Not his case. Hayden could take it if he wanted it for some reason, but he assumed he would let the NYPD take it. Random homicide was not FBI jurisdiction, even a horrifically violent one like this. The longer he stared at the man’s face though, the more something was tugging at him. Hayden had finally gotten off the phone and was standing next to him.
“Hayden?”
“Yeah? Man, this poor guy, got nearly disemboweled and we just fucking missed it. Another 30 seconds and we’d have been out here.”
“I know. I can’t believe it. Most of the witnesses saw someone running off, but not sure if it was a suspect or just another jogger. Woman says he was bloody though.”
“Damn. Wish we’d been a little faster today then. Might have saved the poor guy.”
“Does he look familiar to you Hayden?”
“What? No? Wait, let me look again.”
Hayden took a step closer, the officer in front about to stop him until he realized it was Hayden who’d been flashing his ID like crazy.
“Maybe. But I can’t place it. Could just be one of those looks like everyone faces.”
Shane’s mouth had dropped open just a bit as it clicked into place.
“Shane? You think you know him?”
“Is Scott at the office yet?”
“Probably, he’s usually there early.”
“Take a picture. Send it now. You may need to take this scene over.”
“Why?”
He was taking the picture though, the police officer giving him a dirty look.
‘FBI, calm down.”
He shot off a text with the picture.
“What am I telling him?”
“To look at Popov’s friends. The ones who came through the airport with him.”
Hayden hesitated and looked at the man again,
“What the fuck. You think?”
He sent the text and then called,
“Scott, I just sent you a picture. Look at it now. Guy’s dead near Shane’s building, we were jogging. Just missed it. Shane thinks it might be Popov’s friend. One of them.”
He waited, staring at the man still. It took a few minutes but he finally exclaimed loudly, 
“Fucking hell. Are you sure? Ok, send a team.”
Hayden looked at Shane and gave him a nod.
“Shane’s memory for the win. Again. Scott think’s it’s one of them. Misha Bolshov. The other one that used to, or maybe still is, with Bratva.”
Shane blinked a few times, trying to figure out the significance of that information. Hayden actually arrived at the conclusion about the same time that Shane did.
“Shane. This is awfully close to your building. Popov was very interested in you, maybe a little too interested. His friend shows up dead here? I don’t like it.”
His voice was quiet as he tried to think,
“It does seem a little unlikely.”
He looked up and around,
“You taking over then or just having a team come look?”
“I’m not sure, Scott will have to decide. He may just take a look until we see what shakes loose from witnesses. We can pull traffic camera footage if there is any, not sure what’s around here, if anything. Probably let locals interview the people that were here. I can’t believe we were right here Shane. You think it was one of his friends? Daniil even?”
Shane shrugged as he tried to think through it,
“If Daniil is the one obsessed with me, and was trying to watch for something, he wouldn’t be able to come. So he sends his friend instead. Wouldn’t make much sense to kill him in that case. Maybe the other one. Or the mystery beard man. None of that makes sense though. Can you look at his phone or do you have to wait for a warrant?”
“I can look, if it’s unlocked, or if it will unlock with his finger or face scan.”
He took a couple of steps forward and the officer standing there put an arm out. Hayden gave him a look,
“Calm it down again. I’m about to take this over anyway. Did he have a phone on him? Has anyone checked him over yet?”
The officer shook his head,
“No, we're waiting on the medical examiner team. They were almost here last I heard.”
Hayden nodded at him,
“We’ll wait then.”
Shane nodded behind him as two people walked up with equipment and a third trailed them with camera equipment.
One of the first men looked around at them all.
“Anyone touch anything?”
Shane spoke up,
“I took his pulse on his neck, didn’t touch anything else.”
The man looked him up and down and started to say something. Choosing to once again use Hayden’s credentials,
“FBI, we were on a run and came out probably a minute or two after it happened. He was still very warm, blood was flowing freely.”
The annoyed look dropped off the man’s face as he nodded and the man with the cameras started snapping pictures from all angles. It wasn’t long before the man with the camera stepped back and the other men began taking temperatures, eventually pulling the man up straight, talking to each other as they made notations.
One of them reached behind him and pulled a gun out, handing it to the officer to unload before setting it on the bench next to him. 
Hayden glanced at Shane,
“Guy gets gutted like a fish and doesn’t pull his gun?”
Shane just started chewing on the cuticle of his thumb and nodded as he watched them go through his pockets. They set a wallet out, cigarettes, a lighter, keys. Nothing else. He frowned and interrupted them,
“No phone?”
The man shrugged,
“Not that I see in his pockets at least. We’ll be searching this whole area though, in case it came out. He wasn’t sitting here for this. Looks like he was standing about there.”
He pointed at about the spot Shane had guessed, and he just nodded, asking.
“So they stabbed him while he was standing. Yanked the knife up, pulled it out, then put him on the bench?”
“Actually if I had to guess, and this is only a preliminary guess, we’ll do a full work up at the lab. But if I had to guess based on the blood pools and splattering, or actually lack of splattering. He was stabbed low in the stomach by someone extremely close to him. Close enough to lean up against him. The splatter pattern is nearly non-existent, which means it’s all over whoever stabbed him. So the blood pooled down where he stood for a moment. Then it was probably yanked upwards. There’s enough blood at the bottom of the bench, that I think he was probably set down before the knife was pulled out. And with the carnage coming out the top of the wound, it was pulled out violently. Or, he knew what he was doing and twisted around some before he removed it for maximum internal damage. It will all be in our report though.”
Shane nodded again,
“Any idea what kind of weapon?”
“No. No way to tell since he ripped it up. It’s not just a stab wound for me to measure. I’ll have to do some testing at the lab.”
“Do you have an extra set of gloves? I’d like to look at his wallet.”
He grabbed a pair out of his bag and handed them over. Shane pulled them on and took the wallet that was handed to him. He looked at the ID and showed it to Hayden.
He shook his head as he looked at it with Shane,
“Fuck, I wish his phone was here. You think it’s in his car?”
Shane nodded slowly,
“It’s worth a look. There’s keys there, you can send a patrol out a few streets and see if they can find it.”
“I’ll get someone on it right away. The team should be almost here, not sure what they’re doing though. I’m sure Scott’s briefed them.”
Shane looked through the rest of the wallet, finding another ID with a different name on it and showed it to Hayden.
“Maybe why we never found a hotel, if they’ve all got multiple ID’s.”
He pulled out a piece of paper that was folded and unfolded it, looking at it and trying to picture where it was. He pulled his phone out and pulled up his maps, typing the address in. Hayden was watching and looked at him as he stared at it.
“Address? Where?”
“Brighton. Not that far from where Daniil was picked up at the bakery.”
He snapped a picture of the address before putting it back in the wallet, handing it back to the forensic team.
“Plenty of cash in there. So it wasn’t a robbery clearly.”
The man who’d been answering his questions, shook his head, just as Shane kept talking.
“This was personal. He knew the person, that’s why he didn’t have his gun out already. But to be close enough to smother the blood spray, the viciousness of dragging the weapon up and yanking it to cause maximum damage. That’s personal.”
The other man was nodding,
“I would agree. This wasn’t just a random stabbing because he sat on someone’s bench.”
Shane looked at the address again and then cursed,
“FUCK, Cliff.”
Hayden frowned at him, and Shane just looked at him, holding up a finger and trying to call him. It went to voicemail and he left a quick message,
“Cliff, this is Shane, I’m so sorry. I’m not going to be ready at 8 this morning. Fuck, it’s nearly 8 now. You don’t need to come, I’ve got caught up in a random case, and if I need one, I can get a ride to the office. I’m sorry, you’re probably almost here already.. I’ll text you also.”
He shot off a quick text as well, telling him he didn’t need a ride. He got a response back pretty quickly,
Cliff   Sounds good, let me know if you need to go out later. I’m bored
Hayden’s team had arrived and were barking orders to everyone and pushing the perimeter back. Hayden looked over at Shane,
“Shane, I think we need to talk about this. You want to go get cleaned up and we can go in? They can handle this from here.”
He nodded slowly, still trying to come to a conclusion as to what had happened here, but coming up empty. They walked back, Hayden glancing at him occasionally with concern.
“You ok?”
“What? Yeah. I’m fine. I think it was probably not a coincidence. Not if they’re all staying in Brighton somewhere. The address is a residential section. Why would he be here if it wasn’t something to do with Popov and me. I don’t understand though. I don’t know him. I don’t know anyone else involved. He just liked to taunt me about knowing Ilya that day at the bakery.”
Hayden looked at him oddly for a moment,
“He didn’t know Ilya he said though. And Ilya said he didn’t know him either. So what’s the connection.”
“I don’t know. But I need to figure it out. I’m not going to be scared to go outside in my own fucking neighborhood.”
“No, but maybe we should get you a detail. For a few days. Just in case.”
Shane frowned as they got to his building,
“I’ll think about it. You want to shower here?”
Even saying it made him almost laugh, he could never tell Ilya.
“Yeah, let me grab my stuff out of my car, I’ll be up in a few.”
 

 
Ilya ran across the street, keeping his head down the entire time, and entered the park that was up a block on that side. As he was walking in, he heard a scream and commotion from behind him. He didn’t look back. He walked quickly off the path and followed it towards the other side, knowing it opened into the next street over. As he walked, he used his jacket and attempted to wipe off his hand and arm as best he could, but he was still a mess. At this point, it was just streaking and smearing all over him. While he’d like to think he could hide out in this park, he knew better. It would be apparent that the death had just happened and if they had the manpower, they would cordon off several blocks. He had to move. 
He dug his phone out of his pocket as he came out onto the next street over and called Cliff. It was early for him to be here yet, but he couldn’t go to his car. It was too close. He couldn’t just pop into a store like this either. 
“Answer Cliff. Fucking answer.”
He was walking, now, holding his jacket in front of his chest, the bloody arm and hand underneath it, his head down, his beanie still thankfully in place.
“Ilya?”
“Where are you?”
“I just left the building, what’s wrong?”
“Cliff, I need you to pick me up. I have a small emergency and need to get off the street as quickly as possible. I cannot go into a store or anywhere else.”
He looked up at the street signs and tried to remember the map, and what was close. His adrenaline was running high though, and trying to work against his calmness and he was blanking out. He pulled the phone away and opened settings and shared his location with Cliff.
“Just fucking find me.”
He took a deep breath. Calm. Just another job. That’s all it had been. Calm. Calm. He nodded to himself, glancing around as he walked, trying to see how much attention he was drawing.
“Ilya, what’s wrong, what did you do?”
“I can’t say over the phone. Just find me. As quick as you can. If I find somewhere I think I can wait, I’ll call you back.”
“Fuck Ilya, what happened. Never mind, it’s at least 20 minutes. Find somewhere safe.”
Ilya disconnected the call and looked around slowly as he walked. He could hear sirens getting closer and he walked up to a brownstone door acting as if he were going in when one of the squad cars went right by him. Once it was gone, he continued, eventually turning down another street, just needing to get out of their area. He didn’t know how far out they would go. It had been almost 5 minutes so far, maybe he was fine. Not willing to risk it though, he kept moving. He was starting to get a few looks and he just kept his head down and moved. Hoping they mistook him for a homeless person or someone else down on their luck. Most people didn’t like to actually get involved he had learned through the years, so unless he did something crazy, the odds were ok that nobody would actually call the police on him. When they heard on the news that someone was killed a block or two over, they might remember the strange man who might have had blood all over him, but their recall would be spotty by then. People were notoriously bad witnesses. He was more concerned about traffic cameras. He kept his head down at every intersection and most of the time in general if he could.
He wiped at his watch and looked again. 10 minutes. He slowed his walk to a normal tempo, looking around for anywhere, anything he might be able to be unnoticed for a while. Another block down, he saw an empty lot and crossed the street to see what was towards the back end. Biting his lip as he saw the dumpster. He risked a look up at the street signs to gauge where he was. Walking towards the dumpster, he saw no one anywhere around. He went to the side of it and stood leaning against the wall, mostly out of sight from the street. Calling Cliff again, who answered on the first ring,
“You ok?”
“Yeah, I’m in an empty lot, a lot of junk around. I’m back by a dumpster. I’m staying put unless I draw someone’s attention. Lot of cops around, don’t break any traffic laws, although they should be busy.”
“Jesus. Alright, there soon.”
Ilya disconnected again, shoving his phone in his pocket. Peering around the dumpster, he didn’t see anyone close. He pulled out Misha’s phone and tried to open it. Locked. He bit his lip and tried a couple of different passcodes that he thought had a possibility. Nothing. He would have loved to go through the phone, but he knew better than to keep it with him. They’d be looking for it. When they couldn’t find it, they’d try to triangulate it. He managed to get it open without setting his bundle down. He wanted no extra blood anywhere. Thinking about it, he stopped leaning on the wall and glanced at it, not seeing anything. Realizing he needed to do something with the card, he sighed and set his bundle on the ground after all. He looked around the dumpster and found a bottle that was already broken and jagged. Setting the sim card on the ground, he dug the sharp edge of the bottle into it until it was obliterated. He tossed it in the dumpster. Dropping the actual phone, he stomped on it several times until it was nearly unrecognizable. He stuck it in his pocket. He’d dump it in a different spot once Cliff got here hopefully.
Thinking things over, he was concerned about his car’s location. If the FBI took over from the PD, he wouldn’t be surprised if they ran the fucking plates of every car in a 3 block area. He let his mind rewind what he’d done and decided there was nothing else he would change. A gun would have brought people running, including Shane and Hayden. He’d not have made it out of that one. He was waiting for the wave of guilt to hit him. He had killed someone he knew. When it wasn’t an actual job. No one had ordered him to do it, he just had. With no real hesitation. He’d not actually dropped that far into his old self in a long time, he wasn’t sure he could have stopped himself even had he wanted to. He thought about the look of panic on Misha’s face. He allowed himself a small smile as he realized he wasn’t sorry or guilty at all. Maybe that made him the monster that Sergeev wanted to portray him as. Maybe. But he didn’t think he’d be losing any sleep over it. Looking at his watch again, he picked up his things and scuffed the ground where they had been. He went back to the wall and waited. It was probably another ten minutes before Cliff called him. 
“I think I’m on the street just south of you. Behind the lot. I can see the dumpster you were talking about I think.”
Ilya just hung up and walked around the dumpster, as if out for a morning stroll, but with his head down. He saw the SUV and looked around making sure no one was close enough to see him well. He walked to the driver door and motioned to Cliff. He opened the door, looking at Ilya with disbelief.
“This better be good Ilya.”
“Let me drive. I want you to get my car if we can without drawing attention. Do I have clothes in the back?”
“No, I don't think so, here, take my jacket.”
Cliff shrugged off his jacket and Ilya looked at him,
“It’s going to get stained Marleau,”
“Who fucking cares, put it on.”
He put it on and zipped it all the way up, before going around to the back. He opened the door and tossed his things inside before getting into the driver’s seat and handing Cliff his keys. He got his bearings and drove slowly towards where his car was parked, hoping that they hadn’t started canvassing streets yet.
“What the fuck did you do Ilya?”
“Killed Misha.”
“Ummm, sorry, what?”
“He was there. I just had a talk with him about not helping Daniil. Then he was there. Watching them run. I let Daniil off the hook last time and it turned into this mess. I did not want another mess starting, so I took care of it.”
He could see his car on the next block. He did not see any police yet on this street. Nodding at it, he slowed and told Cliff,
“We can talk at home. See if you can get the car. Walk from here, if you see anything remotely to do with police just keep going and go East, I’ll pick you up on the next block. Otherwise, I will see you at the apartment.”
Cliff just nodded and got out of the SUV, moving over to the sidewalk and walking casually towards the bright orange car as he looked around. Ilya waited, not moving yet since there was no traffic behind him. He watched Cliff reach his car and look back in the direction of Shane’s apartment. Shrugging as he saw Ilya still there, he got in and started the car, pulling out and passing Ilya, nodding at him. Finally letting loose of the breath he’d been holding, he continued down the street and turned East, heading out of the neighborhood. He made sure he stuck to the speed limit, stopped at every light and stop sign. About halfway, he tossed the mangled remains of Misha’s phone out the window.
He parked, got his stuff from the back and went upstairs, not waiting for Cliff. He set his things on the island and went straight for the bathroom, turning on the shower. Taking off Cliff’s jacket, he tossed it on the counter and looked at the blood that was streaked over his bandage. Biting his lip, he decided to just put the plastic over it, clean the rest of him and then he’d clean around it and rebandage it.
He stepped into the shower and watched the water immediately turn pink as it hit the tile. The worst was his right hand, which took a lot of scrubbing to get the now dried blood out from under his nails. When he was finally clean, he got out and took the plastic off, using a clean wet cloth to wash all around the bandage, finally pulling it off and replacing it with a clean one. Wrapping a towel around his waist, he walked out into the living area, going to the kitchen to get a trash bag, nodding at Cliff, who was sitting at the table.
Trash bag secured, he went back into the bathroom and separated all the bloody clothing from his weapons, throwing the clothes in the bag. Wrapping the weapons up in a towel, he walked back out and threw the bag near the door and the towel with the weapons on the table near Cliff. The other man was just watching, not saying anything. Ilya ignored him and went to get dressed, finally coming out and pouring a vodka, not caring that it was well before noon.
He finally plopped down across from Cliff and gestured at him.
“Let’s have it. Yell, curse, whatever you have coming, get it out.”
“What the fuck happened, explain it slowly.”
Taking a drink of the vodka, he did.
“Misha was there watching them run. For Daniil. I decided not to leave him like I did Daniil. It was too crowded for a gun, Shane and Hayden would be coming back any moment, so I used knife. A little too close up.”  ilya… goodbye misha  "Shane and Hayden were close to coming back to the street, so I had to run. My hope is that no one got a good look and it will be fine.”
“Your hope is that no one got a good look?  Ilya. Jesus. You couldn’t just chase him off and kill him later?”
“No. He would have gone to ground like Daniil. I already cannot find him, I did not want another one to have to chase down also. This was easier. Besides, I just sort of… did it. I didn’t plan on it at first, I just let the old me take over and it happened.”
Cliff reached over and took Ilya’s vodka, taking a big drink. Ilya gave him a small smile and got up and got another glass.
“It worked out ok. You got there, no one bothered me, the police did not find me. Did you talk to Shane?”
“Yeah, he texted and called, I texted him back. He said that Hayden could give him a ride to the office if he went.”
That got a frown out of Ilya, but he remained quiet on the matter. Cliff took another drink and asked him,
“What’s Sergeev going to say? Alexei? Are you ok?”
“I am fine. Better than fine actually. But I do not know what they will say. Nothing good I’m sure. But I don’t really care. He made his choice. I warned him about it earlier. Not to help Daniil. He chose to, so he paid for it. I will keep Shane safe. They will learn this if I have to kill every fucking one of them. Fuck. Just a minute.”
He pulled out his phone and scrolled through his contacts, hitting the button.
“Pyotr, call me back please. As soon as possible.”
“What do you need him to do?”
“I took his phone. He called me to meet to pick up things from Sergeev the other day. Which means my phone number is in his call log. I destroyed the phone and the sim, but they can still pull his records. I need to see if Pyotr can delete it. If not, I’m going to need an excuse to know him and why he would have called me.”
“Fuck this day gets better and better.”
Cliff took another large drink.
Ilya smiled and pulled the glass away from him.
“Slow it down there day drinker Marleau. You are not me, you do not have vodka in your veins.”
Cliff laughed but didn’t take the glass back.
“Alright, well what do we do. Just wait and hope nothing ties you back to it?”
“Yes. Until Pyotr calls me back. My biggest concern was the car, which you got. Thank you. Then is their witnesses. I think no one saw my face, but there are likely people who saw me running. My hair was covered, so hopefully no one saw anything distinctive. Next is traffic cams. If they pull the footage, if Shane, Hayden, or Scott see it, they will recognize me. I have to hope if it’s pulled, it is by the PD and they don’t know who I am. Unless a camera caught me running. Once again just waiting. So much waiting. And hoping. Looking back, perhaps it was not a wise choice.”
Cliff snorted,
“Ya think?”
He got a smile back,
“I told you it wasn’t really even me. Back before, when I put myself in little box inside, I would… I call it.. drop into a different version of myself. The version that doesn’t mind what I did. What I do. That person was there today. I probably couldn’t have stopped even had I truly wanted to. And I did not. I’m not sorry he’s dead. I will deal with Sergeev and Alexei if they have a problem. The rest, I just have to hope nothing went horribly wrong.”
He yawned and could feel himself crashing. It used to happen a lot after he did jobs. He just needed a nap.
“I need to sleep for an hour or two. Can you stay please? Unless Shane needs you, then go.”
Cliff looked at him and nodded slowly. It wasn’t like Ilya to ask him to stay like that. Maybe he wasn’t as ok as he was pretending to be.
“Sure. Do you want me to answer your phone if Pyotr calls?”
“Yes, you can wake me if he does.”
Ilya went into the bedroom and closed the door, falling back onto the bed. He stared at the ceiling for a while. He hadn’t lied to Cliff. He wasn’t sorry that Misha was dead. But he wasn’t entirely ok either. He’d worked with Misha before. They weren’t friendly like he and Dmitri had been, but it was still a different thing to kill someone you knew as opposed to a stranger. Shaking his head, he threw the thought out. Misha or Shane. It had been an easy choice. Closing his eyes, he thought of Shane’s cheeks and freckles. Counting those freckles like he did sometimes while Shane was sleeping. Eventually he drifted off into a restless sleep.
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    Ilya's luck is running out I feel like.
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      Chapter 44: From Decimated Dreams
  


    Chapter Summary

    Shane finds the man from the airport and Ilya finally, finally gets Shane's sweat.



    Chapter Notes

      So, I really liked the part in The Long Game where they fooled around in front of a mirror, so I added my version of that here.

Chapter Title is from Welcome To The Black Parade by My Chemical Romance







  Shane and Hayden walked into the office and Scott was waiting for them, waving them into the briefing room and shutting the door. The original picture of the three Russian’s head shots was already pulled up on the screen. Shane took his customary perch on the edge of a table while Hayden sat down like a normal person. Scott looked over to Shane as he sat on the table,
“Shane, you ok?”
Shrugging, he gave Scott an odd look.
“Yeah, why wouldn’t I be?”
“Because a suspect who has an unusual interest in you had an accomplice that was killed violently right outside your apartment basically.”
Shane had been thinking about it on the way there and not really come to any conclusions.
“Well yes. But if you take that at face value, then technically someone helped me out by killing him.”
“What?”
He shrugged at Scott’s look of confusion.
“Popov has a weird fascination with me. Or my love life mostly since he’s always just yelling about fucking me.”
Scott nearly blushed, it was almost cute. Shane gave him a wry grin, but continued,
“Anyway, he has this fascination with me. So he sends a friend to watch me. For whatever reason. Yes, I agree, probably not a good one. But someone killed him. I can’t imagine it was Popov. So who was it and why? I think we can agree it wasn’t a random mugging. It means he’s not watching me now, so that’s good for me right? Helps me. Which means it probably wasn’t one of his friends. But I can’t imagine what that scenario looks like. I guess it could have been that one.”
He pointed at the other man on screen, looking at the name.
“Dmitri Romashin. Popov and Bolshov were both Bratva, former or current. Romashin is different. He’s GRU, as far as we know, once again not sure if former or current.”
Just saying the letters outloud brought up Ilya’s face in Shane’s mind, but he pushed it away, he couldn't be distracted right now.
“So there could have been a disagreement between them. But why? Why there? IF it was one of them, why while he was out here watching. Why not back in a more private setting. Makes no sense. So see, really if you think about it, I should be thanking whoever did it.”
Scott laughed out loud.
“Yes, let’s thank someone who is clearly violent and skilled and has a secret agenda.”
Shane shrugged and picked at his thumb.
“Obviously I’m kidding, but kidding or not, it does help me. Now they’ve got one less person to watch me for… whatever.”
“For whatever. Which is something I hope to never have to figure out. Speaking of, I want a detail on you Shane. Just for a little while at least. If I let you get killed, whoever you work for is going to have my head.”
“Gee Scott, so nice to see you care because we’re friends.”
“Shut up. That too.”
Shane was already shaking his head though, but Scott cut in before he could speak.
“It’s not optional Shane. I’m doing it whether you agree or not. I’d do it for anyone in my office. He was someone on our watch list and he was clearly surveilling an agent. We’ll keep someone on you during daylight hours at least.”
“We don’t technically know he was surveilling me. It could have been a massive coincidence.”
Hayden made a noise at this point and Shane just sighed,
“Fine. During the day. I don’t go out much at night so they aren’t needed then. Most days I don’t go out much either, so they’re going to be awfully bored Scott.”
“They’ll live. I’ll get it set up today before you leave. What car service are you using these days? I’ll need to let them know. Unless you’re driving all of a sudden?”
Nodding, he stared back up at the picture of the now dead man. He realized what Scott had asked though and it was his turn to blush slightly.
“Oh. I, well. Cliff has been driving me this week.”
He saw the confused look on Scott and Hayden’s faces.
“Cliff. Ilya’s friend.”
Hayden grinned and looked away, but Scott just stared at him and repeated after him,
“Cliff. Ilya’s friend. Rather known as Ilya’s security and body guard. Who used to work for, well we don’t know if he worked for them. He was just always around, for the Genovese family.”
Shane’s confusion was clearly on his face because Scott continued,
“You didn’t know? When we had Rozanov in a couple of years ago, we ran his security guard also. They’re joined at the hip usually. If one is there, the other isn’t far behind.”
“They’re good friends.”
“Sure they are. Now. But before they were friends, Cliff Marleau used to always be running around with Samuel Santaniello, who was working his way up in the ranks of the Genovese family. He’s clean, don’t worry. Not even a traffic ticket that we could find. But the association was there. When Samuel died, he drifted off on his own for a while and then it looks like Ilya adopted him.”
Shane was still just staring at him, finally shaking his head.
“Well yes. That Cliff.”
Scott laughed,
“It’s fine, like I said, he was clean. He’s probably better to have around then our fucking detail honestly. But we’re still going to assign them to you. But you might mention it to Cliff, I’ve no doubt that he’ll notice someone following. Why is he driving you?”
Shane started to answer and then stopped, finally shrugging.
“Ilya’s not busy right now, so he offered.”
“Alright, well, let me know if that changes please.”
Shane just shook his head, and tried to focus back on the pictures.
“So what’s the plan? You taking over or leaving case to NYPD?”
Scott looked up at the pictures again and finally sighed.
“We’re a little short handed these days. We’re going to let the PD do the initial investigation. We may check a few things on our end, but the legwork, we’ll let them do and then just look over anything interesting. We’ll let them pull camera footage, talk to the witnesses. They’re looking for his car.”
Shane nodded and glanced at Hayden as he spoke,
“He had an address in his wallet. Looks like residential street in Brighton. You want to check it before we go? See who owns it?”
“Sure. You going today?”
Hayden shrugged,
“May as well. They won’t know anything’s happened yet. Not going to miss him this quickly most likely. Let’s go see who’s home.”
Scott nodded,
“Text me the address, I’ll have someone look it up. Give me a heads up before you go, wait a couple of hours until I get your detail set up Shane.”
He rolled his eyes but nodded, before throwing a grin at Hayden.
“You don’t think Hayd is enough to protect me?”
Hayden looked at him, wounded.
“Whatever. I would take anyone down before they could get you. I’m a decent shot.”
Shane just nodded,
“Better than me that’s for sure.”
Scott looked him over,
“Speaking of which, I know you don’t carry usually, but maybe you should start. Neither of you were armed this morning I assume.
Hayden piped up,
“We were fucking running Scott, where we going to keep a gun?”
“Fair enough. You going to keep running? I’ll have to tell the guys following.”
Shane nodded,
“I’m not going to get pushed off my routine because one scumbag has a hard on for me. Literally apparently. Tomorrow’s Friday though, we don’t go on the weekend, they’ll have an easy weekend. I’ll probably just be at home, or maybe Ilya’s all weekend.”
Scott laughed and covered his ears,
“I didn’t hear that Shane. You’re dating movie star girl, remember.”
“My bad, right. She’ll be there too. We just all have a good time.”
Hayden’s eyes nearly popped out of his head.
“OH MY GOD Hayden, I was kidding. Fuck off.”
More seriously,
“How long for PD to run the traffic cams? Well, to do anything really?”
“Longer than we would if I had enough hands, but I don’t. At least a few days probably. Maybe beginning of next week if they’re good.”
Hopping off the table, he nodded,
“Hayden, let me know when you want to go check out the address.”
Just after lunch, they were headed to Brighton, Shane’s shiny new bodyguards following them at a distance. He glanced back once, trying to see them.
“This is so stupid Hayden.”
“Just sit there and accept it. Nobody wants to see you get hurt. It’s just for a little while. You won’t even know they’re there.”
“Whatever. Who’d the house come up under?”
“Corporation. Looks like a rental.”
Shane nodded and sighed,
“One day. Just one day. I would like something to be easy. What’s the plan here? Hi, did this man who is now dead live here? Did you kill our arms dealer?”
Hayden actually snorted,
“Shane, buddy. Where did all this dry sarcasm come from? Oh my god. Please tell me fucking Rozanov’s not rubbing off on you.”
A small smile,
“Of course not. Really though.”
“We’re just providing death notification. See what shakes out. Maybe nothing. Mostly just to see who lives here.”
They pulled up in front of a modest house in a well kept neighborhood. Shane looked it over,
“Looks normal.”
“Mobsters, even Russian ones live just like us apparently.”
“Fuck off. You know what I mean. Alright, let’s go see who’s home.”
Hayden knocked on the door, Shane slightly behind him, looking around. Just when he was about to knock again, the door opened and a man stood there staring at them. He was tall, with short lighter brown hair, hazel eyes and a very short beard and mustache.
“Yeah?”
Hayden flashed his ID at him,
“Hayden Pike, I’m with the FBI, we were wondering if we could talk to you?”
The man looked at the ID closer and then at both of them, his eyes lingering on Shane. His voice was heavily accented, but his English was decent.
“Can you tell me what this is about?”
“Of course, can we come inside? We’ve just got a few questions. What’s your name Sir?”
The man glanced behind him once and then stepped back, gesturing them in.
“Andrei. Andrei Grigorenko.”
They followed him in, not noticing the man who walked by on the sidewalk and kept walking as his eyes watched them go in. He walked to the end of the street, turning the corner and kept going as he pulled his phone out. He stared at the phone for a moment, thinking back to years ago. He would never admit it, but he’d been devastated when Ilya had left. It had been hard going from someone to talk to about real things to having no one you could trust again. He understood. He would have left if he could have, but he hadn’t ever been as strong as Ilya. He never would be. He’d practically idolized the man since they were 19. He had thought for sure he was fucked when Ilya was supposed to break his arm. It would’ve taken months to heal and he’d probably have gotten kicked out of the program. Anyone else wouldn’t have hesitated. But Ilya had refused. He’d never seen anyone refuse to do something the Colonel told them to. And then he had just stood there and told Dmitri to fucking do it. To put a cigarette out on him. He’d not once, ever brought it up either. Didn’t seem to blame him. Whether he knew it or not, that was the day Dmitri had gone from trying to best him, to trying to be like him. He had failed miserably. 
“Fuck”
He pushed the call button and waited,
“This is Ilya, I will never listen to your voicemail.”
He let out a chuckle and nodded. Typical. He left a message anyway.
“For keeping an eye on your man, you’re doing a shit job. He literally just walked into the house with Alexei. Daniil isn’t here. But I don’t know that Alexei is any better. He had a friend with him though, so it’s probably fine. This is the last time I give you anything.”
He hung up and walked to the cafe down the street and got lunch. No way he was going back while they were still there.
Shane looked around the house as they went in. Tidy, not spotless, but nothing really out of place. They sat on the couch the man waved at and Shane watched him sit in a chair. His eyes flicked to Shane once again before going back to Hayden. Shane couldn’t take his eyes away from him for some reason. Had they met before? He didn’t think so. He tried to pay attention to what Hayden was saying.
“Do you have ID Sir? Just for our records?”
“Of course, are you going to tell me what this is about?”
He dug in his pocket and pulled out a wallet, going through it until he finally pulled out an ID, handing it to Hayden, who looked at it before handing it back.
“Thank you.”
Not wasting any time, Hayden pulled up a photo on his phone. It was the dossier picture they had of Bolshov.
“Do you know this man?”
Andrei motioned at the phone,
“May I?”
Hayden nodded and the man took the phone, holding it closer and finally shaking his head as he gave it back.
“Sort of. But not really.”
“Can you explain what that means please?”
“I’ve seen him around. Most at the diner a few blocks down. Good food, you should try it if you’re hungry. Anyway, I’ve seen him there several times. I talked to him once or twice. I was trying to sell my old car and he was interested. But it never happened. I’m trying to remember his name. Mikhail maybe?”
He looked at Shane as he asked,
“Did he do something?”
Hayden looked at Shane and nodded so Shane told him,
“He was murdered, Mr. Grigorenko. This morning.”
For just a millisecond it was there. The surprise. But it was gone so quickly Shane might have imagined it, just wanting it to be there.
“Oh. Wow. That’s too bad. I’m sorry to hear that. While that is horrible news, can you tell me what that has to do with me?”
Hayden spoke again,
“He had a piece of paper with this address on it. We’ve been trying to find out where Mr. Bolshov was staying, but haven’t been able to.”
“Ahh, well I’m sorry to disappoint you. It was probably from when I gave him my address to come look at the car. We were at the diner, but he never came.”
Hayden shook his head,
“I see. Have you lived here long?”
Andrei shook his head,
“No, a few months. It’s a nice neighborhood though, I like it.”
He looked at Shane again,
“Agent Pike, and I didn’t get your name?”
“Hollander.”
“Of course. Agent Pike and Agent Hollander, I appreciate you coming by, but I didn’t know the man well and I have a meeting to get to soon, so unless there’s anything else?”
Shane looked at Hayden to lead and watched as he shook his head slowly and stood up, digging a card out of his pocket. He held it out to the man,
“No, I appreciate you taking the time to talk to us. If there’s anything else you remember about Mr. Bolshov, if you could give me a call.”
“I will do that.”
He held his hand out towards the door and Hayden nodded and turned that direction. Shane was still staring at the man. He almost had it. It was there. Something. Finally turning away, he walked out with Hayden and glanced back once as the door shut behind them. They walked towards the car and Hayden looked over at him.
“Shane? What’re you thinking?”
“Not sure. Something. He knew him though. There was just a second of surprise when you told him. It was there.”
They had walked a few feet away when his brain chose to talk to him. He looked back towards the house and Hayden stopped in surprise.
“Shane?”
Shane was looking up at the sun and then at the shadow on the porch.
“Wait. I need him to come out on the porch.”
“What? I can’t make him come outside.”
“I need to see him out here Hayden. Just for a second.”
He knew Hayden was about to tell him no,
“Please.”
He got a huff of a sigh and Hayden went back to knock on the door. Shane had not moved.
The man answered the door with a surprised look,
“Did you think of another question?”
Hayden looked at him helplessly for a moment before finally spinning and looking off the porch.
“I was hoping you could come out and show me which car it is you were trying to sell.”
He got an odd look, but the man stepped outside and walked down the steps. Shane was watching the entire time and just as he hit the top of the steps, the entire top of his face dipped into shadows. Shane just blinked at him and finally turned away.
“You know what Agent Pike, it’s ok. I think we’ve bothered him enough for one day.”
Hayden shrugged and apologized,
“Sorry about that Mr. Grigorenko.”
“Quite alright. Enjoy your day Agents.”
The door closed behind him and Hayden was staring at Shane incredulously.
“What the fuck was that Shane?”
“Let’s go.”
They were in the car again before Shane spoke.
“It’s him Hayden. The guy from the airport. That picked the three of them up.”
“What? How could you possibly know that?”
“His beard is a little longer. But I’m sure it’s him. When he came onto the porch, it put his face in the shadow, so I was just focusing on the bottom half. It’s the same jaw, the same shape.”
“Shane. I know your memory is something. But that’s a really big stretch. A lot of guys have short beards the same color.”
“A lot of guys who are Russian? A lot of guys who we came to ask about one of the men from the airport? It’s him Hayden.”
“Ok, I believe you then. If you’re sure. We’ll talk to Scott. I don’t think we can bring him in based on, ‘I saw his face in the shadow’. We’re going to need to find something. But now we have a name. Maybe. Bolshov had two ID’s, I wouldn’t put it past this guy also.”
Shane just nodded and chewed at the side of his thumb before yanking it down.
“It’s him.”
Hayden nodded and started the car.
“Should we check out the diner he’s talking about?”
“May as well. We’re this close.”
They had even less luck at the diner, nobody seemed to know the man at all. They were clearly lying, but none of them budged. They left and headed back to the office.
Shane was quiet and Hayden was worried it was something he said,
“Shane, you know I believe you right?”
“Hmm? Oh. Yeah. It’s not that. Really. It’s him. I know it is. But I also know you’re right, we can't just pull him in on my hunch. But we’ll find something now that we know where he is. I bet the other guy is around here somewhere also.”
“Probably. But he’s done nothing, so even if we see him, can’t pick him up.”
Shane’s phone rang and he pulled it out of his pocket and glanced at it before looking at Hayden, who looked over at him and rolled his eyes,
“Just fucking take it.”
Shane smiled and answered,
“Hey,”
“What? No, I’m just out with Hayden. Fuck off. Fine,”
He looked over at Hayden sheepishly,
“Ilya says hello.”
“That is what you said to tell him. I just edited it how you meant it.”
Hayden actually laughed and shook his head.
“We were just out checking out some leads on a case. New case. Guy was murdered kinda close to where we run. Ok, like right where we run. We barely missed it. Anyway, we’re done now, heading back to the office.”
He glanced at Hayden again before looking out the window, trying not to blush,
“Yes. Please. I should be home by 4. Going to work out maybe. Oh, is Cliff there? Do you want to tell him? I’m so sorry about this morning. I can take a car home though. Never mind, Hayden is saying he can take me. Hayden is a fine driver. Oh my god, stop. I’ll be home by 4, but maybe a little later so I can finish working out? Ok. Bye.”
“He insulted my driving? I swear to god Shane, I’m going to shoot him some day.”
“He didn’t. Ok, he did. But he didn’t mean it.”
They both laughed at the same time, knowing he probably did.
Back at the office, nothing much had happened since they were waiting on the PD. Scott did tell them they found his car and there was no phone anywhere inside, and they hadn’t found one at the scene anywhere either.
Shane had him pull up the airport picture again and he had Hayden stared at it. Shane waited for Hayden to say something, anything, first.
“I think you could be right Shane. I mean. It’s still just part of a face, but I can see it.”
Scott looked between the two of them,
“Want to fill me in?”
Hayden nodded,
“The address in Brighton. Little house. Man by the name of Andrei Grigorenko lives there. Just renting. Said he had seen our victim around in the neighborhood, mostly at a diner. That he probably had the address listed because he was supposed to come look at a car the guy had for sale, but he never showed.”
He glanced at Shane to see if he wanted to tell him, but got a shake of the head instead.
“So when we were leaving, he came out onto the porch and his face hit the shadow and Shane swears it’s this guy. Beard guy.”
Scott looked at Shane and waited.
“It was him Scott. I’d been staring at him the whole time we were there. There was just something about him that seemed a little familiar. It was this. It’s him. I know we can’t pull him in over my hunch, but we need to start looking at him, because this is the guy. And if it’s the guy, then I think it’s the guy at Coste’s hotel. And while he said he didn’t know Bolshov, he did. When we said he was dead, it flashed, just for a second, but it was there.”
Scott nodded and didn’t hesitate, which Shane was grateful for.
“Alright. Get it out there Hayden, start a file, run his name through everything we have. Find him, who he is and all about him.”
“Going to take Shane home and then I’ll get on it.”
“Hayden, I’ll call a car, it’s ok.”
“Nope, you already told Rozanov that my shitty driving was taking you, so that’s what I’m doing.”
Scott shook his head,
“I don’t even want to know. Did you notice your detail?”
“No. I tried to spot them on the way there, but then I forgot to look for them again.”
“Good. So maybe they’ll stay inconspicuous. We can hope. Maybe there’ll be updates tomorrow.”
Hayden dropped Shane at the door and he looked around for his bodyguards. It took awhile, but he finally decided he knew which car it was. He thought about waving, but decided not to. He wasn’t sure if they would stay until evening or just leave since he’d said he wasn’t going out anywhere.
He went upstairs and flopped onto the couch, lasting all of 3 minutes. He needed to work out, and if he stayed there, he’d probably still be there when Ilya got there. He checked his email and groaned out loud when he saw there was still nothing. What the hell were they doing? It was one guy.
He changed clothes and touched his picture on the mirror on the way by and frowned as it tilted a little. He’d have to get a new piece of tape. He was used to it there at this point, almost like a good luck charm. It was rare he didn’t touch it as he walked by. He was so weird, he knew. He didn’t do it when Ilya was here though, no way was he giving him that kind of ammo. It was bad enough he’d seen it there and just smirked at Shane. Whatever, he liked it.
He grabbed a bottle of water and a towel and went downstairs to the gym. He loved going before the rest of the work crowd came down in the evening. It was almost always empty from 4-5pm. He was pleased to see it was again, as he tossed his towel down and got to work.
 

 
Ilya woke after a short nap, feeling more like himself. He used to do this. Sergeev talked about him getting a high of what he did, and Ilya did use to go party after, but then he always had a crash, sometimes longer, sometimes shorter. But he always woke up like this. Refreshed and any reserves of guilt gone. He wasn’t sorry. He was a little concerned about his recklessness, but he thought he would probably do it again.
He walked out to see Cliff watching TV. His gun and knife were on the table clean.
“You didn’t have to do that Marleau. I’d have done it when I got up. But thank you.”
“It’s ok. I had the time. Feeling better?”
Ilya nodded and realized he hadn’t taken any pills today. He went to get one and decided to take two since he missed the mornings. They were nearly gone and he couldn’t be happier to get them out of his apartment.
“Yes, sorry. Something I used to do, but haven’t in a long time. Pyotr didn’t call I take it?”
“No, but you had an unknown a while ago, I didn’t pick it up.”
Ilya grabbed his phone from the table and sank into the chair, glancing at what Cliff was watching. Some spy thriller.
“Marleau. You know this shit is not realistic?”
“Yes, but they’re fun, Ilya. Unlike picking your boss up from the side of the road while he’s wearing nothing but blood all over his chest.”
Ilya just glared at him. He saw the voicemail and sighed. He’d never listened to so many voicemails. Maybe he should go back to just deleting them. He was going to have to change this number. Too many people had it. He hit the button and put it on speaker. He didn’t care if Cliff heard, it wasn’t Shane, so wasn’t going to be anything crazy and Cliff knew most of his business anyway.
“For keeping an eye on your man, you’re doing a shit job. He literally just walked into the house with Alexei. Daniil isn’t here. But I don’t know that Alexei is any better. He had a friend with him though, so it’s probably fine. This is the last time I give you anything.”
Ilya’s mouth was open as he stared at the phone like it had personally offended him. Cliff hit pause on the tv,
“Ilya? Who was that? Dmitri?”
Ilya nodded slowly and hit play again to be sure he wasn’t still asleep and having a nightmare.
“FUCK. What the actual fuck.”
“Why would he be there Ilya?”
“I don’t fucking know, but it’s not good.”
He hit Shane’s contact and waited, breathing a sigh of relief when he got a soft,
“Hey,”
“Shane, moya lyubov, are you at home?”
“Out with Hayden, what a boring time you must be having. Tell the worst FBI man ever that I said hello. Why not, I’m being nice, tell him.”
“That’s not what I said to tell him, Shane.”
“What are you out doing this afternoon with Hayden?”
“Oh, a murder. That sounds exciting. I can come over and make you forget all about it when you are home?”
“Yes, Cliff is here, you need a ride? No, what? Hayden is probably a horrible driver, I can come get you, or Cliff if you don’t want me to be seen there.”
“Fine, so 4 o’clock then? Later. Yes, can’t wait.”
He hung up and bit his lip as he thought. Cliff finally spoke,
“So he’s ok then?”
“It would appear so. But I cannot even think what he was doing there. Alexei must have been having a wonderful time. I’ll probably get a fucking picture later saying… look Ilya, your boyfriend came to see me, maybe he’s tired of you.”
“It had to be something to do with Misha then. He said there was a murder and then he’s there?”
Ilya nodded as he set the phone down.
“He must have had the address on him. He was never the brightest. He or Daniil. Fuck, I don’t like it at all.”
“He hasn’t ever seen a picture of your brother I hope.”
“No. At least not from me. There’s not many pictures of us together, other than when we were little. I’m sure Alexei gave him fake ID. If he’d used real one, I’d already be getting questions I’m sure. I will wait it out. I’m not going to run to Alexei and let him know that I know. He would want to know how and why.
“Why is Dmitri helping you? That’s twice. He said last time it was because you were friends once. Why this time. What’s the story there?”
Ilya stared at him and finally shook his head.
“I don’t know why. You remember the story I told you about the cigarette? When we were outside the bar?”
“Yeah, what’s that got to do with him?”
“It was him. The other boy I got in a fight with.”
“Wait what? The one who burned you? And you ended up friends?”
“Yes. For a while at least.”
“How?”
Ilya shrugged,
“It wasn’t his fault. I didn’t do what I was told, wasn’t going to break his fucking arm. But if he hadn’t done it, then it would have been worse probably for both of us. He didn’t draw it out, he just did it and it was over. I told him to. We didn’t talk about it again. But it was different after that. We started eating together, working out together. Talking about what we would do if we weren’t there. It was…”
He trailed off and bit his lip as he thought about it.
“It was nice. To have someone that I didn’t hate.”
He fidgeted with his phone, spinning it in his hand like he did his knife.
“So yes, we were friends, not just friendly. Friends. He was almost like family, better than family. For several years. He was the only person I trusted for a while, until I wanted to leave. He was not as bold or stupid as I was and wouldn’t take that risk. I think he wanted to go, but was scared. So he stayed and ended up in my brother’s unit. Where he stays today I guess. I do not know why he is taking risk to tell me things. But I will take it.”
“Ilya.”
“Hmmm?”
He got up and went to get a Coke.
“What if it was him this morning? Instead of Misha.”
“It wasn’t.”
“Ilya.”
“What Marleau? Are you asking if I can kill Dmitri if I have to?”
“Yeah, I guess I am.”
He put the Coke back and glanced at Cliff as he grabbed his keys.
“I’m going to Shane’s, I will probably stay the night. He has FBI guards during day now so I do not have to follow him during run. I can take him and drop him at work if he needs to go. I will need you tomorrow night though for a little while. Go have some time off.”
“Ilya. I’m sorry. Nevermind. I know you would do whatever you need.”
Stopping at the door and looking back at Cliff, he shrugged,
“The answer is I don’t know. I hope that I do not have to find out. If it’s him or Shane, I will choose Shane. But it would be very hard. Misha was easy, he would not be. We helped each other through some bad things. He took care of me when… well. When I refused the first time and got the scar on my back. So I will hope, that he is smart and does not make that choice happen.”
He shook his head and smiled a little brighter,
“It’s fine Cliff, he clearly wants to help me. So it will be fine. I will talk with him again, maybe I can get him to go back to Russia. To get away from Alexei. Really. Go relax, or stay here. Whatever you want. I’m not taking weapons, so no more ‘accidental’ killing someone today, I should not need a rescue.” 
Cliff just nodded at him as he left. He stood in the hall for a long moment until he shook it off and headed to Shane’s. He glanced at his watch and smiled.
He walked into the lobby at 4:30pm. He didn’t go to the elevator, he followed the hall around and prayed that he was alone. He took the keycard out of his pocket and crossed his fingers that it still worked as well. Holding it to the lock, he was thrilled to see it buzz green. He opened the door and stepped inside, letting it close softly behind him as he looked around. He saw Shane right away, but he did look around the rest of the room to see if anyone else was there. He appeared to be alone. He stood watching quietly for a few minutes. Shane was lying on one of the benches with weights in his hands as he curled them upwards slowly. Ilya’s eyes ran over him and he was glad he was leaning against the door. He had light colored shorts on that were a little loose around his thighs, and a white, snug tank top on. Ilya never seen anything more delicious in his life. He waited, he didn’t want to startle him and have him drop one of the weights and hurt himself somehow. Ilya looked down at the door and a slow smile crossed his face as he saw it had a manual lock. He wondered who had the key and how long it would take them to get it if someone tried to come in with their card and couldn’t. He turned it gently until it clicked.
Shane eventually sat up, his back to Ilya and sat the weights next to his feet. He leaned over to grab a bottle to take a drink. If he turned just a little, he’d probably see Ilya in the mirror that covered one wall. Not waiting for that, Ilya stripped his shirt off and dropped it to the floor. He walked towards Shane, his eyes not leaving his target, nearly like a big cat on the prowl. He got fairly close before he spoke,
“I see that you have saved all your sweat for me this time moya lyubov.”
Shane jumped, but managed to not make a noise as he turned towards the voice and saw Ilya, shirtless, stalking towards him. Ilya was instantly hard as he watched Shane’s pupils grow larger and his tongue come out to the corner of his mouth. His voice was already trembling when he managed to ask,
“Ilya, how did you get in here?”
Ilya took the card out of his pocket and waved it.
“I have a key. Borrowed it.”
“You can’t. We..”
“I can. You look delicious, I might add. Very very pretty. Not boring at all.”
Shane blushed and sat his water bottle down and stood up.
“We can go upstairs.”
“No. I like it here.”
Shane’s head shook and he started to speak, but Ilya was there immediately, his mouth covering the lips that were suddenly parted for him. He pulled Shane tight to him, the slickness of his skin that touched Ilya making him growl into Shane’s mouth as he took his tongue into his mouth and played with it. One hand was in Shane’s hair, the other went to ass and pulled him tighter so that he could feel Ilya’s hardness pressed against him. The most beautiful noise exploded into his mouth and he drank it up as Shane gave him what he wanted. 
He finally pulled back and slowly peeled Shane’s tank top off of him.
“Ilya, we can’t.”
“Shhhh, be quiet for me.”
He leaned down and licked Shane’s neck from collarbone up to just below his ear. He groaned at the salty taste.
“You taste so fucking good Shane. Come here.”
He walked around the bench and sat on it facing the mirror, one leg on either side.. Shane walked around and he pulled him down in front of him, his back to Ilya’s chest. Shane saw them in the mirror and blushed more before letting his gaze drop. Ilya’s hand came up to his circle his throat from behind as he growled into his ear.
“Look Shane. Look how fucking pretty you are for me. I want you to see us.”
His head tried to shake no, and Ilya took the opportunity to bite down onto the spot where his shoulder met his neck, Shane’s head immediately tilting to give him better access as he moaned.
“Fuuck yes, Ilya, please.”
The hand took his chin and turned his face to the mirror before his mouth came off of Shane.
“Look. Watch how beautiful you are for me.”
He watched as Shane’s blown eyes looked at them in the mirror and he bit down again, watching them as those dark eyes looked back at his reflection. They were blinking slowly and small sounds were starting to escape constantly. When Ilya’s mouth came off, he licked the spot and Shane’s eyes didn’t leave him through the mirror. Oh, he liked this. They may have to come here more often.
His tongue started licking stripes along Shane’s shoulder as his hand slowly slid from his throat down his chest, to circle a nipple, pinching it hard enough to make Shane’s back arch and a soft cry escape those lips. He didn’t stop watching though, it was almost as if he were entranced now. He followed the hand down until it dipped into his shorts and under the damp fabric of the briefs he was wearing. Ilya’s hand slowly wrapped around him and stroked him gently, his mouth still licking every spot of skin he could reach. Shane wriggled against him, pushing against his fingers. Ilya glanced back at the door and heard nothing, so he stood up, pulling Shane up with him, his hand still down the front of his shorts. Bringing it out though, he slowly pushed Shane’s shorts down until they pooled around his feet. 
It showed him exactly how far gone Shane was because he didn’t protest at all. He just stood there, his eyes on both of them in the mirror. Ilya was beside himself with delight, looking at Shane from over his shoulder. His body was beautiful, muscles everywhere, a slender waist, and those dark eyes just staring at him. His cheeks were pink and his mouth was just slightly open. His cock was hard and begging for Ilya's attention. He swung his leg over and came around to the front of Shane and gently pushed him down to sit again. He went to his knees, and picked up one of Shane’s legs, pulling the shorts over his foot and to the side. Shane’s chest was heaving and his hands were already tangled in Ilya’s hair. He looked up and was pleased to see Shane still watching, blinking slowly once in a while. 
Ilya pushed one of his legs farther apart, and then he leaned to the side, taking Shane’s leaking cock in his hand and stroking it slowly, watching it in the mirror. Shane was pushing into his hand again, his own hand tightening against Ilya’s head.
“Look at you kotik. Look how much your cock leaks for me. Look at your pretty lips, they beg for me to take them. You’re so fucking pretty for me. So good for me. Tell me.”
There was no hesitation, his voice was trembling, but he spoke immediately,
“So good. I want to be good for you Ilya. Only you. I want you. Please. I want your mouth on me, I want to come for you. Ohh fuucck, yes, pleasee, oh god. So good for you.”
Ilya’s mouth had replaced his hand and he pulled off just long enough to tell him,
“You are so good. Only mine, no one else gets to have you like this. I want you to watch. I’m going to make you come for me and I want you to see how you look.”
He took Shane back in his mouth, one hand going up to squeeze his chest tightly as he hummed around him. He stopped for half a second, realizing that someone was at the door and he kept his tongue moving on Shane as he realized the lock was working and they couldn't get in. For now. He’d have liked to fuck Shane here, but that would be pushing it he realized. He tilted his head back and let Shane push him farther onto his cock. Shane was speaking low to him in Russian and Ilya thought he might actually pass out, he was so turned on. He suckled the tip of Shane’s cock and then pulled him all in again, working him in and out, over and over. He was trying to listen for the door also, but Shane’s noises were all he could hear so he gave up and just focused on the warm salty drops that he drank down. Shane was slightly hunched over him at this point, one hand still in his hair, the other running up and down his back, his nails digging in as he bucked into Ilya’s mouth. He was still speaking in Russian and Ilya wondered if he even realized.
“Please please, Ilya, I’m going to come, please.”
Ilya had been planning on pulling off and making him watch his come spill out onto Ilya, but he didn’t think they had enough time to clean up if he did that. He pulled off just enough to tell him.
“Watch. Watch your face while you come, moya lyubov. Come, now, whenever you are ready. I want to swallow you.”
His mouth went back and Shane pushed his head on, using him, making Ilya fuck him with his mouth. Ilya’s eyes nearly rolled in his head as happy as he was when Shane finally cursed and his back arched, pushing himself all the way to the back of Ilya’s throat as he exploded. Ilya’s eyes drifted up and was glad to see that Shane was watching himself, although just barely, as half closed as his eyes were. He swallowed all of him, every hot drop, until eventually Shane stopped moving, his eyes dropping shut as he tried to control his breathing. Ilya pulled off, and leaned up to kiss him, letting himself taste his own sweat and come and he greedily took it all. 
Hearing the door again, Ilya laughed and pulled back.
“Up. Shane stand up, we’re about to have company.”
When he stood, Ilya lifted his foot and helped him get his shorts back up. Shane was on the verge of looking horrified as he realized that someone was coming in. Whispering against his ear, still in Russian,
“You’re fine, kotik. No one will know. Just trust me. We are fine. You were so fucking good for me.”
Shane nodded and calmed at his words. He looked around for his shirt. Ilya grabbed it for him and he took it, not attempting to put it on. Ilya stood and picked up his water bottle for him. Holding him by the hand, he gave him another lingering kiss before the door opened and he heard a voice,
“What the fuck. Why was this door locked?”
Pulling Shane by the hand, they walked past the man who was looking at them accusingly. Ilya shrugged as he leaned over to pick up his shirt from the floor near the door.
“Sorry, don’t know how that happened.”
“Do you even live here? What were you doing?”
Ilya shook his head seriously, wiping his lip with his thumb.
“Nope, sorry, wrong building I guess.”
Shane actually laughed as they walked out to the elevator, the man watching them go and shaking his head.
They got in the elevator and Shane collapsed against him, laughing.
“Oh my god Ilya, you can’t do that. That was ridiculous.”
“Ridiculously hot. Tell me you didn’t like watching me suck your beautiful cock for you.”
Shane blushed again but finally admitted, his face buried in Ilya’s neck,
“It was so hot, to watch your mouth on me.”
Ilya put his hand in Shane’s hair and pulled his mouth to his, not letting go until they reached Shane’s floor. Shane fumbled in his pocket for the key and managed to get the door open as Ilya’s mouth found his again.
Ilya kicked the door closed, dropped their shirts on the floor and pulled Shane down the hall. They somehow made it down the hallway to the bedroom without their mouths coming apart. Finally Ilya pulled back and pushed Shane’s shorts down again, kissing his neck as he stepped out of them. His hand palmed Shane and felt him responding as he bit his neck gently, nibbling on it. Shane was tugging on Ilya’s pants, and finally he pulled back enough to kick his shoes off, somewhere in the back of his mind thinking Shane would yell later about having them on this far. That thought flew out of his head though as Shane sank down in front of him and rubbed his face over Ilya’s hardness through his pants. He yanked on Ilya’s pants and immediately was on him, his mouth teasing and sucking and nibbling as Ilya muttered nonsensical things to him. 
“Fuuuck Shane, oh my god, so good. Just like that, don’t fucking stop.”
He held still and let Shane have his way, his hand resting on his head but not moving him. Shane’s hands played with his balls, wrapped around the base of him squeezing, they were constantly moving. Ilya wasn’t sure he’d seen Shane in this state, ok, he may have to get a mirror for his bedroom if this is what he got. When that mouth starting humming and vibrating, Ilya let out a loud exclamation and pulled Shane off.
“Up, up, need to fuck you. On the bed, hands and knees..”
Shane was there immediately, his head going down and his back arching as he looked back at Ilya grabbing the lube and dripping some on his fingers. One finger was in him immediately and he let out a soft noise and pushed back against Ilya’s hand.
“Shane, condom or no.”
“No, fuck no, want to feel it all. Want to feel you come in me, fill me up.”
Ilya groaned and kissed his back as he slowly pushed another finger in, moving them apart, and hitting that spot that made Shane start mewling his name.
“Fuuck Ilya, please, oh god, yes, please, Ilya, now, need you. Want to feel you.”
Ilya added a third finger and Shane slammed back against his hand so fast, that it made him smile.
“NOW Ilya, want you in me.”
“Shane you’re not..”
“Fucking do it. I want you to, don’t care, do it, please, want to feel you stretch me.”
Ilya groaned as he pulled his fingers out, getting more lube than normal and slicking himself up. He pressed against Shane and whispered to him,
“I fucking love you so much. You’re perfect for me, kotik.”
Shane pushed back against him and Ilya slowly pushed into him, his eyes going shut at the delicious noises coming out of Shane’s mouth. Half pain, quickly turning into pleasure, and all for him. He looked down and watched that hole stretch around him as he disappeared into it until he was full seated. His fingers were gripping Shane’s hips tightly trying to keep him from moving, but it did no good as the man he was in fucked himself on Ilya’s cock, only slowing when Ilya begged him, 
“Shane wait, I don’t want to hurt you…”
“MOVE, want it, feels so good, so full, fucking do it.”
He was so tight around Ilya that he was nearly afraid to move in case he came right away, but he didn’t have much choice as Shane started his own movements again, and Ilya finally gave in, thrusting into him so hard they were both grunting each time Ilya slapped against him. He pulled Shane’s hips to him each time, and knew he wasn’t going to last, those walls tight against him, the friction incredible as he moved. He let go of one hip and reached around to stroke Shane as he kept moving. Shane let out a soft yelp as his hand closed around him, stroking him gently compared to the heavy thrusting he was doing to that tight hole.
“Fuuck Ilya, going to come, please, oh god, yes, please, can I.”
“Do it, oh fuck yes, Shane, do it, come for me.”
He didn’t have long to wait before he felt it. His cock felt it around him pulling him tighter and then suddenly his hand was covered in warmth as Shane yelled his name again. He kept his fingers wrapped around Shane as he thrust into him a few more times, no rhythm anymore just instinct taking over, until he felt himself tense and his eyes went blurry as he filled Shane’s ass with himself. Shane had finally stopped moving, loud breathing coming from him, sweat lining his back as Ilya slowly, so slowly pulled back, watching Shane’s hole let him out, come starting to leak out.
Shane immediately collapsed onto the bed, still whimpering slightly as Ilya fell next to him, one leg over him, his mouth finding Shane’s. They lay there side to side, kissing gently, Ilya whispering into Shane’s mouth, eventually pulling back and just petting each other, hands gently stroking sweat slicked skin. Ilya thought he might have closed his eyes and dozed a little because the next time he blinked them open, Shane was beginning to stir. They were covered in come and sweat, the bed was a mess. He was shocked it had taken this long for Shane to get restless. Whispering to him, he kissed his shoulder,
“Let me start the shower for us.”
They showered lazily and took time washing each other's hair, Shane playing with Ilya’s more than washing it. When they were out, Ilya stripped the bed while Shane got them clothes. Remaking the bed, he took the dirty things to the laundry area and came back to find Shane laying on the bed, his eyes closed. Crawling up next to him, he felt the man’s arms wrap around him tightly.
“Do you want dinner?”
Shane just shook his head and curled into Ilya more, his breathing nearly even already. Ilya smiled at him and watched him sleep for a while, his heart nearly bursting with what he was feeling. Which actually scared him. Terrified him. Eventually he let himself drift off to sleep, Shane still wrapped around him. The next time he woke, it was fully dark and they had a blanket on top of them, but Shane was half on top of him, so he stayed put, letting himself drift back off. He woke again later with an almost scream. He’d been dreaming about Misha, but when his knife plunged into Misha’s stomach, he had looked up and it was Shane. His heart was pounding and he looked down to see Shane was fine. He was there. In Ilya’s arms. A hand came up to his hair and rubbed through it, mumbling to him,
“Go to sleep baby, you’re ok.”
Ilya relaxed into him and did what he was told. 






      

  












      Chapter 45: Playing make believe lies
  


    Chapter Summary

    Ilya talks to Alexei some and tries to help Shane at work.



    Chapter Notes

      Look, NO POLAROID TALK. None. For now.

Chapter title is from Used To Like by Neon Trees







  Ilya slowly stretched awake, rolling over to reach for Shane, his arms hitting an empty bed. He sat up suddenly panicked, remembering his dream, but fell back against the pillow when he realized it was Friday. Fucking Hayden. Stupid running. He lay there snuggling into the blankets until he finally forced himself to move. He found the note on the bathroom mirror about going running and smiled to himself.
‘Running with Hayd. Back soon. You’ll probably be in bed still. Apparently that’s the only way you’ll stay is if I kidnap you and don’t let you go.   - Love you, don’t leave before I get back!’
There was also a smiley face drawn underneath the words. A fucking smiley face. Ilya’s fingers ran over it and he knew he had a ridiculous grin on his face over a note. He wasn’t sure the last time someone had drawn him a smiley face on a note before. If ever. Forcing the smile off his face, he muttered to himself,
“Fucking relax, it’s a note.” 
His words to himself didn’t stop him from folding the note and putting it in his wallet however. He cleaned up and was laying on the couch in only a pair of black boxer briefs a few minutes later. He thought maybe he could convince Shane to stay home today if he were laying there nearly naked. Worth a try at least. He was flipping through TV channels when he saw a news story about Misha’s murder. They were talking about the man found and that he had died violently, but not mentioning how. He stopped on it and was listening when the door opened. He didn’t even look over, just held his hand out as he spoke, his eyes still on the TV.
“Moya lyubov, come here, I want to taste you again.”
“Oh my god, I’m fucking blind and I wish I was deaf.”
He jerked upright realizing that was not Shane’s voice. It was one thing to jump scare Marleau, but he had not intended to traumatize anyone else. Shane’s laughter floated over to him as he realized it was Hayden, standing there actually covering his eyes. Ilya rolled his and flopped back down, grumbling,
“Why are you covering your eyes, bad FBI man, you’ve never seen a real body before?”
“Can you put some fucking clothes on please?”
“No.”
Shane was still just laughing as he closed the door behind him and threw his keys on the counter. Hayden apparently decided to choose violence with his next comment however. His hands dropped from his eyes and he scowled at Ilya.
“Besides, I’ve seen real bodies. Better than yours. Have you seen Shane?”
Ilya’s eyes flicked away from the TV to go to Shane and then to Hayden, a dangerous glint in them now. Shane recognized and tried to intervene,
“He didn’t mean..”
“I have seen Shane’s. Many many many times. Naked and begging for mine. Why are you looking at his body? You are married to Lady Pike who is much too good for you. Especially if you are spending your time looking at Shane.”
He stood suddenly, knowing what he looked like with not much on, also knowing he was taller than Hayden by a good margin. He grinned as Hayden took a step back involuntarily. Ilya just walked past him and leaned over to give Shane a kiss. Grabbing a water from the fridge, he went back to the couch and sat down. Looking at Shane he told him,
“Had I known you were bringing company, I might have put more clothes on. Maybe.”
Shane shook his head, knowing better.
“No, you wouldn’t have. Hayden, let me grab your bag from the other room.”
Taking a drink of water, Ilya stared at Hayden, who was trying to look anywhere but at him.
“Oh relax Pike, it’s like a swimsuit. You don’t change at the gym? Never seen another man with underwear on?”
“Of course I have. Just not one that’s done things to my best friend.”
That got a laugh out of Ilya.
“I’m sorry to have traumatized you. Next time I will try to have more clothes on. Why is your bag here anyway?”
Hayden seemed to relax a little and moved to lean against the kitchen island.
“Yesterday, the man that was killed near here, we were running late because of it. I came up here to shower and change so we could go straight to the office. I left my bag here without thinking about it.”
Shane was walking into the room and Ilya decided to needle him a little, just because.
“Oh, when you showered here. Yesterday. With Shane.”
“OH MY GOD Ilya stop. We do not shower together.”
Hayden was just looking at both of them like they were insane and Ilya laughed as he turned back to the TV.
Shane gave the bag to Hayden and they talked for a few minutes about the kids. Ilya threw out without looking up,
“Tell mini-Pikes that Uncle Ilya will come teach them to say more things in Russian soon.”
“Nope, not happening.”
Ilya just smiled without moving. He knew Hayden had left when the door closed and a moment later, with no warning, Shane was straddling him on the couch, holding his arms down and leaning over to kiss him, a long, teasing kiss. Ilya tried to put his arms around him to bring him closer, but Shane wouldn’t let them move. Ilya pouted at him and Shane just laughed and let him go, not moving from on top of him though. Shane’s ass was sitting right on top of his cock which was starting to make its presence felt.
“That wasn’t nice Ilya.”
“What!? I was just laying here watching TV, I did not know you were bringing him in. You are lucky that I wasn’t actually lying here naked.”
“Stop terrorizing my friend.”
“No.”
Shane wiggled his ass, just a little, on top of him.
“Please.”
Ilya’s lip twitched but he shook his head.
“No, I need more than that.”
Shane smiled as he kissed his way down Ilya’s chest and then gave him more, Ilya’s hips jerking up off the couch into Shane’s mouth when he eventually came, yelling about how good Shane was.
Laying on the couch, his breathing uneven, Ilya watched as Shane got up and looked over at the clock.
“Please tell me you are not going to work, moya lyubov. You are going to spend the day with me here.”
Shane smiled at him but shook his head.
“I can’t. Have to run some things down for this case from yesterday.”
Ilya groaned,
“It can wait until Monday. Please, I will worship your body over and over and over if you stay.”
Shane stuck his tongue out at him as he danced far enough away for Ilya to not be able to grab him.
“You’ll do that anyway. Tonight. When you stay here again. Even if I have to lay on top of you all night like last night to make you stay. Or your place, and you’ll be stuck with me all weekend.”
“Mmmm, such a horrible punishment, to be stuck with you.”
Ilya got up and followed up to the bathroom.
“No yoga today?”
“No, somehow that time was taken up by something else today.”
He smiled as Ilya reached over and ran his fingers lightly over Shane’s chest.
“Mmmm, well my body that is not as good as yours thanks you. I can return the favor…”
“Later. The sooner I go in, the sooner I can be done.”
“Fine. I think Barnett is coming today anyway. Most pills were taken and maybe can get rid of bandage.”
“Most? Ilya.”
“What. I took them. Almost all. Sometimes I might have missed one. Or two. Like last night, I was here, and did not take one.”
Shane sighed but didn’t say anything else about it, just reaching in to turn the shower on.
“You have a client thing tonight, is that right?”
Ilya nodded slowly,
“Yes. It shouldn’t take too long. Just drinks.”
Shane had undressed, deftly avoiding Ilya’s wandering hands and stepped in the shower as Ilya watched him, his tongue out at the corner of his mouth.
“Do you want to come over after?”
“I can. You are still waiting for work thing to show up?”
“Yes, I don’t understand what’s taking so long. I didn’t realize it was that big of an ask when I made the request.”
He looked thoughtful though as he washed his hair, finally wiping his face,
“You know what. No. They’ve had a week. It can wait until next week at this point. I can come to yours if you’d rather?”
“Shane, I do not care who’s place we are at, as long as we are both there. If you want to be here, then I will come here.”
“Yes, but you didn’t want to stay here all week. You left every night until last night when I didn’t really give you a choice.”
Ilya’s mouth opened, he hadn’t realized it had bothered the other man that much.
“I’m sorry. It’s not that. I was just worried about interrupting your routine. I promise. I will stop it, and stay when you want me to. I also don’t want to… mmmm, I don’t know word for sure. Stay too much? If you need your own space.”
Shane turned the water off and stepped out, taking the towel that Ilya had grabbed and handed to him.
“I will tell you if I need space. I expect you to do the same, please.”
Ilya grabbed him and pulled him tight, kissing the tip of his nose while he stared at all his freckles.
“I don’t need any space from you Shane Hollander.”
Shane was laughing as he pulled back,
“You sure about that? Because now you’re all wet.”
“I love it when you’re all wet for me.”
Watching Shane’s cheeks darken, he ran his thumb over each one as he finally pulled back. 
“So which is it? Here or mine.” 
“How about you come here after your drinks are finished?. Since I don’t know what time that will be. Then we’ll see about the rest of the weekend.”
“Good. I will text you when I’m done. I hope it does not take long. I will try to make it not take long.”
Shane got dressed and after managing to continue avoiding Ilya’s hands constantly wandering, they finally made it to Ilya’s car.
“Thank you for driving me. I hope Cliff knows how sorry I am about yesterday.”
“He knows. He does not care. He likes you.”
“I like him too. Did he really work for the mafia?”
Ilya looked over to him and stared for a second while he waited at a stoplight.
“Who told you that?”
“Scott. He said he didn’t know if he worked for them. Just that he was with one of their guys constantly. Maybe just friends. I thought you said you hired him away from another company.”
Ilya was going to actually kill Scott. Strangle him with bare hands.
“Oh. Well yes. He worked for a man named Samuel. For his company. It was a legit company though, but Samuel was involved in some other family business I believe. Cliff had nothing to do with that though. I think they were just friends and Cliff tried to overlook the unsavory aspects of Samuel, they’d known each other since they were young.”
“Well I’m glad he didn’t end up involved in any of that mess.”
Nodding slowly, Ilya agreed,
“Me too.”
Trying to change the subject,
“So what happened yesterday? You said it was on your running route? Is that the murder that was on the TV when you came in?”
“Oh, I didn’t notice what you were watching, just that you were terrorizing Hayden. Man on a bench was stabbed. More than stabbed. Gutted nearly.”
“And the FBI cares about a random man on the street?”
Shane thought carefully before answering,
“No. But the man turned out to be on a watch list they had. So they are a little interested.”
“I see. So that’s what you are working on now? To help Hayden?”
He looked over at Shane and saw him thinking too hard.
“Nevermind. I forget sometimes. No questions.”
He got a grateful smile at that.
“Sorry.”
“No, no, it’s ok. I understand. Secret government job to catch guys with your brain. My boyfriend is so smart.”
They had reached the Plaza and Ilya smiled and reached over and rubbed his thigh,
“I would kiss you, but I know there are cameras here everywhere. I will let you know about tonight. Please text Cliff when you need a ride home.”
Shane leaned over and gave him the fastest kiss ever on the cheek.
“No one saw, I swear.”
Ilya smiled as he got out of the car and walked across the street. Driving home, he thought about Shane’s words though. Misha was on a watch list. Why? Did that mean that Daniil and Dmitri were on it? Alexei? Not Alexei apparently, Shane had seen him yesterday and nothing had happened.
He walked into his apartment still thinking about it when his phone rang. Looking at it, he took a deep breath.
“Here we go.”
Answering, his voice bored,
“Alexei. It’s been so long I thought maybe you went back to Russia. Wait no, I wished that you had gone back to Russia.”
“No, I can’t come over. Big plans to watch TV all day.”
“Fuck off. Why?”
“I haven’t seen any of your men Alexei. Fine. When? Give me an hour.”
He went to change clothes and came back out, grabbing his gun and knife that were on the table. Probably a good thing he had not just brought Shane back, although he knew about the gun already. Looking over the knife, he picked at the spot where the blade met the hilt, noticing a few spots where the blood had dried into the fine lines there. Not Cliff’s fault, he had a hard time cleaning that area as well. Leaving it for now, he would soak it when he got home, was the only way to get it usually. He put on the sheath and put the knife in, before the holster and gun were next. Looking in the closet, he was annoyed when he remembered his light jacket was now trashed. Which he still needed to get rid of. Grabbing a different one, he put it on and headed to Alexei’s. 
In the car, he thought about texting Cliff, but he had told him that he was free until evening, other than maybe picking up Shane, and didn’t want to go back on that. He knew the man would be pissed at him though when he found out he’d gone to his brother’s.
Pulling up in front of the house, he knocked, making sure his face was schooled into his bored mask. Dmitri opened the door and just nodded at him, waving him in.
Looking around to be sure Daniil wasn’t about to shoot him from a corner, he walked slowly into the living area where Alexei was already sitting, holding a glass of vodka out to him. Ilya took it and sank down into the chair he usually chose. From the side, he saw Dmitri come in and stand near the door.
“Dmitri, I see you haven’t gone off on your own yet. You should. You could do better than this.”
He got no response, hadn’t been expecting one, but Alexei rolled his eyes.
“He’s fine where he is. Not everyone wants to be a pariah like you, Ilya.”
“So what did you need Alexei. I’ve got big plans today, I told you.”
Taking a sip of vodka, he stared and waited.
“I had visitors yesterday. Interesting visitors.”
“Good for you?”
“Not really. It was two FBI agents. A Hayden Pike and a Shane Hollander.”
Ilya knew this was supposed to shock him, so he acted appropriately.
He slammed the vodka on the table, spilling some, and pulled his gun, pointing it at Alexei. He knew Dmitri had pulled also, but ignored him.
“What the fuck are you talking about Alexei? Stay the fuck away from him. I made a deal with Sergeev, he’s not to be touched.”
His brother’s hands were up in the air.
“Sit down, calm down. He came to me, what was I supposed to do, not answer the door?”
“Why would he be here?”
Ilya hadn’t moved, his finger tight on the trigger, his face enraged. Not entirely acting, he hated that Shane had been here, so many things could have gone wrong. Could still go wrong.
“Ilyukha, sit. Please. I did nothing to him. We talked. They were asking questions. Please.”
Sniffing and slowly lowering the gun, he glanced at Dmitri, whose face was unreadable, and watched him lower his also. Reholstering it, he took a step, grabbing a tissue from a box on the side table and wiped up the vodka he had spilled before drinking the rest. He sat and pulled his knife from his ankle sheath and started fidgeting with it, letting it spin in his palm over and over.
“Why? What kind of questions?”
Alexei was staring at the knife but he answered, his eyes slowly coming up to meet Ilya’s.
“Someone killed Misha. They were asking about him.”
From the corner of his eye, he saw Dmitri flinch. So he hadn’t known yet. Alexei hadn’t told him. Interesting.
“Who killed him? Why did they come here?”
“He had a piece of paper with this address on it. Idiot. They came to see if he lived here. I convinced them that he did not.”
Staring at Ilya for a long moment as he took a drink, he continued,
“And I think everyone in this room knows who killed him and why.”
Ilya decided to give it to him and just shrugged.
“I told him to stay away from Shane. He did not. I will tell the two of you also. And Daniil if he were here. He is off limits. If you come near him or threaten him then you will get a bullet through the chest just like Misha did.”
“Ilya why. You could have made that point without killing him.”
Another shrug as he thought about it. He took the damp tissue that he had set on his knee and began cleaning his knife with it. He sat there going over and over the handle and blade several times rubbing them until it looked spotless. Finishing the handle again, he carelessly flicked his wrist out and watched it fly towards Alexei and embed itself into the coffee table just in front of the other man.
“You don’t get to threaten what is mine. I take care of my own. I know that you know where he was. Right outside Shane’s apartment. Not acceptable. He started it, I finished it. End of story. Stay away from him and we have no problems.”
He watched Alexei reach out and take the knife, pulling it out and giving Ilya a look.
“You needed to beat up the table Ilyukha?”
“You were staring at it so intently I thought you wanted it.”
The knife had been a gift from Sergeev, and while Ilya hated where it came from, he loved the knife. It was perfectly balanced and fit his hand like it had been made for him. Alexei had always been annoyed that Sergeev had given him something, just another instance of irrational jealousy. He watched as Alexei held it, tested its weight and finally sat it back on the table.
“It’s very nice. Wasted on you though, since you prefer guns.”
Ilya just watched him, waiting, finally speaking when Alexei seemed disinclined to.
“Did you actually need something Alexei or just to tell me Shane was here.”
“I need you to keep him away from me. You are so worried about us going to him, then keep him off our backs.”
“How would I do that? I am not involved with his job. In fact, I am not even allowed to ask questions about it. I cannot say, Hey Shane, you went to a bad guys house, stay the fuck away from him.”
“I just wanted to warn you. That he was here. I do not know why they were so interested, but if he keeps coming around asking questions, then I cannot guarantee his safety, regardless of your agreement with Sergeev.”
Ilya stood, his voice and face very serious.
“If you touch him. You or Dmitri, or Daniil. You will end up like Misha. I do not care that we are blood Alexei. Do not come near him. If he comes here, you answer his fucking questions and he walks out unharmed. Do not test me on this.”
“We will see. You know that Sergeev will not be happy about Misha. I would think after your last punishment that I heard about, you would be more careful.”
Scoffing at the words,
“I had an agreement with Sergeev. Misha was on the verge of breaking it. I feel like it was on your behalf? Or Daniil? Or was it you Dmitri? Which one of you hates me enough that you think you can get away with that? Sergeev will get over it. Just like he will get over any of your deaths if I deem it necessary. He wants me far more than any of you. Stay away. End of discussion.”
He turned to go and Alexei called after him. Slowly turning, he just waited. Alexei picked up his knife and held it out. Ilya stared at it for a moment and then back to his brother.
“You fucking keep it. You’ve always wanted it. I don’t have an irrational attachment to Sergeev like you do. My gift to you Alexei.”
He stalked out of the house, Dmitri following him and watching him from the door. Ilya looked back at him and allowed his face to soften a little. In a very low voice, he said,
“We should talk.”
Dmitri said nothing, just went back inside and shut the door behind him. Ilya drove home, stopping to get a ridiculously large greasy burrito, which would have given Shane a fit had he seen Ilya eat every bite of it. He washed his hands and texted Barnett, asking if he was coming over today. Looking at the bowl of pills, which really was greatly diminished, he took one and tried to count backwards to see how many he had missed. Shrugging, he finally gave up and sat down at his laptop.
He sent a text to his drinks partner tonight to be sure he was still coming, got an answer right back that the man was looking forward to it. He forwarded that to Yvette and then got to work. He called Pyotr again and was thankful when the man answered. He told him the problem and the computer wizard said he would try to get Ilya’s number off the call log, but that he should have an excuse ready just in case he wasn’t able to or they pulled it before he was done. Switching to another account, he looked at some properties that he’d been sent pictures of and sent a few follow up questions. He really needed a name from Ana. Her father would be here on Sunday and he hoped to meet with him by Tuesday if he could. Finishing up a few other loose ends, he was about to take a shower when Barnett texted that he was almost there. 
He sat and waited, looking through anything about Misha in the news, but saw nothing that hadn’t already been said. He had contacts in the police department, but didn’t want anything backfiring, so decided to leave it alone and see what happened.
Barnett was quick, taking the bandage off and declaring it much better. 
“Can I leave bandage off now then?”
The man looked at it for a second, before pulling some strange instrument out of his bag and measuring the depth of the furrow. It had filled in some in the last week, but not enough that Ilya could tell the difference. Finally he shook his head and Ilya glared at him.
“No. I want it to have another week. No more pills though, as long as you don’t do anything stupid like roll around in the dirt, or throw more pond water at it. But I want this gauze and bandage kept over it.”
“Barnett. You kill me.”
He leaned back and smiled at Ilya. 
"No, that’s what you do when you don’t take care of yourself."
Ilya sulked at him, crossing his arms and biting his lower lip.
The other man laughed and looked at it some more.
“We’ll make a deal then. You can shower without the bandage, but not every day. Every other day and you have to make sure it’s completely dry before you put the gauze and bandage back. Completely dry Ilya. It’s probably fine, but if moisture gets trapped there, it could cause another infection, which means more pills or more IV. Do you understand?”
“I love you Barnett.”
“Are you showering today? I will leave the bandage off and you can put it back later when it’s dry. It won’t hurt it to be unbandaged for an hour or two around the house as long as you’re just sitting here.”
Ilya thought about it and decided he would rather shower without the bandage with Shane so he shook his head,
“No, put it back for now, thank you. Ummm, Barnett. I might have missed a couple of pills. Not a lot!”
He got a glare in response and he pointed to the cabinet.
“There’s a bowl there with the ones left. I promise it’s not very many.”
The Doctor went and looked and counted, coming back with a small frown.
“It’s not horrible, just keep taking the rest until they’re gone. It’s only like 2 days worth. Next time I’m making you keep the IV. Why are they in a bowl?”
“NO IV. There won’t be a next time. Not getting hurt. I’m retiring, haven’t you heard.”
“Retiring. Right. Once again, I’ll believe it when I see it. Bowl?”
Ilya frowned and chewed on his lip again before quietly answering,
“I do not like the bottles. I do not want to see them. I threw it away.”
Barnett finished taping the new bandage on and looked at him thoughtfully. He just nodded, and didn't comment.
“Ok, I think you’re good. Every other day. All the way dry. Finish the pills. I’ll come back one more time in a week, and then I think you’ll be ok to go without the bandage. It won’t be completely filled in, and might be tender, but should be good enough to go without bandage.”
Ilya thanked him and then asked,
“Have you heard from Jake?”
“No. I think he’s gone. I’ve been taking over for his… extra curricular activities.”
“Ok. If you need anything, let me know. I told Jake I would help him set back up. All his stuff was in a storage unit. I can have my guys take you if you want to check it. I don’t know if he cleared it out or not.”
“I’ll think about it and let you know. It’s ok for now.”
He let himself out and Ilya looked at the time. He had a couple of hours before he had to meet Mark. He went and lay in bed and texted Cliff, asking if he had picked up Shane yet. He had and dropped him at home came the response, what time did Ilya need to be picked up. He thought about driving himself, but wasn’t sure how much he would be drinking, so told Cliff 7pm. He set his alarm and tried to take a short nap. He woke up before his alarm went off though, his dreams waking him, all he remembered was it was something with Shane again, but his brain wouldn’t pull the details for him while he was awake.
He showered, and got dressed, wearing a clubbing outfit, spending a little more time on his curls than he normally did. Cliff picked him up and whistled,
“Wow, going for the kill tonight.”
“Something like that. Part to play.”
“What do you want me to do?”
“Come in if you want, have a drink. Relax. I don’t know how long it will be. Hopefully not too long, Yvette is pretty convincing usually. Once I’m done, you can drop me at Shane’s.”
As they drove, he dropped the casual tidbit,
“I went to Alexei’s today.”
“ILYA. Fucking stop that shit when I’m not with you. Why?”
“He called. Wanted to tell me Shane was there asking about Misha. It was fine, he was actually on fairly good behavior. No sign of Daniil though.”
“Does he know it was you?”
“Yes. He suspected. I saw no reason to lie. Told him that it would be him or Daniil or Dmitri next if they came too close. Hopefully it will back them off some. He will tell Daniil I’m sure. He seems to think Sergeev will be angry enough to come at me again possibly. We will see.”
Cliff shook his head,
“Yeah, we’re not doing that shit again. I’ll just shoot him in the head as soon as we see him this time.”
Ilya grinned at him,
“My protector. That would probably get both of us killed, but it is very sweet. I appreciate it.”
“I mean it, don’t make any plans to meet with him. I’ll tie your ass up myself so you can’t go.”
“Marleau, I had no idea you cared so much.”
“I’m not kidding. Last time made me sick. I can’t watch that again.”
Ilya nodded, more seriously,
“I understand. I would not do that to you again. So, are you coming in or staying out? If you come in, I think you should stay away from us, just in case something goes wrong. I’m already going to have to explain my being with him later. We don’t need both of us caught up in it. But you could find a pretty girl, do some dancing. You’ll have to tell me how you spent your day yesterday. Later.”
Cliff parked and got out with him,
“I’ll come in. Mostly to keep an eye on you. You seem to get in trouble a lot these days.”
Ilya smirked at him and flashed his ID at the doorman, who quickly let them past the line of people waiting. It was early and the club wasn’t packed yet, but it was on its way. Ilya closed his eyes for a moment letting the music seep into him. He headed to the VIP section and secured a table, Cliff wandering off towards the bar. Ilya watched him go and looked at him neutrally. He really was an attractive man, he could have women all over him if he wanted. Sometimes Ilya wished he would let go a little, have some fun. Maybe someday. If Ilya grew up, which he knew would never happen. He laughed at the thought and was still chuckling as the waitress came up and gave him the once over before nodding at his order as he slipped into his club persona. Sometimes he thought he had more personalities than was probably good for him.
“Just bring the bottle sweetheart. Maybe a bottle of champagne also, a few glasses.” 
She dropped the bottles and glasses off quickly, the champagne in a bucket of ice. Along with one of the glasses was her number. Ilya waited until she was gone and balled it up and tossed it aside. A few months ago, he would have kept it. Keeping track of who was who until he was ready to go and then taking his pick. He had absolutely no desire now. Didn’t mean he wouldn’t dance and have fun with people, but there was a limit now. He smiled as he realized he didn’t even mind. He glanced at his phone, realizing Mark would be there before long. He texted another number, confirming what time ‘they’ had drinks. His client. Who was at home with his wife watching a movie, but when asked, would swear they had drinks for over an hour. 
He poured some of the vodka and took a drink, sighing happily at the smooth taste. Some places were worth the price. He heard a voice calling his name and he looked up, flashing a wide smile and standing up to clap the man on the back.
“Mark, fuck it’s been way too long.”
They slipped into easy chatter, the man pouring himself a glass of vodka and raising it to Ilya. He was an attractive man and it wasn’t long before they were surrounded by women trying to get their attention. They drank more and took to the dance floor, each with a partner. Ilya could see their table from where he was and he smiled as he saw the blond woman slip into their booth with a brunette friend. She looked stunning as usual. Blond hair loose and flowing, black lacy dress with lovely cutouts in strategic places, black spike heels. Classy and party girl all at once. He nudged Mark and pointed at their table, the man looking up hungrily and nodding. They excused themselves and made their way back to their table.
Ilya purred at them,
“Ladies, I do not believe we have had the pleasure?”
He slid in next to the brunette which left Mark to sit next to Yvette, pressing against her. Ilya poured them both more vodka as the women introduced themselves. He popped the champagne and poured them both glasses.
“To our new friends Yvette and Kira.”
They both giggled and took the glasses, downing them quickly. He refilled them just as quickly, the vodka for himself and Mark going down also. It wasn’t long before they were all off to the dance floor and watching Mark drape himself all over Yvette, he had a sudden change of heart. He couldn’t do this. The next time she looked at him when Mark was facing the other way, he shook his head at her, the brunette grinding on him paying absolutely no attention. She glared at him and shook her head yes. They eventually made their way back to the booth, Mark excusing himself to go to the restroom. Ilya put his arms around both women and leaned over to her, whispering in her ear, probably looking like he was kissing her to anyone else. He had a brief moment’s thought to Shane and Rose’s pictures and realized what this looked like. Shaking it off, he told her,
“This needs to stop, I don’t want you to do it. I’ll pay you still, but call it off. Take your friend and go.”
She hissed at him, her mouth just under his ear,
“Fuck no. Too many women get taken advantage of. I can do this Ilya. I’m doing it. We’re getting him off the street. Tonight. If I have to go to fucking court and lie like I’ve never lied, that’s what I’m doing. Doesn’t matter if you pay me, I’m doing it. It’s over. Go play your part. I’ll text you the room number on the burner you gave me. I need 20 minutes after we leave, and then you call, I’ll be screaming. I’ll call you later on the other number you gave me. This is what I do Ilya, I sleep with men for money, this time it’s for a good cause.”
He groaned and leaned over and poured the other woman more champagne. He just wanted to leave. Mark was back and he gave him another smile and poured them both more vodka. He needed him drunk. It didn't take long, most people couldn’t knock back drink after drink like Ilya could. He could get drunk, but it took a lot. Not for Mark. When he appeared suitably pliable, Ilya watched Yvette lean up and whisper in his ear, her tongue coming out to lick at his neck. Ilya looked away, just waiting. Soon enough the man was standing up, a little unsteady as Yvette stood up with him, her arm around his waist. Mark looked at the other woman and Ilya and gave them a grin,
“Ilya, I’m getting a room for my new friend and I. You good if I bounce? We need to do this shit again though. Maybe another game soon?”
Ilya nodded at him,
“Yes, very soon. Have a good time with your new friend.” 
He pulled out his phone and texted Cliff. 
Ilya     Leaving, I’ll be outside
He gave Kira a kiss on the cheek and told her to enjoy the rest of the champagne and then left without telling her that he would not be back. He walked outside, checking the time as he walked to the SUV. Cliff was there a few minutes later and frowned at him, while they got in.
“Ilya what’s wrong?”
“This whole night is wrong, Marleau. It’s just wrong. I set it up and I shouldn’t have, and even if it helps Shane and even if it gets a scumbag off the street, it’s just wrong.”
The extra phone in his pocket buzzed and he looked at it. Room 1108. Cliff was watching him and finally spoke,
“Ilya. It’s done. Don’t beat yourself up over it. It’s what she does. She’d be sleeping with someone else tonight for an exorbitant amount of money. This way she gets paid and gets an asshole off the street.”
“What if he hurts her for real.”
“Then you kill him when he’s out on bail.”
Ilya glared at him.
“Not kidding, that’s what you do. But he won’t. I saw him, he’s drunk and she knows what she’s doing. He’s just there for a good time, I’m more curious if she can lie well enough to pull it off.”
“She can.”
He looked at his watch again. 4 minutes. He sat there staring at the time, finally picking up the burner and calling 911.
‘911, what’s your emergency?’
“Yeah, I’m at PUBLIC and there's a lady screaming in one of the rooms. Uhhh, 1108, I think it was. Sounded bad, yelling at someone to get off her. Can you come please? I think she’s in trouble.”
He hung up. He dialed another number and waited,
“PUBLIC, How can I help you?”
“Yeah, man, I was just upstairs on floor 11, and there was a lady screaming bloody murder. I called the cops, but you should send security also. 1108 or maybe 1110, hard to tell which room it was coming from. It sounded like she was getting murdered. Yeah, thank you.”
He hung up again and immediately turned the phone off and took the SIM out. 
“Go. Just a block or two, if the police aren’t here in a few minutes, I’ll go take care of it and we won’t have to worry about police anymore.”
Cliff looked at him oddly as he pulled out of the parking lot and drove a block down and parked across the street.
“What?”
“Do you know you sounded completely American when you did that? Even your words were different.”
Ilya chuckled and used the same voice,
“It takes a lot of practice and far too much thought. I can only do it for a few sentences.”
“Wow. It’s kind of impressive.”
He coughed a little and then spoke again, his voice back to normal.
“Thank you. I try to impress. It also hurts my throat. Like a sore throat.”
“Why can you do that?”
“Do you want real answer?”
“Yes, what the fuck would a fake answer be.”
Ilya just shrugged,
“They teach us.”
“WHAT?!”
Ilya laughed at him and then breathed a sigh of relief as three police sped by with their sirens on, pulling into the lot of the hotel and club. Cliff turned to watch before looking back at Ilya.
“Who teaches you?”
“Is part of training. Like your movies. Spy training. At military school. How to talk with no accent. For emergencies. If I would do it more, I could probably talk that way all the time, but that’s way too much work. And girls love the accent. They teach a lot of languages too, I just skipped that part.”
“That’s fucking crazy Ilya. So there’s actually Russian spies running around all over speaking with no accent.”
Ilya just nodded, still watching the parking lot and grabbing the other burner out of the glove compartment and turning it on. He looked back at Cliff and smiled again, it was so fun to fuck with him.
“I can tell you secret.”
He got an arched eyebrow in return.
“A real secret or is this some weird sex thing you’re just going to spew out to embarrass me?”
Ilya laughed,
“No, no. Real secret. You can’t tell anyone.”
“Who the fuck would I tell Ilya.”
He got a smile in return.
“Do you remember when Dmitri was at the apartment and talking about when I left.”
Cliff nodded, not sure where this was going.
“He talked about how I let Doctor go that I was supposed to kill?”
“Yes, I assume that was Jake, since he owed you a big favor. How’d they catch an American doctor anyway?”
“They didn’t. It wasn’t Jake.”
Cliff just stared at him,
“I’m so confused. So who was it then? Someone I don’t know?”
“Barnett.”
“What? No. No way.”
Ilya looked down at the burner again and frowned, but nodded at Cliff.
“It was.”
“Ok, so how and why did they have an American Doctor that they wanted you to kill?”
“They did not. That is the secret. He is Russian.”
“Fuck you, no he’s not.”
Ilya laughed and it nearly turned into a giggle. Ok maybe he had a little too much vodka. It had been Russian, better than the cheap American version.
“He is. How do you think he knows so much about me? Because he was fucking there. He’s Russian. He was going to defect and they wanted him dead. He did a lot of language training. He never slips into Russian accent. Ever that I have heard.”
Ilya leaned forward suddenly watching as the police were leading someone out to their car. He smiled and relaxed as he realized it was Mark. He didn’t see Yvette anywhere, but Mark was handcuffed and going into the back of a car. Ilya knew he’d be out on bail before long, but he also knew it would give Hayden and Shane enough ammo to get a judge to authorize a DNA test.
He looked up to see Cliff still staring at him.
“What? Oh. Barnett. Yes. Good fake papers, no Russian accent, good doctor, head of department at NYP. Funny, yes?”
“I’m so terrified, Ilya you have no idea. I feel like I’m in a Russian spy movie where everything good is bad.”
“Stop it. He is a good person. Not spy. Just good doctor. He just wanted to leave. Like I did. So I helped.”
The burner rang and Ilya answered immediately.
“You are ok?”
“I’m fine, I told you I would be. It was so easy. The drunk boy could barely even get it up. I told him I wanted to roleplay and wanted him to be rough. I started screaming and he thought it was funny. He’s definitely got a dark side though, he was excited when I told him I wanted it rough.”
“He didn’t hurt you?”
“No Ilya, I promise. A couple of bruises, but that was necessary for the story. Cops had a lot of questions, but they’re taking him in, so hopefully your people can get their warrant now. So, you were right though, he threw your name out when they asked what he had been doing. I had to agree that we had just met and he was with another guy at the time. So don’t be surprised when they come calling.”
“It’s ok, I expected as much. We never met yes?”
“Right. I told them I’d never seen you before.”
“You’re sure you’re ok?”
“Ilya. I’m fine! I hope they put him away forever.”
“Me too. Let me know what you need me to do if anything.”
“I will. I guess it depends what happens with your friends and their case.”
“I will send you different number in case you need to get hold of me again. Thank you Yvette. Really. You’re wonderful.”
“You’re lovely Ilya, go home to that boyfriend.”
“Yes, I will.”
He hung up and took the sim card out of that phone as well. 
“We can go.”
“To Shane’s?”
“Yes.
“Mmmm, you might want to go home first.”
Ilya looked up at him,
“Why?”
“Because you smell like you’ve been smoking, even though you haven’t. You also smell like perfume. And you have lipstick on your shirt collar.”
“Fuck.”
He looked at Cliff again,
“I did not kiss anyone. I would not.”
Cliff barked out a laugh,
“I know, Ilya. But Shane might not be so understanding since he wasn’t there to see.”
“Fine, home first I guess then. I will text him that I’m running late.”
He sat back and let himself relax for the first time that night.
 

 
Shane had been in the office less than an hour and he already wanted to leave. Scott had said there were no updates with the case yet, PD was slow. They were running the traffic cam footage, but there wasn’t a lot in that area, which didn’t surprise Shane at all. It was very hit or miss which neighborhoods had a lot of cameras. There was a camera at the entrance to the park the mystery man had run into though, and they were trying to find who had the footage. It wasn’t a city camera, it was whatever company maintained the park. There was no phone that they could find and they were having a hard time finding an account under his name, which made it likely that maybe it was prepaid. In which case they were screwed. They even tried under the corporation that the house had been under and nothing.
Nothing had come up yet on the man renting the house either. At this point they were assuming it was not his real ID, but sometimes they’d get a hit on a fake, so they kept trying. He complained to Scott about being slow and just got laughter.
“Welcome to the real world where we don’t all have teams devoted to our whims.”
“Fuck. Even my team has taken over a week for something I want, so I guess I understand.”
He ended up calling Cliff around lunch and telling him that anytime he had extra time, he could leave. He was home by 2 and checked his email, telling himself the info would be there. Surprisingly there was an email. Telling him they were almost done. He flipped the screen off and went to change to go work out. He knew Ilya wouldn’t be free until late evening at the earliest, so he needed to amuse himself. 
He worked out, a little paranoid and kept watching the door to be sure he didn’t get snuck up on again even though Ilya was busy. When he finished, he did some yoga since he had skipped that morning. Once he showered, he dressed again and fixed himself a light dinner. Settling onto the couch, he turned a hockey game on, cheering on Ottawa against San Jose. They lost of course. His poor hometown team, they were just not good, hadn’t been for years.
It was getting late enough that he thought Ilya might not be horribly long, but since he hadn’t heard anything he ended up grabbing a book and reading. Groaning, he eventually went and got his glasses so he didn’t end up with a headache, but vowed to have them off and hidden by the time Ilya got there.
His phone rang and he grabbed it then made a face when he saw who it was.
“Hayden? Is everything ok?"
‘Yes! You’ll never believe it Shane, we got a hit.’
“On who? Andrei?”
‘Oh. No. On Mark Shaefer.’
“What do you mean?”
‘I had a tag on him for anything that he might get picked up for, even if it was a traffic ticket. I get notified. He just got picked up. For attempted rape and assault.’
“No he didn’t, you’re fucking kidding me?”
‘I’m not. He was at PUBLIC. He was at the nightclub and then got a room and took a woman there. Apparently he got overzealous and she wanted to leave and he didn’t want her to. Somebody heard her screaming and called the police. They picked him up, both of them were still in the room. He was fucking naked and some of her clothes were torn.’
“That’s great Hayden, I knew it was him. Can you get a warrant now? All we need is one match. He was way too cocky with some of those women.”
‘I can’t imagine a judge saying no. I’m sure he’ll get kicked out on bail, but this should be enough for probable cause for the test. And then he’s done. You were right. As usual.’
Shane couldn’t help his smile. It wasn’t anything to do with his case, but he didn’t care at this point. A win was a win.
“I’m so glad Hayd. Thank you for telling me. I can’t wait to watch him go down. First win we’ve had in awhile.”
‘Ok buddy, go sleep or whatever you were doing.’
“Reading. I’m just reading.”
‘Talk to you later.’
When he hung up, he realized he was still smiling. Maybe his luck was turning around. Maybe. Probably not. But he could hope right? His phone buzzed again and it was Ilya.
Ilya     I’m so sorry moya lyubov
Ilya     Took so much longer than I thought
Ilya     I’m almost done if you still want me to come
Ilya     over
Shane     Haha you’re so clever with words these days
Shane     Yes, come over
He went back to his book, rubbing his eyes once or twice.
 

 
Ilya had showered and changed into non-perfume smelling clothes before letting Cliff drive him to Shane’s. He was going to drive, but Cliff insisted he was still too tipsy. Whatever. He wasn’t. He went upstairs and tried the door, a little surprised that Shane had just left it open. He was a little more conscientious about it than Ilya. He opened the door and immediately melted. Shane was on the couch, a book on his chest, his head tilted sideways on the pillow as he slept. With his glasses on. He stood there watching for a couple of minutes and then took the opportunity to take a picture of him with the glasses on, putting it in his locked folder. 
He took his shoes off and left them where they belonged. He locked the door and then went to sit his keys and phone on the island, before he went and sat next to the couch, stretching his legs out in front of him and laying his head on Shane’s thigh. It didn’t take more than a couple of minutes before he felt Shane’s hand tangle in his hair and pull his head gently towards Shane’s. Just before he felt lips press against his, he got a very sleepy,
“Hi.”
The kiss was a sleepy gentle sweet kiss and Ilya just went limp against the couch as he kissed him back. Finally he pulled back and reached up against his better judgement and took the glasses of Shane’s face. He folded them and sat them on the table next to him. He then took the book and put it on the table also, trying to see a bookmark, but not finding one. He looked at the page number so he could tell him later. He took Shane’s hand and tried to untangle it from his hair so he could stand up, but that just got him a tighter grip on it. He nearly laughed as Shane shook his head, his eyes still closed,
“Stop it. I want.”
“I know, and you can have it, all night. Let’s get you to bed though. I need you to let go just for a minute.”
Shane grumbled but his eyes blinked open and he let go. He could see Ilya was going to attempt to pick him up and put his hand out on Ilya’s chest, standing up instead, his eyes still half closed. Grabbing his hand, he pulled Ilya down the hall and pointed to the bed. Ilya was trying not to laugh, he wasn’t sure he’d ever seen Shane so cute before. He could never tell him though. He pulled the sheet and blanket down and went to change his clothes. He knew Shane would have a fit if he wore street clothes to bed, unless they had both just collapsed there. He pulled a fresh pair of sweats on and was grabbing a shirt when Shane’s voice stopped him.
“No.”
“No what moya lyubov? No shirt?”
“Yes. No shirt.”
He smiled and bit his lip, as he looked at sleepy Shane being bossy.
“Whatever you want.”
He put the shirt back and got into bed, holding his hand out for Shane. The light went off and a moment later, a body was plastered to his, a hand already tangled tightly in his hair. He smiled against Shane’s hair.
“I missed you too.”






      

  












      Chapter 46: Did I say that I need you
  


    Chapter Summary

    Ilya gets questioned about his night at the club, Shane is not happy that he went out dancing and decides Ilya needs to make it up to him.



    Chapter Notes

      Ok, so. Let's just put this out here. This is a purely optional smut chapter.  There's a little bit of plot when Ilya gets questioned about being with Mr. Shaefer, has to admit there were women there. Shane doesn't like that and decides it's time to show Ilya he can't just do whatever he wants. And he does. I just wanted Shane to have a little fun and this was about the last opportunity he was going to get.

There is also a small bit of getting revenge on Hayden for his 'I've seen Shane's body' comment.

Chapter Title is from Just Breathe by Pearl Jam


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Ilya woke later to an empty bed and nearly growled. It was not the weekday, no running. He could hear noises in the other room though, so he went and cleaned up some before he wandered out. He could smell the bacon before he got to the kitchen and his mouth was watering as he came up behind Shane and wrapped his arms around the other man’s waist.
“You, Shane Hollander, are making real breakfast. With bacon.”
“Fuck off or I’ll throw it away.”
“NOoooooo, I want it. I love it.”
That at least got him a quick kiss before his chef turned back to the stove. Shane nodded over his shoulder,
“Can you get me eggs please.”
Ilya moved to get them from the fridge, going over to the island to watch after he set them near him. He watched him crack them into a bowl and whip them up, Shane finally speaking again,
“I’m sorry I was asleep. I didn’t realize I was that tired.”
Ilya just shook his head,
“No, it was my fault, I was much later than I had expected. Besides, you were so cute while you were sleeping.”
Shane flushed just a little,
‘Shut up. I don’t do omelets like you, so you are stuck with scrambled eggs.”
“I will eat whatever you make and then maybe you after for dessert.”
He got an amused stare with an eye roll for that one.
“How did your meeting go? It took longer than you thought? Are you losing your charming touch?”
Ilya made a ridiculous face at him,
“Never. No one can resist me. I was about to leave and got caught by man I have to be nice to sometimes to get permits for galas and such. So I had a couple of drinks with him until I could get away. I did not realize how late it was.”
“It’s ok, I’m keeping you all weekend.”
“Such promises Hollander. Whatever will you do with me?”
Shane slid him a plate with bacon, eggs and toast on it, taking a smaller amount for himself.
“Shane. You need to eat more. Your muscles will waste away and I will have nothing to grab onto.”
“Oh my god, you’re so full of shit. Eat your food or I will.”
Ilya picked up a piece of bacon and licked it, watching Shane watch him. He finally ate it, laughing.
“Ok, I’m sorry. What do you have to do today, anything?”
He got a shake of the head while Shane was chewing eggs. He nearly gave him shit about shaking his head, but decided to leave him alone for a while. A few minutes at least. His phone rang from where it was on the island where he had tossed it last night. He glanced at it, but made no move to go get it. He didn’t care. Shane, however, reached over and grabbed it, handing it to him. 
Sighing he looked at it and frowned, answering cautiously, although he already knew what it was about. They were fast. Mark must want out of jail.
“What?”
“This is him. What? Why? No, I don’t want to come to the station. What is this about?”
At that comment, Shane looked over at him, a tiny frown starting to spread across his lips.
“Can you come to me? I’m not at home, but I can be there before long, unless… just a minute please.”
He muted the phone and looked over at Shane who was now looking at him with open curiosity.
“A detective wants to talk to me. He won’t tell me why. Can he come here or I should go home?”
Shane looked like he was actually giving it thought before he finally shook his head, the frown getting bigger.
“Tell him to come here.”
Nodding, he unmuted and asked if they could come to him and gave them Shane’s address and apartment number. Hanging up, Shane was just staring at him.
“I don’t know. I swear. Do I need to call my lawyer?”
Shane shook his head, 
“No, see what they want first. If you’re not comfortable answering, tell them you’re calling your lawyer and can meet them at the station. It’s probably something stupid. Parking ticket or something. Did you park your orange machine somewhere crazy?”
“I don’t think so.”
“Are they coming now?”
Ilya nodded and ate another piece of bacon.
“I guess you don’t get to be dessert right away then.”
Shane smiled and came over to him and pulled Ilya’s hand to his mouth, sucking his fingers in that had been holding the bacon, licking them.
“NOT fair. Not funny. Mean Shane.”
A peal of laughter came to him as Shane walked off.
“I’m going to get dressed before they get here.”
Ilya sat there, the grin dropping off his face as he rubbed his eyes. He was only doing this here because he knew Shane would probably see the report when they asked for their warrant. Finishing his eggs, he cleaned up the kitchen, leaving Shane’s plate in case he wanted to eat more when he came back. He knew that was highly unlikely. He’d made it for Ilya, which was possibly the sweetest thing anyone had done for him since his mama had gone.
When Shane came back, he frowned,
“I would have done that.”
“You cooked, I cleaned. Seems like how that works, yes? I left your plate though in case you want more. You should eat more.”
“Are you going to put a shirt on?”
Ilya glanced down at his bare chest and let his tongue come out to run across his lower lip.
“I thought you liked me with no shirt.”
He pulled Shane to him and gave him a long kiss, pulling him close against his skin, taking his time and dipping his head to that spot on Shane’s neck that he loved. Finally he was pushed back,
“Stop it. I cannot be hard when a detective comes to talk to you. Go get a shirt.”
Ilya gave him a teasing look, 
“Yes Sir, I will go get my shirt.”
If Shane had been able to reach anything close, Ilya knew it would have been thrown at him.
He put a shirt on and wet his hands and ran them through his curls, trying to make them a little less unruly. Shane had meant it and he’d had a hand tangled in his hair most of the night. He finally gave up and went back to the other room just as someone knocked on the door. Shane sat down and nodded at him to get it.
Opening the door, the man flashed a badge at him and introduced himself as Detective Lance, and he waved at a woman and said her name was Detective Armstrong.
“I’m Ilya Rozanov, come in. Please.”
He stepped back and they walked in looking around, not saying anything when they saw Shane sitting on the couch.
“Can you tell me what this is about please?”
He was trying to be very precise with his English, not allowing himself to be as comfortable as he was with Shane usually.
The male detective nodded and waved towards the couch,
“Do you want to sit?”
Ilya didn’t really, but he did, staying on the opposite end from Shane. The detectives took a seat in the two armchairs opposite them. Shane hadn’t said anything and was just watching, his thumb going up to his mouth before he yanked it away.
Detective Lance looked at him finally and then back to Ilya.
“Maybe this should be private?”
Ilya looked at Shane and slowly shook his head.
“No. He can stay. What is this about?”
“Where were you last evening around 10 o’clock?”
“At PUBLIC, in the nightclub.”
Shane glanced at him, but said nothing, no expression changing in his face.
“Were you with anyone?”
“I was with a client earlier in the evening, but if you’re asking about 10 o’clock specifically, I was with an acquaintance that I saw there and had a couple of drinks with. I left soon after that.”
“Can you tell us his name?”
“My client or the acquaintance?”
“We’ll want both, but whoever you were with at 10.”
“Mark Shaefer.”
From the corner of his eye, he could see Shane stiffen, and look at the detectives, but he still just watched.
“How do you know Mr. Shaefer?”
“He’s with the Mayor’s staff and I frequently do business that requires permits, as well as inviting the Mayor to events that I have. We’ve met several times, in a professional setting, and once or twice in a social setting.”
“So you’re friends?”
“I don’t think I would call it friends. Friendly acquaintances. Is there a problem with my having a drink with Mr. Shaefer?”
The female detective looked at Shane again and finally spoke. 
“Some of this is rather confidential, so I think we need to maybe speak with you alone please Mr. Rozanov. Or we can go to the station if we need to.”
Ilya frowned at them, but Shane was already up and moving, walking into the kitchen to grab his wallet from the island. Pulling out something and handing it to the woman, she looked at it and was visibly startled before handing it to the other detective. Shane spoke, irritation in his voice,
“As you can see, I am fully capable of keeping something confidential. If you have a problem with me being here, feel free to call SAC Hunter and take it up with him.”
He took the ID back from the man and put it away. 
“If you cannot get to the point, Mr. Rozanov will be finished with your questions.”
“Are you an attorney as well, Agent Hollander?”
“No. But I will advise him to call one if you can’t get to the point.”
Ilya was trying not to smile. He knew Shane was going to be annoyed with him after, but right now, watching him, he was trying not to get hard.
The woman looked back to Ilya,
“Was there anyone else with the two of you?”
“There were women. Mr. Shaefer is an attractive man and he was attracting females who wished for his attention. Two women in particular.”
“Did you know either of them?”
“No. We were in the VIP section of the club. It's just a thing that happens there. There were women, they came to our table, they had a drink. At some point, Mr. Shaefer left with one of them, which is when I left the club.”
“You weren’t with either of the women?”
“No, I have a partner. I was friendly. I spoke with them. That is all. Did something happen to someone? I don’t really understand the purpose of these questions.”
“Did the woman seem in distress when she left with Mr. Shaefer?”
“No.”
“Did she appear drugged?”
“No.”
“Did she appear drunk?”
“No. Mr. Shaefer was a little unsteady, but she seemed fine. If she had been drunk, I would not have let her leave.”
“Oh. Why is that?”
“Because I do not want a woman to be taken advantage of just because she’s had too much to drink.”
“Why did you have bottles of alcohol at your table? Were you trying to get them drunk?”
Ilya smiled,
“Have you been to a nightclub before? The VIP section? It’s busy. It’s easier to have bottle service than to ask for a new drink every time you want one.”
Shane interrupted again,
“Mr. Rozanov, unless the detectives have any actual questions that pertain to you, I would suggest you stop answering their questions. Did Mr. Rozanov have anything to do with why you are here?”
“No. But he is a witness to how Mr. Shaefer was behaving with the woman he left with.”
Ilya spoke up,
“They were behaving like anyone at a nightclub. He was drunk and wanted to get laid.”
“Would it surprise you to know that the woman has accused Mr. Shaefer of rape and assault?”
Ilya’s mouth dropped open,
“What? Is she alright?”
“You’re more interested in her well being than in him being accused?”
“Yes.”
“Have you ever witnessed Mr. Shaefer being..”
Shane held up his hand.
“You’re done. If you have more questions, you can contact his attorney. I’m sure he can give you their name. This has nothing to do with Mr. Rozanov, and to be honest, it sounds like you’re fishing for something against the woman. He said he didn’t know them. He was not involved when they left, end of story.”
The man looked at Ilya,
“Are you letting Agent Hollander end this interview then?”
He looked to Shane and back to the man, nodding slowly.
“Yes. I have told you what happened. I do not know what happened when they left. I hope the woman is alright.”
“Do you have the name of the client you were with earlier in the evening?”
Ilya nodded and gave the information. The detectives gave another look at Shane and then went to the door, telling Ilya,
“We may have more questions later.”
“Of course. I’m sorry I can’t help more.”
Ilya shut the door and turned to look at Shane standing at the kitchen island watching him.
“You met your client at a nightclub?”
“Yes, that’s where he wanted.”
“You really have hung out with Mark Shaefer before?”
“Yes. A few times. The last was in November I think, we went to a basketball game, it was while we were getting ready for the gala in December.”
“You need new friends. He’s an asshole.”
Ilya nodded slowly and walked over to Shane, pulling him tight against him.
“Clearly so. I don’t need any new friends. Just you.”
“Mmmhmm, how many women did you dance with last night?”
Ilya looked down at him innocently, biting his lip.
“Don’t give me that look. How many.”
“Maybe two.”
Shane pulled back and gave him a look.
“Two. That you let touch you and rub on you and..”
“No. I did not.”
Ilya was becoming a little concerned at the tone of Shane’s voice.
“You did. Did you tell them that you couldn’t go home with them?”
“Yes. I said my boyfriend was waiting for me at home.”
“Do you remember when you got angry at me for going dancing?”
“That was different and I wasn’t angry.”
“No it wasn’t, it’s the same.”
“It was. I had a meeting. And I did not have pictures of someone sandwiching me between an ex and another man. Different.”
Shane took a step forward and poked him in the chest. Ilya took a step backwards.
“Shane…”
“It is not different. You said you didn’t like someone else touching me or looking like I was theirs. That’s what you said.”
“Yes…”
He watched as Shane poked him again, once again pushing Ilya back a step.
“So if you let women touch you all over while you dance, what are you doing?”
“It wasn’t like that.”
Shane stared at him, his eyes dark and serious.
“It sounds exactly like that. Two women. So I can go out dancing with two men?”
“No. I am sorry. It meant nothing. I was just wasting time until I could leave.”
“It means something to me. You called me a naughty kitten when I did it.”
“You were.”
“And you made me pay for it. So I think you need to pay for it.”
Oh. That’s how it was going to be. Ilya just watched him and finally nodded.
“How would you like me to do that?”
“You should take your shirt off and then get on your knees.”
Ilya looked at him, trying to gauge how far he was going to take this.
“Now Ilya.”
He slowly took his shirt off and folded it, setting it on the chair he was near. Then he dropped to his knees, never taking his eyes off of Shane’s. He kneeled there watching, trying not to smile. Shane was managing to keep his face quite serious and if Ilya wasn’t just ordered to his knees, he might think Shane was actually mad. As it was, he was very very curious.
“All fours.”
He dropped to his hands, looking up at him. Shane walked up to him and tangled a hand in his curls, gently tugging.
“You can crawl. If I was a naughty kitten, then you are a naughty puppy. Come with me puppy.”
Shane pulled him along down the hall to the bedroom and to the foot of the bed before finally letting go of his hair.
“Take your pants off and then get back on your knees.”
Ilya stood slowly and stepped out of the sweats he was wearing, folding them and putting them on the floor next to the bed.
“Shane..”
“Be quiet. Puppies don’t fucking talk. On your knees.”
Ilya closed his mouth and tried to pretend his cock wasn’t fucking rock hard. He just stared at Shane, his breath starting to become uneven, eventually sinking back to his knees. He watched as Shane slowly stripped, folding his clothes neatly and setting them on the dresser. He got on the bed and leaned up against the headboard, his legs spread apart and bent so that Ilya could see all of him. The cock that was already leaking, his needy hole, taut stomach muscles.
He watched as Shane leaned over and got lube out of the drawer and let just a few drips fall on his cock, which jerked with each drop. He slowly wrapped his fingers around himself and stroked the full length of that beautiful cock. Ilya licked his lips,
“Shane, please, let me take care of you. I’m sorry.”
Shane’s hand stopped and he looked at Ilya who was still kneeling where he’d been told at the foot of the bed.
“Did I say you could speak? I can find something for a gag.”
“Shane..”
The other man sighed and let go of himself, getting off the bed and walking over to where his clothes were. Ilya watched him pick up his boxers and roll them up until they were a thin tube of material. Realizing what he was doing, Ilya’s head started to shake,
“Do not even think about it Shane. I am sorry. I will not do it again. You are right.”
“I know I’m right, and right now you’re being very naughty. Open your mouth.”
He had walked over to Ilya and was holding the makeshift gag in his hand.
“Fucking now Ilya.”
Ilya looked up at him with a dangerous look. Shane completely ignored it and put a hand gently in his hair, rubbing his head. Ilya opened his mouth to speak and that hand suddenly tightened and pulled his head back hard. He actually let out a small groan.
“Open. Your. Mouth. Little. Puppy.”
Something inside of him was starting to burn. He blinked and slowly opened his mouth, letting Shane put the underwear in his mouth. He pushed it in, and pulled the edges so that it was even, and not pushing too far into Ilya’s mouth. It tasted of fabric and of Shane. It tasted like him. He groaned around it. Shane’s hand let loose and he petted Ilya’s head. He petted him and Ilya leaned into that hand and he was horrified to hear himself whimper. Shane went back to get on the bed, and crawled onto it in front of him so he had a clear view of his ass. Ilya shook his head, trying to clear the buzzy feeling he was getting.
Shane turned around and leaned back like he had been, but this time he leaned over to the night stand and pulled out a black bag of some sort. He set it next to him and went back to stroking himself while he looked at Ilya.
“You’re so hot. Watching me touch myself. You don’t get to touch me puppy because you were bad. You let someone else touch you so now you have to watch. You like to watch, don't you?”
Ilya nodded, not even trying to speak around the fabric. His eyes were glued to Shane’s cock, which was wet and leaking and so hard and he wanted it in his mouth and then he heard a whimpering noise and realized it was him again. He closed his eyes, trying to center himself and heard Shane.
“Open your eyes. I want you to watch. In fact, get closer. Come up on the bed, but stay up on your knees, back there.”
Ilya blinked and slowly stood, getting on the bed, and kneeling again, his eyes glued to Shane’s hand.
“Good boy. Now you’re being a good puppy for me. I know you want to be good for me don’t you?”
Ilya found his head nodding without meaning to. A clear thought managed to run through his head as he knew he was going to spank his kitten for this. So hard. That thought flew out of his head though as Shane’s finger started circling his rim, just tapping against it, watching Ilya’s face. He put the finger in his own mouth, sucking and licking it, before finally sliding it out. He went back to circle his tight hole again, eventually pushing it slowly inside of him. His head tilted back and his mouth opened a little and Ilya nearly lost it. He tried to speak and couldn’t and one of his hands reached up to yank the fabric out.
“Puppy. If you touch that, I will tie you up. But I’m not sure I could tie you tight enough, so I’d have to use my handcuffs. Actual, real handcuffs. So I’d be very careful if I were you.”
Ilya’s hand lowered and he tried to control his breathing. He wanted him so bad. He wanted to taste him and suck him and lick him and fold him in half and fuck him until he screamed for mercy. He groaned again as Shane pulled his finger out and actually put lube on his fingers, sliding two in this time, his hips coming off the bed as they slid all the way in and he let out a moan. Ilya moaned against the gag and Shane looked up at him, almost as if realizing he was there still. His fingers were still inside himself but he watched Ilya’s chest which was heaving at this point and he suddenly looked up at his eyes.
“Ilya. Look at me. Now.”
He forced his eyes away from that hole that was stretching around fingers and looked at Shane’s eyes.
“You can’t talk, but if you need to stop, you take it out and tell me a color. Understand? But if you take it out and don’t need to stop, you’re in trouble. Ok?”
Ilya nodded slowly as his eyes went back to those fingers. Shane leaned back again and fucked himself with those fingers, occasionally managing to hit that spot that Ilya loved which made him moan and arch his hips up. Ilya’s cock was leaking and aching and he wanted to plunge it into Shane so bad that he’d started letting out constant noises without even realizing it. Shane looked up at him and smiled as he pulled his fingers out.
“Is this what you want puppy? You want to be inside me and fill me up?”
Ilya nodded immediately, his eyes pleading with Shane.
“I don’t think you’re sorry enough yet. I don’t think you’re sorry at all.”
Ilya groaned. He was so sorry. He would never fucking do it again. He watched as Shane picked up the black bag he’d pulled out and suddenly had a horrible feeling. His head started shaking no like a crazy person as Shane pulled out a purple dildo from the bag and started to drip lube on it. Ilya was screaming against the gag, he was going to kill him. Shane for his part just watched him for a second, making sure he was fine, before letting the toy rest against his hole.
“Poor puppy. You have to watch while I fuck myself because you were so bad. You don’t even get to help. Just watch. Maybe if I think you’re good enough, I’ll let you touch yourself.”
Where the fuck had he been keeping this evil toy, Ilya had never fucking seen it. He was pleading with Shane, begging through the gag, please don’t, please let me, oh fuck, I’m so sorry, I’ll never do it again. Please please please.
He watched Shane push the toy against his rim, the tip entering him. It wasn’t as big as Ilya was, but it still stretched his hole. Ilya’s hole around it. He whimpered and whined and felt his eyes water. He bit down on the fabric to try to keep from making any noise. But  when Shane noticed, he pushed the toy in further and told him, his voice breathy and trembling.
“I like it when you whine for me puppy. Do it more. Be a good boy.”
Ilya’s eyes literally rolled back in his head as he felt himself listen and he whined and whimpered and realized he would do whatever Shane wanted right now. His constant noises made Shane smile and he pushed the toy all the way in, his mouth opening and a whimper came out of him as he slowly pulled it partly back out again. Ilya’s cheeks were wet and his whining seemed to be doing whatever Shane wanted as he started fucking himself with the toy harder. He watched Ilya and looked down at his cock, licking his lips.
“Touch yourself puppy.”
Ilya’s hand immediately wrapped around himself, stroking and letting himself fuck his own hand. The other hand reached out involuntarily towards Shane, just barely touching his foot and Shane smiled wickedly. The toy didn’t stop, but he looked at Ilya’s face which was wet with tears, and whispered to him,
“Did you just touch me without permission? You want me to get my cuffs? You do don’t you?”
Ilya’s head shook frantically, and he whined more. Shane slid the toy in him farther and made a noise as his cock jerked on his stomach. Watching Ilya tremble, he finally told him,
“Stop touching yourself. Right now puppy.”
Ilya stopped immediately. Just waiting. For another command. Shane smiled gently at him,
“See, I knew you could be good for me.”
He pulled the toy out and tossed it aside, and let Ilya look at his loose hole for a second.
“Come here puppy.”
Ilya crawled up to him, blinking as he tried to focus on what Shane was telling him to do. To be good. He felt that hand come out to pet his head and he leaned into it again, not wanting to lose contact with it. The hand reached up and rubbed wetness of his cheek and then Shane leaned up to kiss his cheeks. A hand came up to his mouth and he heard a whisper,
“Open. But don’t fucking speak or it goes right back.”
Ilya nodded and opened his mouth wider, which was harder than it had any right to be. He felt the fabric go away and he closed his mouth, licking his lips and hanging his head for a minute.
“Ohhh yes, that’s a good boy. Good puppy. Do you want to touch me?”
Ilya nodded as Shane forced his chin up to look at him.
“Oh puppy, I’ve never seen you like this. So quiet and good and well behaved. Look at your eyes. You’ve been so good. You can lick my cock. Slowly.”
Ilya whined again even without the gag and slowly moved down to slowly drag his tongue along the tip of Shane’s red, throbbing cock, taking all the liquid there and swallowing it. He changed his position so he could reach up and hold it up for him, waiting to see if it was ok.
“Go ahead.”
He made a soft noise of pleasure and gently held it up, slowly licking stripes from Shane’s balls up to the tip of him, over and over again until Shane was trembling.
“Fuuuck Ilya, your mouth is so good. You’re such a good puppy. Licking your toy.”
His hand grabbed those curls and he hissed at him,
“Open your mouth puppy.”
Ilya did immediately and was rewarding with Shane’s entire cock going into it as he was pulled all the way on. His tongue was under that cock, letting it rest on him, throbbing in his mouth.
“I’m going to fuck your mouth and you better swallow every drop, understand?”
Ilya nodded and whimpered again as Shane immediately fucked up into him, hitting the back of his throat over and over, the hand tightly holding him still. He talked the whole time and Ilya just closed his eyes and listened, that voice washing over him,
“You are my puppy. Not some girl at a club. Not someone else. Mine. Only mine. No one else gets to touch you, understand? Not again. Only me. Only me gets to see you like this, my cock in your mouth, crying and whining for me, like a good boy. You. Are. Mine. Forever.”
His hand tightened even more in Ilya’s hair somehow as he came into Ilya’s mouth. Ilya was trying to breath and swallow at the same time, his throat taking it all and his eyes let more wetness onto his cheeks to mingle with the spit and drool that had leaked out the corner of his mouth. If you had asked him right now where he was, he didn’t think he could tell you. He didn’t care. As long as Shane was touching him. When that cock had finally stopped and gone mostly soft, his head was pulled off and up, and greedy lips found his. He moaned into them and let Shane have his tongue, sucking and nibbling on him. His own cock was throbbing and pushing against the bed, but he didn’t care, he only cared what Shane was doing, which at the moment, was pulling back and whispering in his ear.
“I love you so much puppy. You’re so fucking good. Come fuck me, I want you to fill me up.”
Shane dripped a little lube on Ilya's hand and watched himself rub it over his cock. Ilya felt like he was moving in slow motion, but he eagerly pulled back enough to pull Shane’s thighs up with his hands and push his angry cock against that loosened hole. He waited, not knowing how he wanted it, but afraid to speak. Shane looked at him and smiled,
“Good puppy. No speaking. Fuck me hard baby. Don’t fucking come until you make me hard and I come again, understand?”
Ilya nodded and wasted no time, snapping his hips forward in one smooth movement, impaling that tight hole on himself. Shane arched up and yelled his name, as he stretched fully around Ilya, his walls inside burning at the abrupt entrance, his hands coming down on Ilya’s back and his nails digging in as they dragged up his back. Ilya whimpered again, and knew he wouldn’t last long at this point. His hand found Shane’s cock and was relieved to find him already getting hard again. One hand wrapped around him, the other holding Shane’s thigh up higher so that he was suddenly stroking over his prostrate more often. Shane’s whimpers melded with his and he had no idea which was which. He let himself go and just kept moving, Shane’s hands digging scratches on his back as he held on while Ilya pounded into him. 
“Oh my god Ilya, yes, fuucck, so good, don’t fucking stop. Oh god, I’m going to come again, you feel so fucking good. Oh please please, don’t stop, fuck.”
The voice slid over Ilya who was so far gone, he couldn’t have told you a word that Shane said, but he didn’t stop, his hand stroking hard as his hips kept moving, feeling Shane’s walls start to tighten around him, milking him as a deep guttural noise erupted from him, eventually turning into Shane’s name over and over, not caring that he was speaking when he shouldn’t be. Shane didn’t seem to notice either and exploded over his hand, come shooting out all over himself and painting Ilya’s fingers with white thick ropes of warmth. He didn’t let go, kept his fingers wrapped loosely around Shane, and kept going, finally whimpering and asking,
“Please”
Shane nodded and managed to lean up just a little, to put his mouth on Ilya’s neck and whisper to him,
“Yes puppy, you can come.”
Ilya’s eyes closed, his hips still moving into Shane’s tight hole, whining as he was about to explode. Shane, without having any idea what it would do to Ilya, managed to bite into his neck at the exact moment he was coming, which sent him so far over that he might have actually passed out for just a quick second as he screamed Shane’s name. His cock jerked and throbbed and filled Shane’s hole until he could feel his warm come trying to push out around him. He felt like he came and came and came and he was still moving. He wasn’t sure he had ever come this hard. His vision went black and the next thing he remembered was Shane pulling his chin up, and looking half panicked. He was still inside of him, so it hadn’t been more than a few seconds. He blinked his eyes open and Shane took a deep breath, kissing his cheeks and his lips and his eyelids as Ilya let them close again.
“Oh my god, I’m sorry, I don’t know what I did, but I’m so sorry. Are you ok?”
Ilya let his hand come up and cover Shane’s mouth as his head lay weakly on his chest. Ilya’s voice was hoarse and trembling as he finally spoke,
“SHhhh. I’m good. You did nothing wrong. You are perfect.”
Shane let his hand pet Ilya’s head, rubbing through his hair over and over, both of them making a noise as Ilya moved just enough to slowly slide out of Shane. Ilya tried to move off of Shane, he knew he was heavy, but he couldn’t. Shane seemed content to let him lay there panting while a hand just rubbed him over and over. Ilya didn’t even realize that he was crying until Shane reached up to wipe his cheek at one point. He couldn’t have told you why. He couldn’t have spoken coherently still he didn’t think. He closed his eyes and just focused on breathing. Shane eventually started whispering to him again, telling him how good he was, and how much Shane loved him. His tears stopped and he eventually managed to roll off of Shane, leaning up to kiss him long and slow, his body curled around Shane needily.
He felt Shane’s lips on his neck just below his ear,
“Ilya. Look at me please.”
Ilya managed to tilt his head enough to see Shane’s face.
“That was so fucking hot. You were so good for me. I won’t do it again though, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you cry.”
A hoarse laugh came out of his mouth as he shook his head,
“Shane, zhizn moya. You made me come so hard I think I actually passed out. If you fucking apologize for that, I will never suck your cock again. Understand? I am just… not used to that. To be out of my head like that. I did not mean to scare you. It was beautiful and wonderful.”
He dropped his head as he saw Shane’s smile again.
“Ok, good, cuz I fucking loved it.”
He laughed against Shane’s chest and put a finger to his mouth, smiling as the other man reverted back to normal and took it in his mouth immediately.
“You can love it all you want, and I don’t care how hard I came, you know I’m going to spank you so hard for it later.”
Shane laughed around his finger, mumbling,
“So worth it.”
Shane seemed to know he needed to come down a little before trying to move, so they lay there cuddling in sweat and come until finally, Ilya felt normal enough to move. Shane kissed his head and told him that he would go turn the shower on, Ilya just nodding as he lay there still. He managed to drag himself out of bed, and pull all the linens off, but he felt groggy still. What the fuck. Shane came in and led him to the shower and he let himself be pulled. He nearly had a battle with the other man though when he took the bandage off.
“Ilya, what are you doing.”
“Barnett said it was ok. As long as I let it dry the whole way before I rebandage it.”
“He did not.”
“Shane, I promise, I don’t have energy to fight about. I swear he did. Every other day he said.”
Shane stared at him and finally agreed,
“If you’re lying to me, I’m going to the store and buying you a fucking puppy collar.”
Ilya choked out a laugh while still glaring at him.
“I think you will not be doing that.”
Shane looked altogether too pleased with himself though and Ilya just groaned. Shane washed him in the shower and Ilya finally gave up and let himself be taken care of. When they were done, they settled on the couch, Ilya without a shirt, letting his wound air dry. Shane got him a Coke and turned on a hockey game. Ilya was watching, but was half asleep and Shane smiled as his eyes closed finally and he slept for an hour or so while Shane watched the game.
The rest of the afternoon and evening was spent lazily. They watched tv, Shane read, Ilya played on his phone, feeling ridiculously relaxed. Ilya was on his phone doing something when Shane’s phone rang. Seeing it was Hayden, he answered only to hear Hayden yelling at him.
“SHANE, Make him stop. Right fucking now.”
“Hayd, what are you talking about?”
“Your Russian sociopath boyfriend. Is texting my wife.”
“What? No he’s not.”
He glanced up and Ilya was at the other end of the couch, looking quite amused, his necklace in his mouth while he typed on his phone.
“Oh. Maybe he is, just a second, I’m putting you on speaker.”
The room was suddenly filled with Hayden yelling,
“Fucking Rozanov, stop texting my wife.”
Ilya ignored the noise. Shane smiled,
“Ilya, what are you doing? Who are you talking to?”
“Girls.”
Shane rolled his eyes,
“Did we not just have a whole thing about girls?”
Ilya looked up and gave him a look.
“Girls night girls.”
“SEE, I told you, it’s Jackie, tell him to stop.”
Shane frowned,
“Ilya, are you texting Jackie?”
He nodded,
“And Caitlyn and Amy and Jennifer.”
Hayden groaned over the phone,
“Shane, make him stop. Those are mom’s at the school and Jackie’s friends, get him on a leash or something.”
Shane nearly choked as Ilya glared at the phone, but managed to tell Hayden,
“Bad choice of words just this moment Hayd. Ilya, why are you texting all of them?”
“Jackie made girls night chat and invited me.”
Ilya was frowning,
“Shane, what is hall pass?”
Hayden nearly went crazy,
“SHANE, tell him to stop right fucking now.”
Shane was getting whiplash at this point, but he gave Ilya a smile,
“A hall pass? It’s when you tell your wife or husband, or boyfriend/girlfriend that they can have a pass. To fuck someone. Like usually it’s a celebrity or something. Someone that if they walked in the room and said hey, let’s go… you can go fuck them and your partner isn’t going to get mad. Like a one time ticket. It’s usually someone you know doesn’t realistically ever have a chance of happening. Who is talking about a hall pass?”
Ilya cackled like a mad person, just as Hayden started yelling again.
“SHANE, NO. Don’t fucking listen to him. Jackie is fucking with him. OMG, tell him to get out of that group chat.”
“Ilya?”
“SHANE NO. He’s lying, OMG, Jackie fucking stop telling him lies.”
“I told Lady Pike that Hayden said he looks at your body.”
Shane groaned,
“SHANE NO, PLEASE for the love of god tell him to shut up.”
Ilya grinned and looked over at the phone,
“Next time Pike, you will not make stupid statement, yes?”
“SHANE.”
“Hayden, stop yelling at me. I can’t fucking kick him out of a group chat that your wife invited him to.”
Ilya continued as if he hadn’t ever stopped,
“So I told Lady Pike that Bad FBI Pike says he likes your body better than mine and she said,”
He looked at his phone so he didn’t get it wrong,
“Well, duh, Shane is his hall pass.”
Hayden shrieked and then went quiet before babbling,
“Shane, she’s fucking with him, I swear to god. Oh my god, I’m hanging up now. I hate you Rozanov.”
He hung up and Shane was just sitting there with his mouth open as Ilya laughed and laughed and laughed.
They did not speak of what Jackie had told him, but Ilya was just laughing to himself on and off the rest of the evening though. They ordered dinner, Ilya having a huge order of pasta and Shane getting chicken, and occasionally taking a bite of pasta that Ilya would hold out to him.
When they finally went to bed, they played more, Ilya reasserting himself and making Shane beg to come. They were finally coming down, Shane back to being wrapped around Ilya and his hand in his curls, when Ilya leaned down to kiss him gently.
“You know you do not get a hall pass right? Especially for Hayden fucking Pike.”
Shane choked and started laughing, just nodding his head. 
“He’ll never be able to look at you again. Or me now. You know that Jackie was just messing with you both right?”
Ilya stared at the ceiling, a small smile on his lips.
“I do not think so kotik, but you believe what you want.”
Shane fell asleep first and Ilya lay there listening to him breath, it was his most favorite way to fall asleep.
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    Chapter Summary
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  Sunday morning started with a round of how many times can Shane come, which left them both lazy and breathless, eventually showering slowly together, trying not to let their petting turn into more again.
They spent the afternoon wandering Grand Bazaar, holding hands as they walked around and looked at things that neither of them needed. Shane had to pull Ilya away from a horrible old painting of a cat hissing that he swore looked just like Shane. Ilya made a note of where it was, fully intending to own it someday.
He got an ice cream cone and made Shane take a bite, just so he could watch his tongue come out and lick it, groaning as he did. Shane just nudged him,
“Fuck you.”
“Here? I’m sure I can find somewhere semi-private.”
Finishing his ice cream with a smile, he let Shane pull him over to an old book stall that had old sports books. He leaned back and watched, a small smile tugging at his lips at how happy Shane was to flip through them before he finally chose one and bought it.
Ilya picked up a sheer shirt at a vintage clothing stall and held it up over his chest, watching Shane look at it and shake his head.
“You don’t like?”
“I do like, but you’d wear it out and then you’d be in trouble and crawling again.”
He met Ilya’s eyes as he said it and Ilya felt his cheeks flush. WHAT THE FUCK. He growled and pulled Shane in for a kiss, startling a woman near them who took a few steps away. Shane pulled away laughing and apologizing, grabbing the shirt from Ilya and putting it back before guiding them away from the booth.
“You can’t growl at me like that in public.”
“Then don’t say ridiculous things.”
“You know what else growls..”
Ilya stared at him.
“Do not say it, or I will find somewhere and take you over my knee right here.”
Shane laughed but looked around nervously as if trying to be sure there was nowhere that could actually happen. The rest of the afternoon was perhaps the most wonderful day Ilya ever had that didn’t involve sex. Not that he objected to that again later. But he tried to think back and could not remember the last time he spent a day wandering a market, eating ice cream, holding someone’s hand. Never. That’s why he could not remember it. He flung his arm over Shane’s shoulder and pulled him close, loving that he could do it and not have to worry about people staring at them. Shane leaned against him and they wandered a bit more before finally deciding to go home. Ilya realized that’s how he thought of it. Not necessarily Shane’s apartment, just wherever Shane was. He let himself relax and pushed away the small part of him that always worried about, ‘what if and when’.
They made dinner together, using a recipe Shane had found and they had shopped for on the way home, managing not to burn the apartment down. Shane followed things to the letter and yelled at Ilya when he tried to sneak something in, like hot sauce.
“Hot sauce doesn’t go on fish, Ilya.
“Hot sauce goes on everything, Shane.”
He won and managed to sprinkle a little into the sauce when Shane wasn’t looking. The food was good, even though it was fish, and Shane actually ate more than usual. Maybe they would have to cook together again.
They watched a hockey game, Shane with a book in his lap as he leaned against Ilya’s chest, sitting between his legs. When the game was over, Ilya gently took the book from Shane and set it on the table. Leaning down to nibble on Shane’s neck, he told him to take his clothes off. He watched, his cock already starting to thicken as Shane did as he was told, stripping and then looking at him, waiting.
Ilya sat up and put a cushion down next to him and watched as Shane looked at it and then back to Ilya, his head giving a tiny shake no.
A small smirk curved onto Ilya’s lips,
“Come here moya lyubov, over my knee.”
“Why?”
“I need a reason? No. Because I want to see your pretty ass all red for me”
“But..”
“Why do you act as if you don’t like it? You came on my leg last time, kotik, now get over here. I told you that I was going to spank you. It makes me happy. You make me happy. I want to fuck you with your bottom all pretty from my hand. Ok?”
Shane walked closer to him and leaned over and whispered against his lips,
“Kiss me first.”
Ilya pulled him onto his lap and kissed him so long with so much need that both of them were breathless when he finally let go. Shane gave him a beautiful smile,
“Thank you.”
Ilya could only watch as the other man then draped himself over Ilya’s knee and laid his head down on the cushion. When Ilya didn’t move fast enough, just admiring the sight, that beautiful ass wiggled and pushed Shane’s growing hardness into his thigh.
“Oh, that’s how it is Shane? We will see.”
He wasted no time, not going as slow as he had last time, Shane soon crying and begging for him to stop. He told him that he’d stop when he came on Ilya’s leg again. Shane stopped moving for a moment, and Ilya leaned over and kissed his lower back. 
“Shane, color?”
A muffled answer, mixed with sniffs came to him,
“Green.”
“But you are ok? If you come, I will stop, that’s what you want, yes? Begging for me to stop. Your ass looks so pretty for me,”
“No.”
“Yes, it does. It looks beautiful.”
A groan floated out from Shane’s hidden face and he wiggled just a little,
“I don’t want you to stop.”
Ilya stared down, so glad that Shane couldn’t see his face.
“Oh. You just like to beg me then. It’s ok, I would beg me too if I could. You have sealed your fate now though, zolotse. I will be spanking you every fucking week.”
‘Fuck you.”
“Oh so soon.”
He spanked his kitten more, a little harder until Shane really was yelping loudly with each smack. It didn’t take long that time for him to cover Ilya’s leg with his wetness, his ass bright red. Listening to Shane’s sobs and gulping breath, Ilya leaned over and licked a red spot on one cheek, sucking it into his mouth and being rewarded with a loud hiss.
He leaned up and slapped the cheek, Shane jumping.
“Up kotik, I want to fuck you this time with that pretty red ass staring at me.”
They made it to the bedroom and Ilya made good on his promise, switching positions midway through and asking Shane to bite him again, before he came this time. He wasn’t sure if his brief lapse in consciousness was because of the whole night the other time or just from the bite when he came, but he didn’t want to find out again just yet. He knew it had startled Shane, himself too if he were honest.
Once they had cleaned up, they cuddled together, Ilya groaning because he knew he had to get back to reality. This weekend had shown him something and he was so afraid now, but he refused to think about it again.
He woke and Shane was gone, another note on the mirror in the bathroom. He smiled and kept it also, stopping to look at the picture of them that Shane had taped to his bedroom mirror. He knew Shane liked to touch it when he walked by and he thought it was adorable. He reached up and barely touched it, watching as it moved and jerking his hand back. If he knocked it off, Shane would have a fit. His eyes went to the two different spots on his neck that had perfect Shane teethmarks, his fingers drifting over them.
Getting dressed, he was eating a bowl of cereal when his phone rang.
“What?”
“You wanted to talk?”
“Dmitri. I did. Where?”
He nodded at the location and looked at the time.
“I will be there. Just you, yes? No Alexei?”
“Just me.”
Shane was back before long, and managed to do his yoga without Ilya bothering him too much. Ilya was driving him to work and noticed Shane watching behind him, looking at cars carefully.
“What are you looking at?”
“Can you tell which car is following us?”
Ilya jumped and immediately began scanning behind them before he remembered.
“You’re trying to see if you can find your FBI tail?”
‘Yes. I thought I was decent, but I can’t always find them. It’s just a game now.”
Ilya smiled and watched behind them, changing lanes once or twice.
“It’s a dark blue sedan, four doors, two men, the driver has a red tie on.”
Shane looked behind them and groaned.
“I don’t know how I missed it. That was pretty quick for you though. Had practice?”
Ilya just stared ahead, not sure how to answer that, finally just nodding and giving a small smile,
“A little.”
He dropped Shane at work, telling him he'd talk to him later about tonight.
Driving to his meeting with Dmitri, he realized he needed to get the burner he had given Ana the number to and make arrangements with her. Her father should be here already.
He pulled up to the small diner that had been chosen and looked around, trying to spot anything out of place. Seeing nothing, he walked in and went to the corner booth where the other man was sitting already. Waiting until the waitress had come and he ordered a Coke to speak to him.
“What’s up?”
Dmitri just looked at him.
“You said we should talk. So talk.”
Ilya took the Coke and took a drink.
“Why are you helping me?”
“Because we were friends.”
“Yes, and you said that counted for one thing. So why again.”
Dmitri just shrugged and wouldn’t meet his eye.
“Dmitri, please. Why are you with him still?”
“Because I’m not like you, Ilya. I can’t just leave. I’m not the best any more, I never was. I’m expendable. You leave, they try to reel you in however they can. I leave, they just fucking kill me. So I do what we were taught. Whatever they tell me.”
“And if they tell you to kill my… Shane. If they tell you to kill him? Or me. You will just blindly do it?”
His eyes dragged up to Ilya and he could see the sorrow and pain in them. It took him by surprise.
“No. I might pretend. That way you will just kill me like you did Misha.”
Ilya nearly choked on the drink he had just taken.
Dmitri just shrugged at him.
“I’m tired, Ilya. I don’t want to be here anymore. It took me longer than you, but I understand now. But that’s my only way out. I’d rather have you do it than them.”
Ilya stared at him, blinking back something.
“Are you asking me to do it? That’s what you want?”
Dmitri just shrugged.
“Yes. No. I don’t know. I just would rather you look me in my face and do it than have them torture me and do it when I finally refuse something. I’m not like you. I cannot take what you did. I don’t know how you came out of any of it sane.”
Ilya shook his head,
“I didn’t Dmitri. I just put it all away. Everything of me. Locked up inside. You don’t want that either. Trust me. But I’m not doing it. I’m not just… well. I’m not. I can’t just do that to you. It’s different than Misha. You. Are different than Misha.”
The other man nodded at him, an unreadable expression on his face.
“I know. I knew you would not. Locked away or not, you’re not a monster.”
“I’m not so sure about that Dmitri. I’ve still done a lot of bad things.”
He drank more Coke, thinking and arguing with himself.
“Dima, look at me.”
When he did, Ilya looked at his eyes and made a decision.
“Dima. I will tell you something in confidence because you took care of me once when I was nearly dead. If this is some sort of trick and you betray me to them, then I will become that monster. I will do something that turns them on you and what they did to me will seem like nothing. I may not be able to do it myself, but I will make it happen. Understand? I need to know, are you with them or no?”
His voice was nearly a whisper as his head shook,
“No. I will tell them nothing.”
Ilya watched him and decided it was worth the risk, he could not see him like this, begging to die.
“What if I can get you away? I have something I’m doing right now. I’m not telling you details without knowing where you stand, but what if I can get you free. They’d think you were dead. You’d have new name, new life. Start over. Be whoever you want to be.”
Dmitri stared at him and shook his head.
“I wouldn’t know who to be.”
“Who cares. You learn. Find yourself. It’s a one time offer. I can only do it now. I can tell you though that if all goes my way in the next couple of months, that Sergeev and Alexei will hopefully not be a problem anymore. So maybe someone new will step up and it will be better. But you have to choose.”
There was a tiny spark in his eye.
“You can really do that? They would think I’m dead?”
“Yes. It’s a one time thing. Harder than killing people, much more work.”
He smiled at the man across from him,
“But for you. I will do. Is that what you want?”
“So much.”
“Good. Send me a headshot of you to this address.”
He texted him an email address.
“I need you to be ready. I don’t have exact timeline for this. I have someone to talk to soon and I will have better idea. But if I say now, you have to be ready to go. Understand?”
“I will. Are you sure Ilya?”
“I’m sure that I am not killing you. I’m sure that I am not leaving you again. I should have brought you the last time. Ignored your stupid complaining.”
Ilya stood up,
“I have things to do. Send me the picture. Stay out of trouble. It may be a couple of weeks.”
Dmitri stood and gave him an impulsive hug. Ilya smiled and hugged him back.
“Stop or Shane will be jealous.”
Dmitri snorted and gave him a genuine smile, the first he’d seen on the man’s face in years.
“We can’t have that can we. I haven’t seen anything of Daniil. Alexei knows where he is, but I cannot get him to tell me.”
“Stop trying. Do not call any more attention to yourself than you have to.”
He turned and walked towards the door, turning around as he understood the small feeling loosening in his chest, something he might not even have examined before.
“Dima.”
He got a curious look,
“I have missed you.”
He left, glancing around again and still seeing nothing, but not liking the itch between his shoulderblades. He stood at his car, pulling out a cigarette, smoking it as he continued to scan the surroundings. He finally shrugged and got into the car, heading to his apartment.
When he left, a teenager that had been sitting in a booth next to the door inside took one more look at the other man, who was just sitting at the table they had been at looking relieved. The boy went outside and got on a bike, riding a few blocks over, going to a man in a black car. He showed him a picture on his phone and accepted an envelope, heading home, happy to have made some extra money for just taking a picture.
Ilya pulled the burner out of the safe and checked the voicemail, listening to the one that was there.
‘It’s me, Ana, no wait, I picked a new one. Eva. Get it ‘cuz I’m getting a new life. Anyway, that’s what I want. Nice and short like Ana. Anastasia was always so long and uppity. Was I supposed to pick a last name? If so, I want Eva Volkova. If not, you pick, but don’t make it gross. Daddy’s here. When do you want him to be here? Caaallll me. Or have that delicious friend of yours do it.”
He rolled his eyes but wrote the name down and got busy on his laptop, filling out some paperwork to get started before he called her back. He also emailed Pyotr her information. When he was done, he called from the burner.
“Dima sweetheart when can I see you. I’m so lonely. I’ve cut all my friends loose and I need company.”
“Ana. You are a menace. Can you get…”
“Do you like my new name? You should call me that now so I can get used to it.”
“Eva. When can you get your father there? Tomorrow night? I want to get this started. Assuming he agrees, he will need time for what I want and so will you.”
“What if he doesn’t agree?”
“I will convince him.”
“But..
“Eva. I will convince him. We do not have a choice. He agrees or you die eventually. He will not let that happen.”
“Ok. I’m going to be lonely wherever I go, aren't I?”
“You will make friends. You are pretty and smart. People will flock to you. Besides, you may be having someone come with you. He may choose to relocate, but for now, I just need somewhere to put him.”
“Ohhhh is it Ryan?”
“No. He is mine.”
“WHAT. I thought you had a boyfriend.”
“Eva. Not like that. He stays with me. He works for me.”
“Ok fine. Is the new person hot?”
Ilya rolled his eyes but thought about it and then rolled his eyes again because he was thinking about it.
“Yes. He is. Not as hot as me.”
“Dima sweetheart, nobody is as hot as you. One of these days you’ll convince your boyfriend to let me have you just one time.”
“Ahhhh yes, I just learned about hall pass. Like that?”
“OH MY GOD YES. Can I be your hall pass?”
“No Eva. I do not want a hall pass.”
“Fuck. Ok, I hope the new guy is hot. What’s his name?”
“You don’t need to know that yet.”
“Ok, so tomorrow then? What time? Are you going to just be inside like always?”
“Yes, how many guards will he bring?”
“I don’t know. He’s got like 10 with him at the hotel, but probably he’ll bring 2. I can tell him I don’t want them in my apartment, he might listen and make them stay outside. I’ll give him the key so he can just come in. Am I supposed to be there?”
“Yes, but maybe in the bedroom. You can listen, you may hear things about me you don’t like though. But if I have trouble convincing him, I will bring you out and you can tell him you’re already on board. It might help.”
“I already know you’re a hired killer Dima. What else could possibly be worse. Are you a bad one? That would be worse. That I fell for your shit and you’re bad.”
He laughed at her,
“I am not a bad one. What time?”
“Do you want it dark or does it not matter? How about 7 o’clock? I can tell him I’m making him a special dinner.”
“You cook?”
“Yes Dima, I’m not useless.”
Ilya smiled and finally asked her,
“You know my name isn’t Dima right?”
“Yes. Would you like me to use your real one?”
“Do you know it?”
“Yes.”
“Then no. I was just checking how good you are. Have you seen anything about the man from the picture I showed you?”
“Yes and no. I’ve gotten tidbits, but not an actual location. I’ll keep looking.”
“Thank you Eva. I will be there by 6 in case he comes early.”
“Until then. Ilyusha. Tell Cliff he’s still delicious.”
“I said don’t use it.”
“Yes, but you didn’t believe that I knew it. Goodbye Ilya.”
She hung up and he sat staring at the phone with a grin. He eventually deleted her voicemail and turned the phone off.
He called Pyotr and talked with him about her information and told him he was going to have another to be added to it. Finally he asked about Misha's phone,
“I deleted your number Ilya, but they could have pulled it already. I’d be ready just in case. However, the good news. It was a burner pre-paid. It was not linked to an account in his name. So if you took the phone, and they don’t know the phone number, there’s nothing for them to look up.”
“Well that is good news then. I can’t imagine why they would know his phone number. I will hope not in any case. Thanks Pyotr. Did the documents from the flash drive check out?”
“Yes, I can’t see anything wrong with them. They’re quite professional. I’ve put them in the appropriate places, so if anyone pulls up his name, they’ll pop right up.”
“I love you, Pyotr.”
“I know.”
He went into the kitchen and noticed the bowl with the few pills left in it. Probably he should have taken those to Shane’s. Staring at them, he shrugged and took 3 of them. There. Done for the day. There were only 2 left, he would take them tomorrow the correct way.
He spent the afternoon setting up accounts and documents that he would need. Cliff texted him mid afternoon to tell him he was taking Shane home and that he had said Ilya should come over if he wanted.
When he had finished what he thought he could do for the day, he did just that. They spent another quiet evening together. Shane was in a good mood, having gotten what he needed by Shaefer getting arrested. He didn’t tell Ilya that since he couldn’t talk about his cases, but he had mentioned getting a warrant they’d been waiting on for awhile. Ilya took him to bed in celebration and kept him there the rest of the night.
He woke alone the next morning, he hated the weekdays when Shane was running. He wondered if he could make Hayden disappear and if anyone other than Lady Pike and mini-Pike’s would notice. It was worth a thought. That was it, he would just start running with him. He hated getting up that early, but it was better than waking up alone. He’d gotten so used to being tangled with Shane’s warmth that it bothered him now. He knew that would last all of two days maybe before he stopped. Why couldn’t Shane run in the evenings like a reasonable person.
He dragged himself out of bed and walked by the mirror. He reached out without thinking about it and poked the picture, cursing at it for Shane running. He cursed louder though when the picture tilted even more. 
“Fuck.”
He went through the kitchen drawers looking for tape, but didn’t see any. He would ask Shane and fix it later. Fixing a bowl of cereal, he ate it standing up. He was anxious about tonight and wasn’t sure he was going to be good company today, so was curious to see if Shane was going to work or not. He didn’t have long to wait as Shane came in and gave him that look as he looked at the cereal.
“Moya lyubov, it’s so good. Stop giving it the evil eye. Come have a bite.”
“Not a chance. Doing yoga, do not knock me over.”
Ilya took his bowl with him and stood at the door, not really eating, just drooling over Shane in shorts doing poses with his ass stuck in the air. He took a step once and immediately got a warning,
“Ilya. No.”
“So mean to me.”
“Shut up or you can watch from your knees.”
Ilya snorted and shook his head,
“I think not, kotik. I was being nice that night.”
Shane actually interrupted himself and walked over to him, taking the bowl and setting it on a small desk that was near the door. He let his hand run lightly over the fabric of Ilya’s pants until he reached his cock, just barely letting his fingers graze over him.
“Just being nice.”
“Yes. You were angry at me and I let you play.”
Shane hummed,
“Is that right? So if I told you right now to get on your knees and suck my cock, you wouldn’t do it?”
“That’s different.”
“Is it?”
Ilya nodded, not sure of the argument he was trying to make.
“So if I said, Ilya, my little puppy, get on your knees and be good for me and watch me do yoga… you wouldn’t do it?”
Ilya just stared at him, blinking.
Shane stared back, waiting, whether for an answer or for Ilya to do it, he wasn’t sure. He swallowed and shook his head, his voice not sounding sure of himself at all.
“No”
Shane pouted at him and scrunched his nose just a little and with one finger, pushed Ilya’s shoulder towards the ground and gave him a brilliant smile when he sank down to his knees.
Ilya groaned,
“Not fair.”
“That’s what I thought. Stay.”
He sat on the ground, about to go into some ridiculous pose.
Ilya growled,
“Shane,”
“Ilya, really? You haven’t learned how to be my puppy yet? I’m going to buy a real gag.”
Ilya moved and in one moment was on top of him pinning him down, holding his wrists to the ground while he straddled him. Shane was squirming underneath him as Ilya lowered his mouth to his neck and bit him, not as hard as usual, but still firmly, his tongue sliding over the skin between his teeth. He didn’t let go until Shane’s entire body relaxed and was limp. He pulled back and captured those lips, showing him exactly who was in charge right that instant. Leaning back, he looked down with a smile at Shane’s face which was smiling at him with wide pupils.
“You were saying kotik?”
“I was saying you should take me to bed and have your way with me please.”
Mimicking Shane's words back to him,
“That’s what I thought.”
He proceeded to do just that, making his kitten come three times before they were finished. Sprawled on top of him, breathing hard, Shane’s hand in its customary place wrapped in his hair, he heard him whisper in his ear.
“See, I got what I wanted anyway, thank you puppy.”
Ilya started laughing until he eventually rolled off of him so he didn’t hurt him.
He licked his neck as he snuggled into him.
“You are a troublemaker Shane Hollander.”
“Yes, but you love me.”
“I do. So much. I suppose I can be your puppy once in a while. But do not get carried away or I will have to show you that puppies grow into mean dogs.”
‘That’s ok, you can be my doggie too.”
“Oh my god. I’m going to spank you again.”
“Ok.”
He buried his head into Shane’s neck as he laughed more.
“You are late for work.”
“I don’t care. I had to take care of you and let you make me come three times.”
“Oh thank you, I appreciate you letting me do that for you.”
He got a giggle and a soft, 
“You’re welcome.”
By the time they showered and actually got dressed it was close to noon.
Shane was actually a tiny bit appalled,
“Oh my god, I should have gone to work.”
“This was more fun though.”
He got a kiss for that. 
“It was. Let me check my email, at this point, I’ll probably stay home. I know you have stuff to do tonight. Are you coming back or no?”
“I can, but I don’t know what time it will be. It could be late.”
“That’s ok, I just like to sleep with you.”
“Then I will be here.”
He sat down to wait and see what Shane was doing for sure. The other man was in his office for a while and came back and sat down happily on his lap.
“I’m staying here. I finally. FINALLY. Got the documents I asked for over a week ago. I’m printing some of them, but I want to get to digging through them today.
Kissing his neck, Ilya nodded.
“Ok. I’m glad you got what you wanted. I will let you go through them, I have to get some things ready for tonight. I will see you after. Might be around 10 though.
Shane nodded and kissed him again before getting up so Ilya could stand. They were both more clingy than normal, neither one really wanting to let go, but Ilya finally pulled back and left before they ended up in bed again. He wasn’t sure how many more times he could actually make anything work, but he was willing to give it a try.
Smiling, he drove home to find Cliff waiting for him.
“Big smile boss. Things good I take it.”
“So fucking good Marleau. Never could have imagined.”
Cliff smiled, genuinely happy for him.
“I’m glad. I got your text. We doing this tonight?”
“Yes, but I’m not sure where I want you. He’ll have guards, Ana… sorry, Eva now, says she will try to have them stay outside. Not sure if I want you in with me or outside in case there’s a problem.”
Chewing on his lip for a minute, he finally nodded to himself.
“Outside. You can keep an eye on things, make sure he doesn’t bring extra out. Plus if it goes poorly and he just fucking kills me, you can get out.”
Cliff sighed.
“I hope that doesn’t happen Ilya.”
“You hope? I fucking hope.”
He laughed and Cliff looked at him oddly.
“What?”
“Nothing. Just haven’t seen you like this in awhile.”
“That’s what too much good sex does for you Marleau.”
“Stop right now. Do we need to get anything ready?”
“I don’t think so. It’s just talking. And trying not to get insides pulled out.”
They ordered a late lunch and watched one of Cliff’s action movies, before Ilya finally decided they should go. He strapped his gun on and pulled out his ankle sheath for his knife and groaned.
“Fuck.”
“What’s wrong?”
“Nothing. I’m good. You ready?”
“Yeah. You want a back up gun?”
“No. If it comes to that with his guards, it's probably too late.”
Cliff drove them and they parked a few blocks away and walked.
“Where do you want me then if not inside?”
Ilya nodded over across the front parking lot. There was a bus stop there, with a few people constantly at it.
“Over there maybe. Just long enough to see how many guards he actually brings. You can text me number and then do whatever you feel. Try to keep them in sight if there’s more than two and if any stay outside. Let me know where they are.”
He started to the back of the building and tossed out,
“By the way, Eva says you’re still delicious.”
Cliff barked out a laugh,
“Well she’s not wrong.”
Ilya went up the back stairs and found Eva standing at her door.
“HA. You didn’t get to break in.”
“Get inside, what the hell are you doing?”
“Waiting for you. Where’s C.. Ryan?”
“Outside, so he can tell me how many guards your father actually brings.”
He glanced at his watch and closed the door as they walked in.
“Beer?”
Ilya shook his head.
“Vodka?”
He thought about it and nodded,
“One, to take the edge off.”
“Are you nervous? You should be. This could go very poorly for you.”
“And will that make you sad Eva? If your father kills me?”
“Yes. I’ll try to stop him. He might listen. He would listen if I told him you’re my boyfriend.”
Ilya rolled his eyes and took the vodka she gave him, taking a long drink.
“You want a chair where you usually sit?”
“Yes. He has key?”
She nodded,
“Yes, I gave it to him, told him I might be running a couple minutes late and that I’d appreciate it if his guards stayed outside. I don’t want them in my space. He’s looking for you by the way. He told me he was here to take ‘care’ of someone and that as soon as he found them, he’d be gone.”
“Well, I guess his night will be made easier then. You need to stay in the bedroom unless I call for you. Probably by Ana. I will not traumatize him by using a new name yet.”
He looked at the time again,
“Is he usually on time?”
“Early.”
“Fuck. Go then.”
She filled up his vodka and then put the bottle away, turning the lights out.
“Jump scare!”
He chuckled,
“Perhaps that is bad if his jump scare includes a gun.”
She patted him on the head as she walked by and he nearly flinched because it wasn’t Shane’s hand. What the fuck was wrong with him.
“Don’t die please.”
“I’ll do my best.”
She smiled and disappeared into the bedroom, shutting the door.
He popped his neck and set his gun on his leg. It was ten til when he got a text from Cliff. 
Cliff       I see 4 total plus him. Looks like 2 staying out here.
Ilya        got it, keep an eye on them
Ilya        I suppose you’ll know quickly if it goes poorly
Cliff       Don’t joke
Ilya        wasn’t
He put the phone on do not disturb and took a deep breath. This could go sideways very quickly and he knew it. It had been a risk to even attempt, but from what he had seen, the man was reasonable. Sort of. To people that hadn’t threatened his family.
 He heard the key in the lock and arranged himself casually in the chair, his bored face dropping into place, his hand laying loosely on the gun.
The door opened and the front light turned on. He’d clearly been here before. Another deep breath. He could see the outline of the man as he dropped something on the kitchen counter as he walked past. He fumbled for the light in the living room and Ilya made sure to be staring at his face, when he turned it on. The man’s gun was in his hand in an instant, but Ilya just sat, calmly looking at him. His fingers tapped on the gun in his lap just to call attention to it, but he didn’t pick it up. He could probably kill the other man first if he had to, but he wasn’t sure about the guards that would then come bursting in the door. Probably. He’d rather it not come to that.
The man was tense, understandably, as he looked around and started to open his mouth. Ilya took his hand off the gun and put a finger to his mouth over his lips.
“Please. Do not.”
“Where is Ana?”
Ilya shrugged,
“I’m sure she’ll be here soon. She was meeting you for dinner I believe.”
“You’re him? The one who took the pictures? And threatened my fucking family?”
Ilya nodded,
“I am. Would you like to sit?”
“No, I’d like to fucking kill you. You clearly are delusional. Unless you’ve got an army in here somewhere, you’re a dead man.”
Ilya held a hand up off the gun and picked up his vodka, taking a sip.
“Maybe. You can kill me if you want. But if I had wanted you dead, you’d have been that way the moment you walked in and your guards 5 seconds later.”
“No, you just want my family dead.”
“Actually, I do not. That is why I would like to talk. Please. Hear me out. If you’d like to kill me after, then I will not attempt to stop you.”  lies  
“You’ve got balls, that’s for sure. Go ahead, make your case for whatever you’re after, then I can kill you and have dinner with my daughter.”
Ilya nodded, thinking perhaps he should have rehearsed this, not sure where to start.
“You are Sergei Mikhailov. Current Pakhan of the Solntsevskaya Bratva. Yes?”
The man stood watching him. Ilya sighed,
“You should sit. This may take awhile.”
He spun his chair around turning his back on the man and praying in his head that he didn’t take a bullet with his back turned as he held his arm out to the couch.
“Please?”
Of all the things he expected, genuine laughter was not one. The man walked over and sat.
“You are fucking crazy, aren’t you.”
“Maybe. But I am desperate. You can help me, I can help you.”
The man put his gun on his leg, similar to Ilya’s but kept his hand wrapped around it. Ilya took a breath and continued,
“Do you know who I am?”
The man stared at him for a while but finally shook his head.
“No. Should I?”
“We have worked together before. Indirectly. I think you were pleased with my work.”
Shaking his head, Sergei frowned,
“No. I have not worked with you. I do not forget faces. Or you are contract?”
Ilya nodded,
“I am.”
“Then I definitely have not worked with you. I only use one person on those rare occasions I cannot do something myself.”
Ilya just stared at him, a hint of a smile on his face. He continued to stare as Sergei’s face actually went pale and his gun was immediately up again pointing at Ilya.
“You’re not. No one knows him.”
“You are correct. No one does. Until now.”
Knowing what they called him and unable to resist, he added small,
“Boo.”
The other man actually flinched.
“Fuck you, you’re not him.”
“Ok.”
He proceeded to list off details of the last three jobs he had done for him, watching Sergei’s face get more and more nervous. Good to know he could make someone nervous he supposed.
“You can put the gun down. If you know my reputation, you know I could probably still kill you first. But that is not what I want. I want to talk. Please.”
The gun slowly lowered, but the finger did not come off the trigger.
“What do you want with my family?”
“I do not want anything. I was hired.”
“By?”
“GRU. Denis Sergeev to be exact.”
“Fucking asshole.”
“Your organization and his have been circling each other for years now, and you’re finally getting too close. They want you stopped, but they know they cannot kill you. It would solve nothing, other than to start a war they do not want. Nor do you, I presume. It would decimate both of your forces. So they look to me. To kill your daughter and put you on a leash, so that the rest of your family is not picked off one by one.”
He took another drink of vodka,
“You cannot kill him for the same reason.”
He stared at Sergei and finished the vodka, setting the glass on the floor near him.
“But I can.”
“Why would you turn on them? You came from them I thought.”
“I did. But I wish to leave, they wish me to stay. Sergeev is not understanding and I need him gone.”
“What’s the catch?”
“Your daughter has to die.”
The gun was immediately back up.
“Relax. Your daughter has to appear to die. To the rest of the world, she will be dead. I will give her new life. New papers, new place to live, new identity. You can visit her. But to the rest of the world, she is dead. GRU believes you to be on a leash. You bring Sergeev to me. I will take care of him. GRU chooses a new leader, a younger, more progressive one. You and he work together and rule whatever you want. Together. Or you move in while they are disorganized and take what you want. I do not care.”
“Impossible.”
“Why?”
“I cannot have her die. Even believe to die. Her friends, the rest of her family. No.”
“Then she dies for real. Not by my hand. I will not do it. I am done with working for Sergeev, one way or another. But the job is out there. If it’s not me, it will be another, and another and another. One will get through eventually and she will be gone and then you will either be on their leash for real, or the rest of your family gets picked off until it is just you and you are a broken man.”
The gun went to his leg again and he rubbed his eyes. Ilya set his gun carefully on the floor and picked up his glass before standing.
“Drink?”
Sergei nodded and Ilya walked to the kitchen and got another glass, pouring both of them a liberal amount. He was not dead yet, he considered this a win so far.
He handed the other man the new glass and sat back in his chair, leaving the gun on the floor.
“I can help you. I can help your daughter.”
“What do you need me to do? You said you needed help.”
“Well number one, I would need help with your daughter’s death. I can go into details if you agree. Number two is that I need you to get Sergeev out of Russia after your daughter dies. He came once to punish me, but he will not come out for me again. I cannot go there. I need him out, and I will take care of him.”
“Why can’t you go home?”
Ilya reached up and touched the mark on his neck and stared at the other man, finally shrugging.
“Because I am in love with a man. Sergeev knows this and if I set foot there I will be arrested the moment I land. If he believes that I am coming for him at least.”
“Yet you feel comfortable enough to tell me this?”
“Yes. If I’m not mistaken, your son, in San Francisco, likes men also. Which is why your children live here, rather than Russia.”
Sergei stared at him,
“You are remarkably well informed.”
“That’s my job.”
“My daughter will never agree to this. I will have to figure out a way to keep her safe.”
Ilya shook his head,
“Not possible. They will throw everything they have at her until she is gone. If I told you that she had agreed, would you agree as well?”
“She won’t.”
Ilya stared at him and finally, knowing she was probably right at the door, said her name.
“Ana, please?”
Sergei’s head whipped around and he stared at her. She came to give her father a kiss on the cheek and then came to Ilya and perched on his knee. He stared at her, but she knew he wouldn’t do anything with her father watching. He let her sit there and watched Sergei.
“Ana, can you tell your father what we discussed please. And that I am not threatening you to get you to agree.”
“I thought you said you were in love with a man?”
“I am. Your daughter likes to play games.”
He almost smiled,
‘She does. Anastasia, you have not agreed to this madness have you?”
She shrugged,
“It’s not as if I have a huge choice. I get to go and have a brand new life or I get to live the rest of mine looking over my shoulder until I am dead. Why would I not agree?”
Her father sighed and suddenly looked older.
“You will really kill Denis?”
“Yes. If you can get him out.”
“He will come. We meet a couple of times a year. The next time would be a couple of months from now.”
“You’re being much more reasonable than I expected about this. I believe you mentioned pulling something out through my mouth.”
“What would you have me do? I can kill you. To kill Russia’s most notorious assassin. It gives me bragging rights. Notoriety. But nothing else. Then they send more and more. I understand this. I am in a bad spot. I do not want my daughter dead. They knew what they were doing when they sent you. I will do what I have to in order to keep her safe.”
“Good. Ana, you can go start dinner for your father. We need to iron out the details.”
Her father was less than thrilled with the details that Ilya laid out, but he finally agreed.
“I will need some time to get what you need.”
“I expected so.”
He looked at his daughter in the kitchen.
“You will have to move fast when I find the right one.”
“I understand. Get the room and keep it until then. Ana needs to..”
“Eva.”
He sighed and shook his head.
“Your daughter has picked her new name. It is Eva. Eva needs to stay in the room so they are used to seeing her.”
Sergei nodded and drank more vodka. Ilya continued as he watched the man’s face,
“You will need to act fast once you are notified. They cannot do an autopsy. It will be clear that there is a problem then. You need to publicly ID the body and then use your resources to get it on a plane to Russia so they cannot do tests on it. You can do this?”
“Yes.”
Sergei stared at him for awhile and Ilya was content to wait and see what he wanted, sipping vodka while he did.
“You are not what I would have expected from your reputation.”
“No? What did you expect?”
The man shrugged,
“Someone colder. Ruthless. Older.”
“I can be both of those if I need. In this case, it was not necessary. I like your daughter. Surprisingly, I like you. If I did not, things would be different. She would be dead already and you would be doing whatever Denis asked of you. Older, I can do nothing about.”
He finished his vodka and shook his head at Eva as she held up the bottle from the kitchen, clearly paying attention.
“I have one last favor to ask. This is a favor, not a condition. If you say yes, then I will owe you. Which is a good thing for you. If you say no, that’s fine, I do not hold it over you.”
“What?”
“My brother Alexei. He and I are not the same. We do not see eye to eye. If it becomes necessary for me to be rid of him, I would like you to get him back to Russia, where whatever happens will happen. He has committed crimes here and he may eventually be arrested here. I prefer not to take my chances with American Justice system. Russia is better.”
“There is the coldness then. You care so little about your brother?”
“I loved my brother. He does not feel the same. He has crossed me time and time again and I am finished. He tries to kill my partner.”
“I cannot give justice to someone from GRU, I can take him back if I have to, but I will have to give him up. They will just let him go.”
Ilya stared at him, thinking.
“What if he killed one of yours?”
“He killed a Bratva member?”
Ilya’s voice did not waver as he answered him,
“Yes. Recently.”
“In that case, I can do what I wish. If you need him gone, let me know. Maybe I will do it anyway, I do not take kindly to someone killing my own.”
With the tone of Sergei’s voice, Ilya was unsure if he should bring up Daniil. For once in his life, he chose caution and did not.
“So we are agreed then? I have to know for sure that you will not change your mind.”
Sergei looked at his daughter and she nodded. His voice was resigned as he agreed.
“We have a deal. You help my daughter live, I get you Denis after. Maybe your brother.”
“Good”
He stood and took his glass to Ana. Eva. Walking back to her father, he picked his gun up off the floor and holstered it before holding his hand out. It took a long appraising look, but Sergei finally gripped it and shook it.
“We might have been friends. It’s too bad you went to GRU.”
“I wasn’t given much of a choice. Thank you for seeing reason. I am truly sorry for the way I had to get you here. But I could not come to Russia to meet.”
“I understand. I was ready to kill you once I found you.”
“I thank you for your patience in letting me explain. I did not want to die today. Having said that, can you call off your guards please so that I do not have to kill them. The ones in the parking lot also.”
Sergei laughed,
“Yes, I will. How do I contact you?”
“Eva has a number. I will be ready.”
She came and gave him a hug and whispered in his ear,
“Impressive. He doesn’t give many people nearly so long.”
Ilya smiled and walked to the door, letting Sergei open it and bark at his people to leave him alone. He texted someone else, who Ilya assumed were the people in the parking lot. Walking out the back stairs, once he got outside, he let out a huge sigh of relief. He headed towards where they had left the SUV, texting Cliff that he was done. He only had to wait a few minutes before Cliff was there.
“Well?”
“I am not dead, so there’s that.”
Cliff did not look amused.
“Are you good? He agreed?”
“Of course he did. He had no choice. He knew it. Thankfully he was reasonable and let me speak instead of just shooting me.”
He smiled out the window,
“I am so close Marleau. So close. If this goes well, and he can get Sergeev like he says, I will be nearly there, to doing what I want. To leaving it all behind.”
“I know. Just be careful please. Not there yet.”
“Not yet. I will be cautious.”
“You want me to drop you at Shane’s?
“Mmm, no, I can drive.”
“How much did you drink? I’ll just drop you. I’ll get you in the morning.”
“I'm fine, but ok.”
He texted Shane that he would be there soon, but did not receive an answer. He glanced at the time and it was nearly 10 o’clock. Maybe he had fallen asleep again. He didn’t mind, he was content to just be in the same room with him.
Cliff dropped him off, taking Ilya’s gun with him. Going upstairs, he opened the door and walked inside, a little surprised to see Shane at the kitchen island with papers spread out all over. He took his shoes off and took a step when Shane looked up at him. His eyes were red and his face was just… wrong.
“Shane? Zolotse, what is wrong?”
The voice that answered him was trembling, but angry.
“Don’t fucking call me that right now. Not tonight.”
“Shane?”
Ilya’s eyes dropped to some of the papers in front of Shane, seeing some of the pictures on them and ice suddenly bloomed in his stomach. No no no no, not now, please no
He didn’t take another step. He just looked from the papers to Shane’s face.
“Shane please.”
“Ilya. I think it’s past time we fucking talked.”
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      Chapter 48: I know it's my fault that I'm here all alone
  


    Chapter Summary

    Shane seems to be having a problem thinking about anything but sex. Until he finds out that Ilya might have lied about a thing or two.
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  Shane stretched as he slid out of bed Monday morning to get ready to go run. He looked down at Ilya who reached for him and gave a little frown in his sleep when Shane’s spot was empty. He didn’t wake all the way though and Shane was able to stand there and watch him for a moment, a smile making it’s way across his face as he went to get ready. He stood in the bathroom naked, looking at the various marks across his body. Most were just faint, but a couple were deeper and he let his fingers trace along them. He’d told Ilya at one point to stop asking, that he could mark him wherever and whenever he wanted. He tilted his neck and looked at the one that would still be obvious when he dressed, but his smile didn’t change. He didn’t know or probably want to know where Ilya’s biting fascination came from, but he didn’t care either because it always felt so fucking good. 
He turned and looked at his ass, a flush crossing his face and spreading down his neck. It wasn’t red anymore, but there were a few spots where faint bruises were. He didn’t even want to examine his feelings about that. When Ilya had told him to get over his knee the night before, Shane had hesitated, his nerves acting up again. But the second that hand touched him, he’d been gone. He actually hated how relaxed he felt afterward, admitting it made him feel almost guilty… like he shouldn’t like it. He hadn’t been kidding last night though, he remembered wanting Ilya to not stop, wanting him to keep going until Shane had been a trembling, sobbing mess. Which he had, and when Ilya threatened to do it every week, he had been nearly hard again even though he just came. FUCK OFF, running
He was on the verge of becoming dangerously addicted to having Ilya there all the time. He had never been this sore in a good way before. It was also the down moments though, he’d sat against Ilya’s chest while he read and Ilya watched TV, and it had just felt… right. He wanted it all the time. Dressing finally, he ate half a protein bar and went down to meet Hayden.
Hayden wouldn’t look him in the eye, and Shane gave him a little grin. He’d been planning on teasing his friend, but the way he was acting made Shane relent and get it over with as they walked outside.
“Hayden,”
“Shane, I..”
“Hayden, wait. I know Jackie was just fucking with Ilya. He knows that too. he doesn’t  So you don’t need to worry about it. Ilya was just trying to fuck with you because you made that comment. Ok? I know it’s not true.”
“Oh thank god, I swear she was just making jokes. She apologized for it later, but at the time, she thought it was hilarious. My wife has a weird sense of humor.”
Shane grinned and nodded at him. Hayden couldn’t take his eyes off Shane’s neck though. That might have made him self-conscious once, but not anymore. Maybe it wasn’t professional, but he was past caring what anyone else thought about his sex life.
“Hayden? Ready?”
“Yeah, sorry. Ummm, but one question.”
“Hmmm?”
“Your neck, that looks… painful. You’re ok with that? You know you can tell me if anything’s wrong.”
Shane stifled a laugh, it was sweet. It was. It was good to know his friend cared enough to be worried.
“It’s not. Painful I mean. And everything’s fine. He doesn’t do anything I don’t want him to.” 
Hayden finally nodded, muttering something about being weird.
“Let’s go.”
They ran their normal route, but turned around before they got to the park, Shane not really wanting to run past the bench where the man had been found. He told Hayden he’d be to work in just a bit and he’d see him there. Ilya dropped him off and he went upstairs in a better mood than he’d been in quite some time while he was there.
He checked in the briefing room where they were talking about the Bolshov murder. There was no progress on the phone, the police were still trying to run down the park camera owners, and had gotten nowhere over the weekend. No phone, no murder weapon, no cameras.
“I don’t know Scott, maybe you should have had your team run this. Still has to be faster than what you’re getting now.”
Scott just gave him a look and he almost laughed. Hayden piped up though with good news. He was on his phone and when he hung up, he nodded at Scott.
“We did it. Judge Normandy gave it to us.”
Shane looked over confused. 
“Gave you what? Something on Bolshov?”
“No. The DNA warrant for Shaefer. Finally.”
Shane was just as excited, a wide smile taking over his face.
“Fuck yes. It’s about time. He’s done. That’s all we needed. It’s going to be a match. I swear I’ll buy you lunch for a month if it’s not.”
Scott chose that moment to annoy him however,
“Shane, you were right. I think it’s him also. I did, however, see that the PD interviewed the woman again. Along with Shaefer’s companion at the club.”
Shane groaned, knowing where this was going. Hayden had clearly not seen the report yet because he was looking at the two of them in confusion. Shane just spit it out.
“Ilya. Was there. He had a client meeting earlier and then I guess he knows Shaefer and they had a few drinks. He was there when Shaefer left with the woman. Detectives came and questioned him already.”
Scott was looking at the report and his eyebrows rose as he held it out and pointed at a line.
“Isn’t that your address? Oh what the fuck, you’re in this report. Why was this at your house and why do they say that you ended the interview?”
Shane huffed a little and then rolled his eyes.
“Ilya was at my apartment when they called. He didn’t want to go to the station and they wanted to talk right then, so he gave them my address. I was there. He answered their questions and they were just fishing for something about the woman. They were throwing a lot of questions at him and once in a while he gets overwhelmed trying to make sure he’s understanding since it’s all in English.”   lies, he was fine, you just didn’t like them questioning the woman  
Scott was staring at him, knowing he was full of shit, but not calling him on it for some reason. Hayden of course, just took the opportunity to jump to conclusions.
“He’s friends with Shaefer? Of course he is.”
“Hayd stop. He knows him from his work, he has to schmooze people in the mayor’s office to get shit done. I told him to make new friends.”
“At a nightclub!? And you’re just ok with that? That he’s out at a club probably making out with half of them. Jackie would kill me.”
Shane shook his head but knew he was blushing,
“I didn’t love it, but it means nothing. It was just drinks, probably some dancing.”
Even Scott looked like he didn’t believe that part. Probably because he’d known Ilya for several years and knew his reputation.
“It was. He told me about it.”
And then I pulled him by the hair to the bedroom and made him watch me fuck myself  FUCK stop
He started to fidget and just shook his head.
“We talked about it. It was a fluke that he was there, they questioned him, it’s done.”
Hayden shot out, unhelpfully,
“A fluke. It was a fluke he was at the bakery also. He seems to have a knack at being at the wrong place at the wrong time.”
Shane got angry then, even as his head was yelling at him, you don’t even know do you, you brought it right to my door
“Hayden enough. I know you guys like to give each other shit, and I know he embarrassed you on the phone. But I love him and you are very close to crossing a line. Stop.”
To his credit, Hayden looked sheepish and nodded his head,
“Sorry. You’re right. To be fair, maybe we should be thanking him. If he wasn’t there drinking with him, who knows if Shaefer would have even met this woman. Not that I’m happy that he tried something with her. But it is going to put him away for a long time.”
Scott interjected at that point, trying to change the subject,
“See, you two can play nice. Get the warrant served Hayden and get the test done. He’ll be out on bail by the end of the day unless we can pin more to him.”
Hayden nodded and turned to go, stopping at the door and turning around, sighing,
“I’m really sorry Shane. I didn’t mean it. He just. Gets under my skin like nobody else. I don’t even know why.”
Deciding to accept his apology, Shane nodded at him,
“He’s good at it. Don’t worry about it.”
He told Scott he would be in his office and headed that direction, still thinking about after the interview. He knew Ilya had been indulging him, letting him play a little with his puppy talk. But he was pretty sure that about halfway, something had changed. Ilya had the same dazed look that Shane felt like he was in most of the time anymore around the other man. He smiled thinking about it. Fuck, it had been so hot. 
“Oh my god, stop thinking about it.”
Ok, fuck off really. He had to stop. He knew he was getting no work done here, he was clearly just over sexed and could think of nothing else. He texted Cliff that he could pick him up whenever.
Getting home, he worked out and did more yoga just trying to center himself. He spent the day being annoyed because he was getting nothing done. Not that he had much that had to be done. He was just waiting. He’d told Cliff to tell Ilya he could come over that evening, so it wasn’t a surprise when he did. It was a quiet evening, mostly snuggling on the couch watching stupid TV and talking. Shane had told him, with as few details as possible, that something had finally gone right at work, and Ilya had smiled and taken him to bed, showing him how happy he was.
The next morning was no better. Ilya had broken Shane. All he could think about was sex. It was ridiculous. He’d interrupted his own yoga trying to tease Ilya. For just a minute as Ilya had gone to his knees, he had that look again. He shook it off fast though and had Shane pinned to the floor before he could blink. The mark Hayden had been giving him shit about had been from this morning. Ilya had bit down and hadn’t let go and eventually Shane had literally melted into the floor as his fake struggling had stopped and he just waited for whatever Ilya wanted. Shane hadn’t minded, he didn’t want to be in charge, he just wanted to be good for him.  Stop it, there’s actually something wrong with you
When they finally got out of bed, he was absolutely horrified to see it was noon. Two days in a row of not doing his job. He had to stop. He’d gone in to check his email and the sex thoughts flew out of the window. Finally. He had what he’d been waiting on. He knew it was going to lead to nothing, but at least he could say he was working on his own fucking case. He started a large chunk of it to print, knowing that was horrible, he should just use the digital version, save a tree. But he didn’t work that way. He liked to feel the paper, move them around, fold things to just what he wanted to see.
Ilya had left, with the promise to come over again but that it would be late. That was ok, Shane could see by the size of the file, that he’d probably only be through the first part anyway. He’d need a break by then though, so he didn’t tell him not to come.
Just after Ilya left, his phone rang and he saw it was Miller. 
“Hollander speaking.”
“Shane, did you get the file?”
“I did, Sir, thank you. It’s huge, I see why it took so long now.”
“Shane, the things in that file were very hard to come by. This man, he’s dangerous and covers his tracks very well. It took a long time to verify which things were true and which weren’t. We had to pay well for this information and it’s extremely sensitive. Your eyes only. Understand?”
“Yes Sir. I understand. I’m about to start going through it now. I know he’s not our guy, but my guess is that somewhere in all of this, there will be information about him. There’s a connection. I don’t know why I think that, but I do. I’ll find him.”
“I know. I believe you. I heard the FBI finally arrested the guy you told them was their rapist. Took them long enough.”
“We got lucky, he was stupid and a judge finally gave us the warrant. Should be closed fast now.”
“Let me know if you find anything.”
“I will, Sir.”
He went and gathered the first stack of paper off his printer and brought it to the kitchen. Grabbing his glasses, he put them on, knowing he was going to be reading all evening.
“Denis Sergeev. What are your secrets?”
The first chunk of papers was about the man’s life, his parents, where he grew up, childhood friends, basic background information. Shane read it all though. He didn’t want to miss anything and he knew if there was something there, he’d recall it later when he needed it. Nothing stood out, normal childhood, military school, specialized training. Stayed with the military, working his way up until he eventually was part of the reason the new school had opened Dagestan. Shane went and got his laptop, so he could look things up as he needed. He jotted down the year in the margin of the paper.
He got up and got a ginger ale, checking the printer and grabbing another stack. He realized looking at the mountain of paper he was generating that this would take a very long time if he read everything word for word. He would. At some point, but maybe for now, he would skim through some parts instead.
He flicked through the papers, looking at anything with pictures, just because they were interesting. He pulled out a picture of the man himself and set it on one side of the island. He looked normal. Shane laughed, of course he did. Even psychopaths looked normal. He looked at the dates of the school again and started counting back. Fuck. He had asked Ilya about the man once, but couldn’t for some reason, remember his answer. That was odd. He eventually remembered they'd been interrupted. Ilya had dropped a glass that had shattered around his bare feet. Shane had been so concerned that his question had been forgotten. 
The years the man had been at and beginning to run the training facility fit with when Ilya would have been there. He had to know him or of him at least. He also knew it was a large facility and just because they were there, didn’t mean they were in the same unit. He knew there was a list of known trainees printing by year, he’d look at that before long. He already knew Ilya had been there, so he was expecting to see his name.
Pulling out more pictures, he saw they were from a section of known close associates of Sergeev. There was a slender man with dark hair and a scar along his cheek. His hair was shaved close to his head and he just looked mean. Shane kept them in order, knowing there would be another sheet listing information about them. He set it next to Sergeev’s. The next picture he actually stared at for a long time. It was very familiar to him. Daniil Popov. He sat back and just let that sit in his mind for a while before finally putting it in the row of pictures he had started. The next few, he set out also, but thankfully, had never seen them before. The second to last picture was a surprise, but not as much since he’d already seen Daniil. Staring out at him from the picture was their newly deceased victim Misha Bolshov. Fuck. Shane set the picture down and stood up and paced back and forth for a few minutes, letting his mind sort information where it wanted it. Pulling up the last picture, he closed his eyes. Great. Fucking great. It was the man from the house. They’d found nothing on him so far under the ID he had given them. Andrei Grigorenko. He set it down and looked at all of them. At this point he was surprised that the last man’s picture was not there. Dmitri Romashin.
He flipped through the papers until he found the pages he had pulled the pictures from, finding the descriptions. Reading through it, he started writing their names on top of their pictures. The pages also listed brief descriptions of each man’s job, with the notation there was more later in the file. He hesitated when he wrote about the man with dark shaved hair. A knife specialist. What did that mean? What the fuck does a knife specialist do. Just fight with knives? He’d get to it later, but something about it was bothering him. Shrugging it off, he continued down the list, writing everyone’s name down on their picture. He got to the last name though and dropped the pen he was using. He took his glasses off and rubbed his eyes before he looked again. Coincidence surely. A lot of people had the same last name. But no. He remembered so clearly Ilya’s phone calls. Alexei, fuck off. Fuck you Alexei. Go the fuck back to Russia Alexei.
He looked back at the list of names and slowly, his hand shaking a tiny bit, wrote the name over the picture. Alexei Rozanov. He set the pen gently down and closed his eyes. It meant nothing. Ilya had said his brother was a dick. They weren’t close. All they did was fight. He hated that it would drag Ilya’s name into this though. He was going to have to tell Scott the man’s real name and then there would be questions that Ilya would have to answer, even though it had nothing to do with him. It made Shane’s stomach hurt. He just wanted to put Ilya in a box and keep him away from any of it, and now that wouldn’t be possible. He would probably be angry at Shane for telling Scott. No, he wouldn’t. He would understand. Then he would tell them he had no idea what his brother had been up to and it would be fine.
Taking a deep breath, he got up and paced the length of his apartment again, calming down. He went and grabbed the first part of the training center’s list. He was very impressed with the thoroughness of this information. He made a note to send the researcher a gift. It had to have been horrible to vet all of this. He scanned through the list and saw Alexei Rozanov, Daniil Popov and Misha Bolshov had all been in the same year’s training class. Under a freshly installed Denis Sergeev. He rearranged the pictures and put the four of them next to each other. The dark haired man next and the others after him. He wrote on each picture the year of their training class as well. The dark haired man was named Maxim Aldonin. At least he hadn’t heard of him or the others.
He read a little more carefully about Alexei, he didn’t seem to have a specialization, just an all around elite soldier. Flipping through pages again, he found the one about the center. Training classes started every 6 months it looked like and were decently large. Except the specialized section. Those were smaller. 10 or less. Sometimes 5. Those were the elite of the elites it appeared. Covert operators. Trained killers. Tactical medical trainers. They operated in a much tighter, much smaller sphere from what he was reading. It didn’t look like any of Sergeev’s closest people were in those specialized groups. Looking through more, he found pictures of what he assumed were the small training classes. Sergeev was to the left in all of them, as a trainer, he assumed. He found the one with Alexei and the others. He counted them, 16 of them. He spent time looking at each face, trying to commit them to memory. He finally set it aside, knowing he should probably call Scott so they could change the search parameters they were using, but just couldn’t do it yet. He would.
He looked at the clock and groaned, taking his glasses off and rubbing his eyes more. He went and found part of his chicken that he hadn’t eaten all of and warmed it up, eating it standing up while flipping through more papers about Sergeev. Three years ago it looked like he’d been accused of poisoning some officials along with an arms dealer in Bulgaria, but they hadn’t been able to make anything stick. Looking through more, he realized it was a common theme. Poison. He returned to it time and time again. That was clearly eliminating him from Shane’s suspect list. Along with his other associates in the pictures. He supposed it could be Alexei or Daniil. Or one of the other two that seemed non descript. Clearly not the knife guy. Most of his kills were done with a firearm. There had been a knife or two, but Shane didn’t actually think those were done by his guy. He’d left them in the profile because one of them had a Polaroid. Fuck, what if his guy was Ilya’s brother. The thought made him ill. Would Ilya hate him if he arrested his brother? He knew they didn’t like each other, but that was different than putting him away for life. 
Shane groaned and put his food away. He didn’t really think it was him, he hoped not. He pulled more from the printer and looked up the more detailed pages on each man. Maxim Aldonin, knife specialist. He sat down and put his glasses back on, reading this page carefully. It had more pictures and he began to grow nauseated as he looked at some of them. At least now he knew what knife specialist meant. The man literally skinned people. Sometimes small pieces, other times, the people in the pictures were clearly deceased, huge swaths of skin missing, muscles and fat exposed. How was this man walking around free? Because Russia. And Shane realized, none of this information was public. They’d clearly paid someone on the inside to get it. Some of this was crazy. It was likely the first time anyone outside of Russia had seen it. Miller hadn’t been kidding, for his eyes only. 
He stared at some of the pictures of the man’s work, the smaller ones. He was very precise. It looked like sometimes he was just amusing himself. Cutting in precise shapes. A square of skin off a man’s shoulder. A rectangle off another one’s thigh. A perfect circle off of someone’s abdomen. He stared at that one. A perfect circle. A perfect circle with muscle and ligaments and fat showing underneath. He set it to the side next to the dark hair man’s picture. He was beginning to feel ill again. He left it for the moment. He got on his phone and made a call, checking the dates in his calendar.
“Hi, Lance, it’s Shane. Hollander. Can you look something up for me? I’m in the middle of something and don’t want to do it myself. Sorry, I’m being lazy. Yes. Can you check a flight record for me please. From New York to Montreal. For an Ilya Rozanov and/or Cliff Marleau. He spelled out Marleau for him. I don’t know which flight. Can you check them all.”
He gave him the dates and sat waiting on hold. It was about ten minutes before Lance came back.
“Sorry, there were a lot of flights from different airlines. I didn’t want to miss any. There’s no record of either of those men going to Montreal on that day, or the day after.”
“Are you sure? Yes? Ok, one second please.”
He pulled up his calendar again and thought about Miller telling him about Sergeev in Paris the same time Ilya should have been in Montreal.
“Can you check from New York to Paris also. Those same two days.”
“Yep, give me a minute. Should be less flights.”
Shane waited more, picking up the picture of the circle of skin missing.
“Nothing there Shane either. Sorry man.”
“No, no, it’s ok. I might have a big ask though coming soon. You ok with that? It may take awhile.”
“Yeah, just let me know.”
“Actually, you can check the first part now. I mean I’ll give it to you. I don’t have to have it right this second obviously.”
“Ok, what is it?”
“Those same days and flights. You can access how the tickets were purchased? Like 5 together, 2 together, things like that?”
“Yeah, what are you looking for?”
Shane stared at the picture and almost stopped, but he needed to figure this out before it drove him crazy.
“Can you look up any two seats that were purchased together for 2 males. Any names. I’ll take a list of every 2 men’s names that had tickets purchased together.”
“Oh. Ok. Interesting task. I’ll get it done and email you. It’ll be a couple of hours at least though.”
“Thanks Lance. I’m going to have more, but we can start with these two.”
“You got it Shane.”
He sat staring at the picture for several minutes, not really looking, just running through thoughts. A fight in Montreal. Against 5 men. Big chunk of skin. Needed a skin graft. Knife fights don’t usually take out chunks of skin. Montreal. Knife fights are usually punctures or slashes Montreal
“Where the fuck were you Ilya.”
He slammed the picture back down with the others and closed his eyes. He was getting distracted. He’d known something was wrong with that story and had chosen not to push it. He picked up the picture again, staring and thinking, remembering.
No, Stay off me. Not again. Do not cut. Please. Shanya. Don’t let him do it again.
He could practically hear the terror in Ilya’s voice as he said the words while he was drugged. He looked at the picture and could hear him saying it. 
“Fuck me.”
He took a deep breath. He set the picture back with the man and tried to force himself to move on. This wasn’t about Ilya, he needed to keep looking. He’d have it out with Ilya later. For real this time. No more lies.
Forcing himself to refocus, he got another drink and did a few stretches. He read more about the other men, not finding anything jumping out at him. He wanted to see the elite units. He moved the stacks of paper he already had to the coffee table, leaving the pictures and training list. Everything else, he was very careful to keep in order. He went and grabbed the next stack of papers, seeing everything in chronological order. He skimmed through, and sighed. So many things to go through. There weren’t very many pictures of the smaller units. A few. He looked at the lists that matched them and realized this could take him days to get through. That was ok. He’d been doing nothing else for weeks. He could take a couple to go through it all.
He wasn’t sure he remembered Ilya saying how much older his brother was than him. But just counting years, he knew he had to be getting closer to Ilya’s first year there in the list. Not that it mattered, he was just curious. He kept telling himself not to freak out when he saw his name. Ilya had told him. Voluntarily. He knew he would see it eventually. He got to the next year’s list and set it aside, looking at pictures first. There were not as many from this section. There was a larger group picture, more like the one Alexei had been in. Sergeev still standing at the left, ever present. He picked up the next and it was another larger group picture. He scanned over every face, looking at them all. He looked at his phone and groaned, seeing how late it was. He needed to clean this up before Ilya got here. Just a few more minutes.
He was yawning when he picked up the next stack and skimmed through until he got to the picture. He picked it up and glanced at it, noticing it was a much smaller until. Only 5 people. One of the elite units then. He set it down and reached for his pen, when he blinked. And blinked again. Sergeev was in the picture as always. Three men stood next to him, seriously staring at the camera. Then there was a small space and two more men stood, their arms thrown over each other’s shoulders. These two were clearly setting themselves apart from the rest of the group. They had smiles on their faces and neither had shirts on, unlike the others, giving a fuck off attitude to the camera.
Shane stared at the picture and felt his chest go tight. He recognized the man on the left. A younger, more carefree version of the headshot from Scott’s office. Dmitri Romashin. He looked very young compared to the picture Shane had seen, but it was definitely him. His arm was hooked around the other man’s shoulder as they leaned against each other. His finger came up slowly and touched the picture hesitantly, his fingertip lightly tracing over his boyfriend’s smiling face. 
He forgot all about what he was doing as he took the picture and went to sink down onto the couch. He couldn’t stop looking at it. He looked like a cross between the boy Shane remembered and the man he was now. His body wasn’t as buff as he was now, but it was well on its way. His expression was hard to pin down. Not as open as when he smiled as a child, but not nearly as guarded as it often was now. Somewhere in between. Shane looked between the two men, their casual stances leaning against each other causing a small tiny ball of jealousy to rise in him, even though he knew that was ridiculous. And not the point at all. Ilya knew Dmitri Romashin. Knew him well, from the looks of it. Dmitri was with Popov and Bolshov at the airport. Alexei had picked them up. Ilya had to know them all. There was no way he knew Alexei and Romashin, but not the other two. But the bakery. Oh dear god the bakery.
I do not know him.  Never seen him before  
Popov’s obsession with Shane when he realized that he knew Ilya. Shane’s mind was just running now, he couldn’t stop where it went. The lawyer. Jesus Christ. The only people who knew they’d picked up Popov were the police, the woman and Ilya. They’d checked out the woman and had found nothing. They hadn’t checked Ilya. Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck. Did he call the lawyer for Popov? Shane thought he might throw up. What the fuck did that mean. The ridiculously calm look and tone that Ilya had used in the situation. Who was that calm when they were bleeding and handcuffed. He had a gun with him. Shane had never seen him with a gun before then. Ilya getting into a fight with his brother the night he had disappeared into the park.
I do not know him. Never seen him before. Fight with 5 men. Montreal.  Do not cut. Please
The picture fluttered to the floor as he dropped it and grabbed a pillow, slamming it over his face and screaming into it. He threw the pillow off and got up, too angry for the panic to set in. He picked the picture up and slammed it onto the table. His original purpose was lost, he was too distracted by the wealth of lies he had been fed to even remember what he’d been looking for.
His phone buzzed and he glanced at it, his anger just growing. He didn’t bother to respond, knowing that he’d be here soon. He tried a breathing exercise, just to calm down, but it didn’t help much. He wasn’t even sure what any of this meant. Other than Ilya had lied. More than once. Was any of it important? Maybe not. But what the fuck. After Shane’s mistake of not telling him he spoke Russian, he then thought it was ok to lie about half the bullshit coming out of his mouth? Was anything he told him the truth? He clearly had tighter ties to Russia than he wanted to admit. Oh my god, Shane wasn’t sure he could even look at him right now. He needed to calm down. There was probably a reasonable explanation. Nothing was that bad. But he was angry. He thought about Ilya when he’d been angry about the Russian. About not wanting to say something he couldn’t take back. Shane would be stealing that line for sure. He needed to step away for a day or two until he could process.
Breath breath breath, calm down, don’t say anything horrible breathe
He was standing at the island, which was covered in papers when the door opened. His head was down, he was trying to breathe calmly. In through his nose, out through his mouth. He looked up at him, his heart pounding, trying to calm down. It was probably nothing. Small lies. Nothing. 
“Shane? Zolotse, what is wrong?”
Shane’s voice was trembling, but angry. He was so fucking angry. He hated being lied to. He’d known something was wrong for weeks and had let it go. It was his fucking fault. Not even meaning to, the pet name irritated him and he snapped at Ilya.
“Don’t fucking call me that right now. Not tonight.”
“Shane?”
He watched as Ilya’s eyes dropped to some of the papers in front of Shane. He saw when Ilya’s face closed off just a little, although his eyes looked a little panicked. He didn’t take another step. He just looked from the papers to Shane’s face.
“Shane please.”
“Ilya. I think it’s past time we fucking talked.”
Ilya held a hand up, like he was trying to calm a wild animal, which is exactly what Shane felt like right now.
“Shane, please calm down. Breath. You’re not ok.”
Shane’s calming techniques had not worked and Ily asking him to calm down enraged him all over again. He had worked himself up into a near fit and was nearly screaming at him,
“NO, I’m not fucking ok. Do you know why I’m not fucking ok? Because my boyfriend lies to my face on a continual fucking basis. Do you know how that fucking feels? I’m so fucking stupid.”
Ilya was a little cautious, not knowing what Shane knew and not wanting to make it worse. He could see a lot of the pictures, so he knew some, but not how much. For all he knew he was in imminent danger of being arrested, but he wasn’t sure he cared. He just needed Shane to calm down.
“You’re right. I don’t know how it feels. Because you are so good. I’m sorry, Shane. We can talk about it. I can explain. But please sit down and take a few breaths. Please.”
His voice was hoarse and his chest was hurting and eyes were starting to burn, but he just wanted Shane to calm down.
“No. You don’t get to tell me what to do right now. You get to explain.”
“Ok. Ok. Whatever you want to know about. I will tell you.”
Shane jabbed the picture of Sergeev.
“Do you know him?”
Ilya could see the picture of him and Dmitri and it was killing him.
“Yes. He helped establish the school where I was, and he was a trainer some of the time. Now he mostly runs the GRU. His name is Sergeev. Denis Sergeev. He has alias also. But that is his real name.”
Shane’s finger skipped over a few pictures and landed on Alexei’s face.
“Him?”
“That is my brother Alexei.”
He said nothing more on that matter.
“Who is one of Sergeev’s right hand men it would appear.”
Ilya nodded but said nothing, not willing to give too much.
Shane pointed to the picture of his small unit, the one with Dmitri. He noticed he didn’t jab at it though, just touched it gently. Was that good? Or bad? He wasn’t sure. Good he hoped. Maybe he was calming down. 
Shane’s voice was calming down as Ilya’s voice was low and gentle and not combative at all.
“Him? Who is it?”
Ilya held his hand out,
“May I see?”
“You don’t know who you took a picture with?”
“I do. I just would like to see it closer please. It’s been a long time.”
Shane felt that little stab in his belly again, but handed Ilya the paper. He watched the man study it and watched a small sad smile flash across his face before it was gone.
“I know all of them obviously. The one I am standing with is Dmitri.”
“Does he have a last name?”
“Dmitri Romashin.”
“Why are the two of you off by yourselves?”
“Because we hated the others, including Sergeev.”
Shane veered off track because he just couldn’t help himself.
“Were you lovers?”
Ilya looked up at him slowly, watching him carefully, finally shaking his head.
“No.”
“Are you lying to me? Again?”
“Shane, look at me. Please.”
Shane met his eyes reluctantly.
“We were not. I promise. I also promise that I will not lie. About anything. Not anymore. I know you will not believe that, but it’s true. I’m tired of lying, I’ve been tired of lying to you for so long. It makes me fucking sick. We were not lovers. We were very close for a small time. He was the first person I think I would call a friend since I met you at hockey camp when we were 11. The only person I confided anything in until I met Cliff, and then you again. Sveta, but she has always been there for me, but I didn’t see her for years. But we were just friends. I swear.”
Shane felt himself loosen a little, although a past lover is the last thing he should be upset about. He tried to gather himself, and not let his anger slip away. If he did, he would end up letting Ilya off the hook and that wasn’t fucking happening. Here is if he would know. If he lied about the next thing, Shane wasn’t sure he could forgive him. Not after that speech about being tired of lying. He pointed at Misha and Daniil.
“And them?”
Ilya set the picture of himself down and looked at them and then back to Shane. He took a deep breath and finally nodded.
“Yes.”
“Yes you fucking know them?”
“Yes. Both of them. Daniil Popov and Misha Bolshov. Both work for the Bratva, but they trained in Dagestan with Sergeev and my brother.”
“Goddammit Ilya. You were at that fucking bakery with him. You said you didn't know him. He said he didn’t know you. You fucking lied. You were mad at me about knowing Russian, but you fucking lied about that?”
Ilya just nodded, which was not good enough for Shane, he wanted to hear him admit it. He was already working himself up to being irrational again.
“WORDS Ilya, I want to hear the fucking words.”
Shane watched his face as he flinched at Shane’s tone and then as he answered, watching him swallow hard before his voice came, quiet and hoarse.
“Yes. I lied at the bakery. As did he.”
“Did you know that he threatened me? Several times? Because I fucking knew you? We couldn’t figure out why he was obsessed with me, but it’s because you knew him. He clearly doesn’t like you apparently.”
“He does not. I did know. I spoke with him about it.”
He looked up at the ceiling and took a breath.
“The night I was at the park, I said I got in a fight with my brother. It was not my brother, it was with Daniil. I told him to stay away from you.”
Shane stared at him, his head just shaking.
“Why does he not like you?”
Ilya thought about for a long moment, long enough that Shane started on him,
“If you’re making up a lie, Ilya, we’re done.”
Ilya looked at him sadly, knowing they were probably done anyway. His heart was closing off on him with every question.
“I’m not. I’m trying to think how to explain.”
“It’s pretty fucking easy, just tell me.”
“Because I left the military and would no longer work for Sergeev. He is Sergeev’s man and so hates who he does.”
“So you told me the truth about not working for your government in any way.”
Ilya wasn’t sure how to answer that. So he went with his previous answer, still thinking it was more or less correct.
“Yes. I do not.”
Shane was tired. He picked up the picture of the dark haired man and looked at it, turning it to Ilya. He didn’t really need to ask, because when Ilya saw it, he physically flinched and his face went a little pale.
“Him?”
Ilya’s voice was very small and very quiet and it cracked slightly when he answered,
“His name is Maxim. I do not recall his last name. That is the truth. Sergeev just calls him his butcher. An accurate description.”
Shane pointed at the picture on the island, of the smaller pictures of Maxim’s work. Ilya looked and realized what they were and immediately looked away. He didn’t wait for the question, he just answered it.
“Yes.”
“Jesus.”
“Shane.”
Shane looked up to him and saw wetness in his eyes, but wouldn’t let himself react. He couldn’t let himself react.
“What?”
“You can ask whatever you want. I will not lie. But I am begging you to not ask questions about that. It happened. It was horrible. I will tell you a few things now without you asking, but I never want to remember it after this. I dream about it so often. It was small spot, I cannot imagine a larger one. I think getting shot would hurt less than it did. That is the truth. Cliff would not help Barnett because that is how they held me down while they did it. One person sat on my legs and another on my arm. I was so weak, and I screamed and I cried and the only thing that kept me sane during it was thinking about you. I thought about your freckles and your smile and the way you yell my name sometimes. But even that did not help. I did not want to let them know and I tried so hard to be quiet. But I could not. I gave them what they wanted, which was my screaming, until I passed out.”
Shane was nearly physically ill. He didn’t really want to hear anymore, but Ilya continued,
“They did it because I would not work for Sergeev any more. They threatened to punish Cliff because he was with me, and I said no. They could do what they wanted to me, and leave him alone. So that is what they did.”
Shane took a step forward, not even sure why, maybe to hug him. But Ilya shook his head.
“What else?”
Shane was tired. He didn’t want to do it anymore. Not tonight. His anger had evaporated, but it was still there, bubbling just under the service. He needed to think. He needed to finish going through the papers. He needed to be alone for a while.
“I have so many more questions. Like where the fuck were you when this happened? I know it wasn’t Montreal. But not now. I think you should go home, Ilya.”
“Shane please.”
“No. I’m going to tell you the same thing as you thought when you were angry with me. I’m still angry. So angry. And I have so many more questions. But I’m tired, and I’m hurt. And I don’t want to say something that I can’t take back. I don’t want to see you right now. Please go.”
“Shane…”
“Ilya no. Not tonight.”
“NO. You can be angry with me and you can hate me, but I will say this before I leave. Nothing with you was fake or a lie. Nothing. I lied about a lot of other things, but not you. So before I leave, I will tell you. I love you Shane. I will go, but I am sorry. So sorry. I wish I could do it all again, but I can’t. If you have more questions, you know where I am. I will not bother you. I’m so fucking sorry.”
He turned and put his shoes on and left without another look back. As soon as the door closed, Shane was leaning against it whispering, 
“I don’t hate you.”
He leaned there against the door for what seemed like the longest time before finally standing up and locking it. He ignored the mess on the island and went to his bedroom, collapsing onto the bed and curling up into a ball. He would not cry. He wouldn’t. He lay there telling himself over and over, eventually falling asleep, his pillow damp underneath him.
*
Ilya had forgotten he didn’t fucking drive, and when he realized, he screamed. A full blown, cursing scream. There were not many people on the street at nearly midnight, but the couple that were steered far away from him. He walked several blocks until he came to the small convenience store on the corner. He bought a bottle of vodka, cigarettes and a lighter. He ripped the cigarettes open and had it lit before he was even out of the store. The bottle of vodka was opened as he leaned against the wall, throwing the trash on the ground, not even caring. Holding the cigarette with one hand, he took a long pull off the vodka battle, before switching back to the cigarette while he blew smoke up into the sky.
“FUCK.”
He had no doubt that Shane had more questions and he also knew that once he’d gone through the rest of the papers he had, the questions would become much much worse. He started walking again, drinking and smoking, waiting for a taxi to go by. He should probably call Cliff, but he just didn’t want to bother him. When he finished a cigarette, he immediately lit another one. He walked for probably thirty minutes before a taxi finally stopped for him. He got out at his apartment and threw the man cash, and several hundred dollars as a tip. He figured it was deserved since he had refused to stop smoking in the cab even when the man asked him to.
He had managed to drain a large portion of the bottle of vodka in a small amount of time. He walked into the lobby of his building and Ethan was immediately at his side.
“Mr. Rozanov, can I help you upstairs?”
“Nope. I’m perfectly fine. Don’t I look perfectly fine?”
He knew he was swaying slightly and just laughed. 
“I’m good. I’m going up now.”
He opened the door to his apartment and didn’t bother closing it. Cliff was there, why was Cliff there? He didn’t know. But it was good. 
“Cliff.”
He had already jumped up as soon as he saw Ilya, who was still smoking. He went and shut the door, coming to take the cigarette and the bottle. Ilya gave up the cigarette but stubbornly held onto the bottle as he sank down to the floor next to the couch.
“Missed.”
He took another drink and Cliff managed to pry the bottle out of his hand and look at it.
“How much of this have you drunk tonight?”
“All of it.”
“When did you get it?”
“Dunno. Hour?”
“You drank this much in an hour? Fuck. You’re going to kill yourself on accident.”
“Don’t care. Is ok.”
Cliff took the bottle into the kitchen.
“Do you have the lid?”
“Mmmm, probably not.”
Taking a deep breath, the other man came into the room and sank down on the couch, watching Ilya as he just leaned against the couch and picked at a piece of fabric on his pants.
“Want to talk about it?”
“Nope.”
“You sure?”
“Nope.”
“Ilya. What happened?”
“Fuck. Pack. Go pack your shirt. Shit. Go pack all your shit.”
Cliff actually looked alarmed now,
“What did you do?”
“WHYs it always my fault?”
“I don’t know Ilya, why is it always your fault? What happened?”
“Shane knows. He hates me.”
Cliff stared at him for a long few seconds, taking another deep breath, not wanting to overreact.
“Ilya, I know you’re fucking drunk. But focus please. Shane knows what.”
“I don’t know. He knows something. He knows about my side. He knows about Alexei and Daniil and Misha and Dmitri. He knows I know them all. He knows I didn’t go to Montreal. He knows I lied about the bakery and Daniil. I don’t know.”
“Does he know about what you do? Specifically?”
“Don’t think so. But paper Marleau.  He has so much fucking paper. It will be there, somewhere. If he doesn’t know now, he will in a day or two.”
Cliff put an arm under Ilya’s.
“Get up. Go to bed. We’ll talk about it in the morning.”
Ilya let himself be pulled up. He went to take the bottle of vodka, and Cliff followed him, taking it back.
“Nope, you had enough. Go to bed please.”
“Bed. Yes. Good idea.”
He walked to the door of the bedroom and turned around and gave Cliff perhaps the saddest look Cliff had ever seen.
“Shane hates me”
“He doesn’t. But we knew this would happen.”
Ilya laughed hysterically.
“You know what he asked me. I told him I wouldn’t lie, and you know what he wanted to know. The thing he looked almost saddest about?”
He didn’t wait for Cliff to answer.
“If Dima and I were lovers.”
Cliff just stared at him, finally asking,
‘Why would he think that?”
“He had picture. We looked friendly. All the things I’ve done and that’s what he wanted to know. He hates me Cliff.”
“Were you? Lovers?”
Ilya smiled. 
“No. I probably would have. I was lonely back then. But he didn’t know what he wanted, he was scared. Is ok. Better that way.”
“Go to bed. I’ll stay here, we can talk in the morning.”
“Yes. Talk.”
He disappeared into the bedroom. Cliff sank down onto the couch, his head in his hands. They had known it would happen. It didn’t make it any easier. He sat there for a few minutes and heard something shattering from the bedroom. He was up in an instant and went in without knocking. Ilya was standing in the bathroom, staring at the mirror, which was broken into a million shards.
“Let me see your hand. Did you punch it?”
Ilya shook his head.
“No. Threw the clock.”
He turned and went and fell onto the bed, burying his head under a pillow. Cliff looked around and saw the alarm clock from the bedroom in the sink. He picked it up and set it on the counter, before he walked into the bedroom and got into Ilya’s nightstand, taking the cigarettes and lighter so that the apartment didn’t burn down around them.
He stopped at the door and looked back. 
“Fuck.”
He slept on the couch, wanting to be in the room in case Ilya came out trying to do anything stupid.
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  Ilya came out of the bedroom in only boxers, rubbing his eyes as he sank down into a chair, looking over at Cliff, who was on the couch still asleep. He watched him for a while, thinking. Maybe it was time to cut him loose, let him get off this ship before it sank completely. It would be hard, Cliff was nothing if not loyal, but Ilya thought he could do it. He was good at pissing people off. He didn’t want the man going down with him, none of it was his fault. His choice of employers was just faulty. He got up and walked into the kitchen grabbing a Coke and popping it open before sitting at the table and opening his laptop. He fired off an email to Sergeev, telling him that he was working on Medvedev and that it would be soon. No sense breaking his story now. He still wanted to be free of the man, even if not for the same reasons now. He checked a few other details, sending a few more emails before Cliff sat up and noticed him at the table.
He got up and came over, sitting across from Ilya, noticing the tight look around his friend’s eyes.
“Feeling ok this morning?”
Ilya nodded and looked up at him, an annoyed look on his face.
“Yes. Is there a reason I shouldn’t?”
“No, just asking.”
“You ask too many fucking questions.”
Cliff sat back in his chair staring at him, but not saying anything.
“I’m leaving after this job.”
“Leaving? New York?”
“Yes. Maybe I will go back to Europe.”
“Ok, Where?”
“I don’t know. But I think I will go alone.”
“Why?”
“Because I’m tired of fucking company. I don’t need someone babysitting me all the fucking time.”
Cliff gave him a smile,
“This isn’t going to work Ilya.”
“What?”
“Whatever you’re doing here. You forget I like movies. I’ve seen this way too many times. You’re being an ass because you want me to get mad and leave. Not. Going. To. Happen. So just fucking stop right now before I kick your ass. And I can do it right now because you’re fucking hung over.”
Ilya couldn’t help but smile,
“No you couldn’t.”
His face turned serious as he sighed and rubbed his eyes again, giving up already. He didn’t have it in him to say nasty things to Cliff right now.
“You should go though. Really. There’s no reason for you to get caught up in whatever is about to happen.”
“Well, that’s really not going to happen, so let’s figure it out together. Besides, you promised me a year-long vacation on a beach when you’re free, and I’m holding you to it. Now, talk. What happened?”
Ilya shrugged and shook his head,
“I don’t even know. Shane has been waiting on some big project to come through. He got it finally and was going to go through it yesterday. Apparently that project was Sergeev or the training center in Dagestan. I’m not sure, it was hard to tell from what I saw.”
“Which was what?”
“Papers. He had papers everywhere. There were mostly pictures that he had pulled out, but so much other reports. Pictures of Sergeev, Daniil, Misha, Alexei, Maxim, Dante, Ivan, Isaak. So many. I don’t even know how he got them. Sergeev clearly has a leak somewhere. Those pictures are buried so deep, I’m not even sure I could find them.”
“Are you going to tell him?”
“Fuck no. Let Shane burn them all down, although I think that’s not what he’s after.”
“Including you?”
“Too late for that now. He asked questions. Do I know Sergeev, Alexei, Daniil, Misha. There are pictures of training units. I couldn’t believe the pictures he had. He had one of my unit, Dmitri and I are there. Is why he asked if we were together. I cannot even imagine where that picture came from. He knew about Maxim, he had pictures of his work.”
“Slow down please. I don’t know some of these names. Who is Maxim?”
Ilya looked away and took a drink of Coke before sighing.
“He is the one who did…”
He just gestured where the skin graft scar was.
“Oh. Fuck. There were pictures?”
“Not of me, but of his work. Something clicked for him I guess. He wanted to know. He knows I wasn’t in Montreal that weekend.”
“But he didn’t say anything about your actual job.”
Ilya rubbed his eyes yet again and shook his head.
“No. But it’s there. He’d only gone through a fraction of what he has. He’s too smart to not find it and connect it all. He told me to leave. That he didn’t want to see me.”
His voice cracked a little and he sat up straighter sighing.
“I wasn’t kidding. Pack your shit. We need to be ready to move. I don’t know what to expect. He acted like he wanted a few days and then will have more questions. I will not risk you getting caught up in this somehow, so we need to be ready. If he wants someone to pay, I will convince him to leave you out of it. I promise. This will not come back on you.”
Cliff shook his head, 
“Neither of us are paying. I’m not, you’re not… I’ll have my stuff ready to go. But you sacrificing yourself again isn’t fucking happening, so get it out of your head. Do you think he would arrest you? Like actually?”
Ilya shrugged,
“It’s his job, Marleau. He’s done it for longer than he knew me. I killed people. A lot of them. It doesn’t matter the reason, it doesn't matter if I have sad story about why. It happened. I did it. I can’t see him just saying… it’s ok, I know I’ve been chasing you for I don’t know how long, but you can just leave because I fucked you a few times.”
“Stop. Right now. You know it’s not just that. I’ve seen the way he looks at you Ilya. He loves you. It’s going to be hard for him, no matter what he decides.”
“I know. So we will make it easy and not give him a choice. It will fuck him over in his job yet again, but at least it won’t break him by having to choose. Once I know that he knows for sure, then we leave. Not coming back probably. Are you ok with that? If we want to be in the states, we will have to use new ID, it means, you’re not fucking Cliff anymore. Ever. If I can figure out a way to get us out of this I will. But you need to be ready.”
“I never really liked the name Cliff anyway.”
He smiled and stood up,
“I’m going to go get stuff ready to go, if you really think it’s that bad.”
“I think it will be. We need to make a reservation at hotel. Use the new ID, the one we haven’t used before. Just in case. I can’t leave New York until this job with Ana is done, but we need a place to disappear to just in case. Not one of the big ones. Then I will figure out where we should go after.”
 

 
Shane woke up, his eyes gritty, with a headache. He lay on the bed for a long time, not wanting to move. Checking his phone, he saw several texts from Hayden. He’d slept through their run apparently. Answering him back, he apologized and told him he was taking the rest of the week off. From running and the office. He was working on his project. He tried not to think about the look on Ilya’s face when he had left. Tried not to think about the words he had said. He just needed some space. He was stressed out by this job, and he needed to figure it out. Then he would figure things out with Ilya. Nothing was broken, just strained.
He showered, letting the water run over him for a long time, until he felt marginally better. Dressing, he avoided looking at his mirror, not wanting to see it. He walked into the kitchen and looked around at the mess he had left. He couldn’t even bring himself to care. He grabbed a protein bar and ate it while looking over the papers spread out. He needed to focus. His job was not Ilya. He could deal with whatever the fuck that was later. His job was finding his killer. He knew it was here, or at least clues to the person. Where had he left off.
“Fuck.”
He realized it had been with Ilya’s unit, he’d gotten so distracted by the fucking picture of Ilya leaning against another man shirtless, that half fond look in his eye, that he’d gone off down a completely ridiculous path. Fine. Ilya’s unit. He found the picture and tried not to look at Ilya. He would go back to what was working before that. Taking meticulous notes. He went through the stack until he found the information sheet that went with the picture. He wrote the names above them. Ilya Rozanov, Dmitri Romashin, Dante Lukin, Isaac Kolshin, Ivan Petko. There was no specialty listed on this sheet though. Even though this wasn’t about Ilya, he was curious to see what he’d been trained in. He’d never said, just that he was there. It was odd that nothing was listed. All the other small units had been the best at whatever they were from what he was piecing together. But in his copy, there was a handwritten note that someone had scrawled above the list of their names before sending it. It was in Russian, мокрое дело. He stared at it, running the words through his vocabulary and suddenly spun around. No, he was translating wrong. Please. Let him be translating wrong. He pulled it up on his phone and typed it in, looking at the result and biting his lip so hard that it started bleeding. He set the phone down gently so that he didn’t throw it across the room. Picking up his pen, he wrote the literal translation on the photo sheet. Wet business. His eyes were unfocused as he put a line through the words and wrote the word anyone else would use. Assassins. Killers. He stared at the photo, and back at his written words, back to the men’s faces. These five men. Were trained to kill people. There was nothing else it could mean. Nothing. NOTHING.
He went and sat down. His focus entirely lost again. What the actual fuck did that mean. He didn’t believe it. He couldn’t believe it. you didn’t even know did you, you brought it right to my fucking door, you didn’t even know did you
He thought back to Las Vegas. Ilya diving to the side, picking up the gun, taking the safety off and still making perfect shots to the same spot in the chest. Shane couldn’t do that. Hayden couldn’t. Nobody he’d seen practicing could do that. Oh my fucking god. A trained killer who had been trained for years, could probably do that.
He picked up his phone and hit a button.
“Lance. You’re going to get tired of me, I’m so sorry. Oh, you emailed me the list from yesterday, thank you so much. I got distracted and didn’t look at it yet. I will though. Can you run a couple more flights for me? New York to Las Vegas and New York to Los Angeles. For the Ilya/Cliff names I gave you yesterday. Thank you.”
He checked the dates and gave them to him. Lance told him he’d have to call back because there were going to be a lot of flights to those cities. Standing up, he went back. He couldn’t do this. This was an actual lead, there were five people in that picture though, not just Ilya. He needed to keep going. He set the picture to the side, and went through the next few years. In those years, he found one more picture that was listed as wet business, but looking at the dates, he saw they weren’t going to work. They were far too recent. Some of his cases dated back several years, and in the most recent picture the men would have still been there in training during some of the oldest cases. Shane knew his killer didn’t have to come from this training center, but it was where Sergeev had started training people. Realistically, he thought Ilya was too young also. If the men in the picture were all the same age, they’d have started when they were 20. Shane preferred not to think about that. Maybe he was not on the right track after all. He grabbed another stack of paper and went through it all. A lot of it was training pictures, exercises, scenarios they did it looked like. Shane wasn’t sure he could get this much information about his own military services, much less from Russia. He wondered who they’d had to bribe for this. Didn’t matter. Distracted.
“Ok, Shane, focus. If the killer is here, it has to be either from Ilya’s unit or one of the unspecialized ones. Which would make no sense. So one of these five”
He started digging through stacks of papers until he found their personal information. Starting with the first one, Isaac Kolshin. He put an x through the man’s face after he got halfway through the paper, seeing that he was deceased and the year was two years ago. Not him. He moved on to Dante Lukin, frowning as he saw he was deceased also. He supposed that was probably relatively common. A dangerous profession, probably had dangerous enemies. He x’d out that one also. He was starting to breath too fast, looking at three of them left. Next. Ivan Petko. Oh thank god, not deceased. He took the papers back to the couch and sat down to read. He frowned occasionally, thinking that this didn't sound like his guy either. Some of the dates didn’t match up, and he looked to like knives more than guns if the training information was right. Shane knew the dates of all of his cases, he’d looked at them so often, he didn’t have to look them up. He also knew that not all of his cases were probably by the same guy, so maybe this could still work.
Dmitri was next. Shane knew he was purposely leaving Ilya to the last, not wanting to read about him. Dmitri, while not one of Sergeev’s main men, did seem to be paired with Alexei a lot in the information he had. That was interesting. Maybe. He was definitely a maybe. He groaned as he picked up the pages on Ilya. He wasn’t sure he wanted to know. There was no way his boyfriend was a fucking contract killer. No way. Shane wasn’t stupid, he knew that with this training that Ilya had probably killed people in the three years he was assigned in the military, but that wasn’t his case. That was... Something else. Something he could probably overlook. It was the military. He didn’t have a choice. 
“FUCK.
He knew he was rationalizing at this point and just picked up the papers and started to read. He read it more carefully than the others because he was curious. Joined school at 12. Knew that. Excelled at school. Figures. Started to become anti-social around 14. Not necessarily surprising. Started excelling in combat and other studies around the same time. So cut off friends, got better at school. Ok. Beat a classmate nearly to death at 15. Ok, well that wasn’t great was it. No information on what had happened, just that there was an incident and he was punished appropriately. It also seemed to be when they started keeping an eye on him for further training. So nearly beating someone to death in Russia got you sent to a more elite combat school. Of course.
Shane put the papers down. He felt like he was violating some part of Ilya’s privacy. There weren’t a lot of details, just generalizations, but it was still a lot of information. Sighing, he realized he had read all of Dmitri’s. Who had been fairly uneventful, at least compared to Ilya’s so far. He picked up the papers again, skimming them this time. Moved to a new training facility. Quickly moved to an elite unit. At some point though, there were no notes on him for several months. The last one was about refusal to listen to command. Then the information just stopped. They picked up again a few months later, just stating that training was now going well. Not much else that was helpful. So Dmitri or Ilya, or some other person entirely. That was his thought at this point. Some other person. Had to be. His instinct regarding cases had been off for months now. This was just another instance. He’d thought it had something to do with Sergeev, but he had been wrong. The only thing that had to do with him was whatever was up with Ilya and his brother’s men. Which was a whole different situation. So why wasn’t he relieved. 
He answered his phone when he saw it was Lance and listened.
“Nothing. To either city. Fuck. Ok, can you do the same thing for me? Run it for two tickets purchased together for 2 men. Thank you. You know what. Can you run it also for New York to Vienna. Check the two names, but I think at this point, it’s just going to be for the two tickets together.” 
He gave him the Vienna dates and sat back. He went into his office and left the papers where they were. He pulled up the email that Lance had sent him and ran the two files for Montreal and Paris through a simple program he had that would compare names. Nothing matched. Ok. Fine. That was good. Or was it. He wasn’t even sure any more. Ilya clearly wasn’t using his own name though to travel. Why? He was scared about being trained at Spetsnaz? Thought maybe his name was on a list somewhere? Maybe. Shane could almost accept that excuse. But why not Cliff then. Why would Cliff need something fake also. Fuck. Ilya’s company was named after him though. If he were worried about being on a list, wouldn’t he have used a fake name for that also. 
“FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK.”
Frustrated, Shane got up and got a ginger ale, drinking it while he paced around the apartment again. He was concerned that everything he was thinking kept coming back to Ilya. Was he too close to this? Maybe. He was just obsessed with making sure his boyfriend wasn’t the fucking ghost killer he’d been looking to find for almost two years. Nothing wrong with that right? As long as he was looking for the real guy also. Who clearly had not gone to training with Denis Sergeev.
“Ok focus. What’s useful to narrow it down and rule Ilya out. It’s his brother. Or Dmitri. I hope it’s fucking neither. FUCK.”
He did a few breathing exercises to regulate himself and went back to his office and the computer. He pulled up a grid program and began putting in the dates and locations of every case that he thought might possibly belong to his guy. It took quite a while and by the time he was done, he was stiff. He did some stretches and thought about actually going to work out, but he wanted this done. He wanted to rule out Ilya, his friend and Alexei somehow so that he could get back to figuring out the real person.
He made a list of all of the locations for his cases and emailed them to Lance. He was going to owe him something big. He asked him to check all the locations and dates for 2 tickets purchased together. This was only helpful, he realized, to rule out Ilya. He never went anywhere without Cliff, or nearly never. If it was one of the other two, this wouldn’t help at all. That’s ok. Rule out his boyfriend. He liked the sound of that. His boyfriend. Boyfriend. Who he loved. So much. Who was not a fucking killer. He wasn’t. At least not the kind of killer Shane was looking for.
He picked up his phone and scrolled through the pictures he had of Ilya. He’d saved all of them. He took deep breaths as he looked at them all and almost called him. Almost. NO. Not yet. He was still very angry with him. He had a lot of lies to answer for. But this. Shane could do this. He could get rid of this ridiculous idea that Ilya was running around killing people. It was all coincidental. He would do this, and then call him, they could have a big blowout fight, have great fucking make up sex and all would be good in the world again. Other than a killer still running around. He could keep working on that after the make up sex. He almost laughed, he knew he was becoming unhinged, and couldn’t seem to stop himself.
Back on the computer, he saw that Lance had emailed him the list of 2 tickets for Los Angeles and Las Vegas. He ran it against the Montreal and Paris ones. Nothing. Ok, maybe he was once again on the wrong track. Maybe he just needed a new job. One that used less of his brain. Maybe he should go work at a grocery store because clearly he could not do his own job correctly anymore. FUCK.
He went and read more of the papers, discovering the disgusting things that Sergeev liked to do to people. Poison mostly. Many types it appeared. How did one even learn that? It’s not like you could experiment. He read about how he had gone from a trainer, to a Colonel, to now the head of the GRU. There were other people he led with, but it sounded like for the most part it was his decisions. He went back and forth from the computer to the island with papers, finally seeing another email from Lance. It had the Vienna information and a note that he’d written a program for himself that would be faster than him individually searching, but that it would still be morning, probably before he had any more. 
Shane put in the Vienna names into his program and hit the button, sighing and trying to figure out what else he could possibly look up. He heard a soft ding though and glanced up, looking at the green names highlighted on the list. He sat up straighter and looked at it closer. There were actually three names. Victor Zaitsev, Jeff Green, and Mark Connors. Zaitsev and Green had gone to Las Vegas together, and Zaitsev and Connors had gone to Vienna together. He started a spreadsheet and put the dates and names, staring at them. It meant nothing so far, but it was a start. Possibly a coincidence, but Shane didn’t really believe in coincidences anymore.
He pulled open another database and entered all three names to run backgrounds on them. They came back fairly quickly and he skimmed through them. Nothing impressive, pretty boring people if they were to be believed. So boring in fact that Shane didn’t believe them. They looked exactly like the kind of details his employers used for false identities when Shane or anyone else needed them. Everything was there. Birth certificates, tax records, drivers licenses. But no details whatsoever. He leaned back and closed his eyes, just trying to think.
 

 
Ilya had packed most everything he had brought to the apartment. It wasn’t all that much to be honest. He hoped it wouldn’t be necessary, but he knew better. It was over. His stomach was hurting and his chest felt like it couldn't get a full breath the entire day. He had called Sveta and discussed a few things with her and now was waiting for a courier to drop a packet of papers he needed to sign. He also discussed a new venture with her, that he wanted her to start on right away.
Cliff came back and glanced at the bags sitting around and sighed.
“This sucks.”
Ilya nodded, his eyes bloodshot.
“It does. You told me. You told me after the first time to not get involved and I didn’t listen. Now we will all fucking pay for it. I’m sorry.”
Cliff just sighed again and glanced at the door as there was a knock.
“Expecting someone?”
Ilya nodded and went to the door, asking the man to stay for a moment. He brought the packet over and opened it, pulling out a fat stack of papers and quickly going through the marked sections, signing and dating them. The dates were illegal and from over a month ago, but no one would care or bother to check. He made sure he hadn’t missed any, and put them back into the packet they came in, and gave them back to the man.
“Right back where they came from please.”
When he had left, Cliff looked at him, waiting.
“Oh. Business papers.”
“For?”
“My company and the charity. As of a month ago, Sveta owns 100% of both of them.”
Cliff made a face and shook his head,
“Ilya you act like you’re dying. Stop.”
“No, it's just for safety. Nothing changes, the money goes the same places. I trust her like I do you. It’s just in case. If I get arrested, the government will try to seize assets because I am Russian. They will have a much harder time if I own nothing. They will look, and see the date, and try to say I transferred them to avoid it. But I have very good lawyer. He will get rid of that. That way you and she are taken care of, if I have to go away.”
“We won’t be here Ilya. We’ll be lounging on a beach somewhere, remember?”
Ilya managed a small smile at that,
“Yes. But things can always go wrong Cliff. I do not know saying… but I have dug a big hole. I want some of us to be able to get out just in case.”
Cliff just groaned and went and sat on the couch, staring at the TV without turning it on.
Ilya got on the phone and made arrangements with Pyotr to start a new set of ID for both of them. They had three now, one each that had never been used. He wanted a second clean one, just in case.
“Did you make hotel reservation?”
“Yeah, if we have to go, we’re good.”
“Thank you.”
He got the burner he used with Ana out of the safe and called her also.
“Ilyusha, darling. Am I dying soon?”
“That’s up to your father Eva. As soon as he tells me he is ready, then yes. Are you staying at the hotel like I asked?”
“Yes, it’s very nice to be pampered and order room service all the time. I also did the other thing and have it here.”
“Good. I just wanted to warn you, and it may be nothing. But should you see my name on the news anytime soon, do not be alarmed. It changes nothing. We still proceed.”
“Wow, what did you do?”
“Fell in love with the wrong person. The one person who could bring me down.”
He expected a joke about him being single soon and she’d be happy to take care of him. Uncharacteristically though, she sounded sad,
“I’m sorry Ilya. Really. Maybe you can work it out?”
“I do not think so. But we will see. In any case, if you see my name, we are still doing this. Understand?”
“Yes. I’m ready to go.”
“Soon. I hope.”
His next call was to Dmitri, but he got no answer and did not want to leave a message, so hung up. Running through the list in his head, he sat back, not sure what else he could do. There was one, but Cliff would not like it.
“I’m going to see Alexei. Alone.”
“The fuck you are.”
“It will be fine. No fighting. Just talking.”
“From your end maybe, you never know with him. What if Daniil is there?”
“He will not be. My brother has him hidden somewhere. For something. Shane I suppose. But I cannot help that at the moment. He has security following him during the day. If I cannot flush him out, then I will tell Shane and hopefully he will add them at night also. I do not know what else to do. But I need to get something from Alexei and I think he is just cocky enough and just stupid enough to give it to me if I just ask.”
“I don’t like it. Why don’t I drive you, so that I’m at least close?”
“Because I am going to the park after.”
“The park.”
“Yes. I want to speak with Andy one more time.”
“Fuck. Keep your fucking phone on and call me the instant there’s a problem. There will be. Lately with you there always is.”
Ilya managed a grin and shook his head,
“There won’t be. And I will not lie on the ground or play with the water.”
He took his porsche, patting her gently and whispering to her,
“I will miss you sweetheart. You will go be with Sveta for a while.”
He smiled as he could imagine Shane making fun of him for talking to her. The smile slowly dropped off his face though as he took a big breath and forced the other man out of his head. He pulled up at Alexei’s and knocked on the door, surprised to see his brother answer it himself.
“Your men have all abandoned you?”
“Apparently so, to what do I owe the pleasure little brother.”
“I was hoping I could borrow something.”
“Come in, have a drink.”
He accepted a glass of vodka and just sipped it, his binge from the evening before more than enough for a day or two.
“Ilyukha. I wish we could get past these problems we have.”
Ilya nodded at him,
“Then stop trying to kill my boyfriend.”
Alexei gave him a sharp laugh,
“It really isn’t me. It’s Daniil. You made him feel stupid too many times.”
“Then tell me where he is. I will consider it an act of good faith.”
“I can’t. Sergeev is already pissed about Misha. I would watch yourself if I were you. You know he never lets anything go. But if I give you Daniil also, then he starts to get mad at me. No thank you. I’ve no wish to meet Maxim intimately like you have done.”
Ilya shrugged,
“His work is overrated, it’s not that bad.” lies lies lies lies lies
“If you say so. What did you want to borrow?”
Ilya looked around the room and saw his knife stuck in the end table by the wall. 
“Do you have father’s old pistol still?”
“Yes, it’s in the safe.”
“May I have it? Just for a while? I am feeling out of sorts and I cannot go back and see their graves. I have something of mama’s, I just would like to have something of father’s for a while. I will give it back.”  no i won’t
“You can’t go back because of your own doings. But it won’t fire. You know that.”
Ilya ignored the dig and just answered,
“I don’t need it to fire. I just want something of both of theirs. To hold, and to look at. I can bring it back if you want it.”
He thought for a moment that Alexei was going to deny him out of spite. But he eventually shrugged.
“I don’t care. Take it. It just sits there. I will get it.”
Ilya nodded and took another sip of vodka,
“Thank you.”
Alexei came back a few minutes later with a bundle of white cloth. He lay it on the table and unwrapped the vintage pistol with the initials GR on the hilt. It was all Ilya could do to even look at it. Alexei picked it up and pointed it at the wall, trying to dry fire it, but nothing happened. Ilya spoke up,
“You probably could have found someone to fix it if you wanted to use it.”
His brother shrugged,
“It’s old, I like my gun. I just kept it because it was his. The fact that you want it surprises me. You hated him.”
“Not always. Just like you. I used to love you both. Until you took away what was mine.”
Alexei scoffed and set the pistol back down on the cloth.
“You are speaking of your hockey? How far would that have taken you anyway? Look at you now. The most feared person in Russia. Well. From Russia. I guess if anyone wants to be safe from you they just need to go to Russia.”
He smiled, amused with himself. Ilya had been speaking of his mama, but he would never tell Alexei that. Ilya stood and took the cloth and folded it over the gun, picking up the bundle.
“Thank you Alexei. This means something to me.”
“I just want us to be friends, Ilya. Really.”
Forcing a smile on his face,
“Maybe. Someday. Thank you again.”
He left and let out an exhale as he got into the car glancing at the bundle that he put in the back. He hated that gun. He could have gone the rest of his life without seeing it again. The gun didn’t fire. Hadn’t fired for years. Since Ilya had disabled it when he was worried his father was going to shoot someone on accident with his dementia. But Ilya still had the small cloth bag that had the pieces he’d taken out. He kept it with his small box of what he considered important things. It went everywhere with him and was usually in the closet of wherever he stayed. Right now, it was in one of the bags he had just packed that were sitting on his apartment floor. 
He got to the park and moved the bundle to the trunk where it couldn’t be seen from the street. He’d stopped and gotten a couple bottles of whiskey as a gift. He walked to the turtle pond and sat on the bench, rather than lying on the ground by the water. He wanted to lie there and feel sorry for himself. But he would not. Not this time. He wasn’t sure how many nights he might have to come and wait, but he hoped the man still came here.
He looked at his phone and the pictures of Shane again. He wanted to call him so badly. He settled for a text, knowing that he shouldn’t be doing even that.
Ilya - I know I said I would leave you alone
Ilya - and I will
Ilya - I just want you to know that I love you
Ilya - and I will always love you
Ilya - and how sorry I am
He stopped, even though there was so much more he wanted to say. He sat there until well into the night, but Andy never showed up. Ilya hoped that he was alright, and left a bottle of whiskey on the bench, in the off chance he showed up later. Otherwise, some other person could have a nice gift.
He left the second bottle in his car as he went home. Cliff was not there, which was fine with Ilya. He was tired. He realized he hadn’t eaten anything all day, but didn’t care. He didn’t want anything. He yanked his bandage off and looked at it critically. It looked fine to him. He showered and didn’t bother putting it back on. He lay in bed, staring at the empty spot on the bed where Shane would normally be curled around him. He took a deep breath and realized that the empty spot inside him might actually stay that way. He could feel his eyes getting hot and shook his head, closing them in an effort to stave off the wetness. 
 

 
Shane had gotten not a lot else done that evening. He needed the info about the flights. He ended up working out and doing a session of yoga, neither of which helped to calm him like normal. He was sitting on the couch reading when Ilya texted him. He saw the words as they came in and had to force himself to put the phone down without answering. But they threw him off balance and he ended up going to bed, not even bothering to fix dinner. Just taking water with him. He stopped at his mirror this time and stared at the photo for a long minute before flopping onto the bed and trying not to miss the body that should be next to him.
He slept horribly, and when he looked in the mirror in the morning, he groaned. He was starting to get circles under his eyes already. He showered and dressed, checking his email and seeing a couple more cities worth of names. He plugged them in, holding his breath and wanted to cry when both of them came back with hits. Paris from the Montreal weekend and Barcelona from over a year ago. Artem Polosin had gone to Paris and Barcelona. Jeff Green had gone to Paris, while Mark Connors had gone to Barcelona. Barcelona. Where Ilya had been. On vacation with Sveta. But he had wanted only tickets for men. Sveta was there. It wasn’t him. Oh Jesus, it wasn’t him. Thank god. He’d been about to panic. Frowning, he knew he had to check to be sure. He called Lance, expecting the man to dodge his call. This one would be easy at least.
“Shane. The rest of the cities are running. They should all be done at some point today. I can send them as they come in or all in one big file. Whatever you want.”
“All at once is fine at this point. I need a bigger sample size to see a pattern. Can you check just two sets of flights for me please? From New York to Barcelona and Boston to Barcelona. Svetlana Vetrova. Same dates as the one you just sent.”
It didn’t take long. She had purchased a single ticket from Boston to Barcelona on the same day.
“Thanks Lance.”
He hung up and hung his head. He lay on the couch most of the day, reading through more papers. Not coming to any other conclusion. He found himself rationalizing again. Just because those names are on all the flights doesn’t mean they’re connected to Ilya and Cliff. Just because he knew they were in Barcelona and Las Vegas, those two men, whoever they are, could have just gone to those two places also at the exact same time. He laughed hysterically to himself, yes, that’s how it went Shane. Totally random people with fake names went to the same places as two people who were killed. When your boyfriend was there. It was late afternoon when he realized he hadn’t eaten lunch. Or breakfast. He got a protein bar and managed half of it before throwing the rest away. He lay on the couch, wrapped around a pillow, the TV on just for noise, for the rest of the evening trying to breath calmly. He lost track of how many breathing exercises he did, finally falling asleep there, not wanting to be in the bedroom alone.
 

 
Ilya did absolutely nothing the entire day. He checked a few emails, making sure there was nothing urgent and then he lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. For hours, in an almost trance. Cliff checked on him once or twice, asking if he wanted food, but he just shook his head no. 
“Later.”
Eventually he forced himself up and told Cliff he was going to the park again. He picked up another bottle of whiskey again so that he had two and returned to Andy’s bench. It was nearly 1am when the man wandered in from the path. He looked tired, but he smiled at Ilya when he saw him sitting there.
“Ilya the killer man. You’ve come to see me again.”
Nodding he handed the man a bottle and gestured for him to sit.
“I have. For probably the last time Andy.”
“Oh. I’m sorry to hear that. Things didn’t work out with the boyfriend?”
Ilya swallowed hard and shook his head,
“No. You were right. It just wasn’t meant to be. Or it was, but I fucked it up. Either way. I will probably have to leave soon and I cannot imagine that I will be back.”
“Ever?”
“Probably not.”
They talked for a long time, Ilya telling him everything again, with Andy telling him a few stories of his own. Finally when Ilya’s voice was hoarse and his stomach upset from drinking whiskey with no food for two days, he shrugged.
“It’s my fault. I will have to live with it. Before I go though, I wanted to offer you a proposition Andy.”
“I still don’t need an apartment.”
Ilya smiled at him.
“No. Maybe you don’t need it. But I need your help with something.”
The other man waited and Ilya explained, in great detail. Finally he smiled again as he stood up and held his hand out,
“Andy, thank you. I’m so very glad to have met you in this life.”
“Maybe we’ll see each other again, Ilya. Maybe it won’t be as bad as what you think.”
“Maybe. I hope so. But I think we both probably don’t believe that. So we have an agreement then? You are sure?”
Andy nodded at him,
“I am sure. Thank you Ilya. I hope your travels take you some place nice.”
Ilya just smiled at him as he left. Cliff was in the living room when he got home even though it was close to 4am.
“You ok?”
“Yes. I spoke with him. He is like priest, I am all forgiven.”
Cliff just shook his head and asked him,
“Did you eat? There’s some food over there if you’re hungry.”
Ilya looked over at it and shook his head.
“I did. I grabbed something earlier.”
He couldn’t really remember the last time he ate, other than a couple of days, but he wasn’t hungry at all.
“I’m going to bed. At this point, we just wait. I’ve done everything I can do. We wait for Sergei or for Shane, whichever comes first I guess.”
He lay in bed, smoking, having replaced the cigarettes he found out on the table earlier. He made sure to put it out, before closing his eyes and trying to sleep, checking his phone again, just to be sure Shane hadn’t sent something.
 

 
Shane got up when his phone rang, which was much later than he normally woke. He sighed when he saw it was Hayden. Not that he’d hoped it would be Ilya. He’d told him not to bother him. Shane hadn’t answered his text. He didn’t want him to call.
“Hayd, what’s up?”
“Just checking in. You ok? Haven’t heard much from you since you started your project again. Big break?”
Shane blinked slowly,
“No. Nothing yet. But a lot of things to go over. I’m hopeful. Everything good with you? How’s the Shaefer case?”
“Good we did the test. The judge is letting us hold him while they run it. It should be good once it comes back. You need anything? I can bring you some food, we could have lunch?”
Shane looked around the living room which looked like a cyclone had hit it.
“No, I’m good. I’ve got plenty of groceries here. Just going to keep after it. Let me know about Shaefer.”
“Will do. See you later.”
He threw the phone down on the couch and went to his bathroom. He nearly didn’t recognize himself. He shaved every day but with a couple days of not, his stubble was getting out of control. He managed to brush his teeth, but couldn’t be bothered to shave right now. He changed clothes, watching his shirt as it hit the floor by his feet, his pants going on top of them. He put new ones on and walked out, leaving them where they lay.
He went into the computer room, having put it off as long as he could. He opened his email and saw the file from Lance. He stared at it for a while before going back out to the living room and laying on the couch. He picked up a few papers and looked them over before setting them down again. 
“Fuck.”
He got up again and walked back into the computer room, pulling up the file again and downloading it. He plugged it into the program and sat there staring at his grid, which had the few boxes checked green that he had already found. He hovered his finger over the button and closed his eyes, praying as he hit the enter button. For every green box it meant a hit on one of the fake names that matched a flight to a city and date where one of the murders of his cases were. For every green box it meant that he was that much more of an idiot. For every green box it meant he would have to confront his boyfriend about something he couldn’t even fathom. For every green box it meant he hated himself a little more for being stupid. For every green box it meant he hated himself a lot more because he still fucking loved Ilya. He kept his eyes closed, but he knew the noises. Tears leaked out around his lashes as he heard ding after ding after ding. When he finally opened his eyes, wiping at them, he stared at the screen. They weren’t all green. That was good. But there were more that were green than there were ones that were not. It still didn’t mean it was Ilya. It could be his brother. Or Dmitri. With a friend that went every time…
He got up and walked calmly to the kitchen. He stood there for a moment, looking around. Seeing Ilya’s bottle of vodka, he picked it up and ran his fingers down it, imagining Ilya touching it. With a scream of rage, he flung it against the fridge, satisfied when it shattered and vodka and glass went flying everywhere. He stood there looking at the mess, his chest heaving, his eyes filling again. He opened the cabinet he was closest to and pulled out a plate, looking at it before he flung it against the far wall, watching it shatter. He did it again and again and again, until his hand reached up and there were no plates left.
He made it to the couch and curled into a ball before his body shut down on him. He didn’t even care. He didn’t want to be here anymore.
Shane didn’t know how long he lay there. He had no idea what time he had started. It was nearly 8pm when he finally moved. He uncurled from his ball, wincing at the soreness in his muscles. He got up and went to shower, his clothes landing on the floor of the bathroom while he let the scalding water pound on his back. He still didn’t bother to shave, but he did at least lean over and scoop up the clothes off the bathroom floor, letting them fall on top of the others in the bedroom.
He dressed and went into the computer room. The grid was just there staring at him. So many green checks. He leaned over and pushed a few buttons, bringing up what he wanted before he hit print. It wasn’t long before he had headshots of all the cases where the green checks were, along with copies of all of the fake, or not entirely real names from the flights. He shoved a few things on the island to the side, and set them down in a stack in front of him.
He went looking for his phone, finally finding it in a cushion on the couch. He stared at the contact for a long time, before finally hitting it. He answered after only one ring, his voice sounding so calming and loving when he said Shane’s name that he nearly hung up. 
“Shane. I have missed you.”
“Don’t. Can you come here now?”
“Of course. I will be there soon.”
Shane sat there for a while before getting up to go into the kitchen to get water. He stopped though as he saw the room, not really even remembering what he’d done. He went to the bedroom bathroom instead and got a drink from there before coming back to the living room. He opened his safe and took his gun out, setting it on the island in front of him. Thinking about it, he got up again and took his handcuffs out and set them there also. He walked over to unlock the door and took a seat back at the island. It hadn’t been more then three minutes when he got up and ran back to his bathroom, sinking to the floor and throwing up in the toilet. But there was nothing. He tried to remember what he ate last, but there was nothing. Just liquid that he had just drank. When he stopped heaving, he stood and stared at himself in the mirror. Finally he brushed his teeth and went back to sit down, his stomach still flipping and turning.
 

 
Ilya spent the next day doing nothing again. Cliff brought food, which he took a single bite of when Cliff tried to argue with him about how long it had been since he’d eaten. He didn’t know. He didn’t care. He showered, but did nothing with his curls, letting them tangle around each other as they air dried. He shaved and brushed his teeth, but that was as far as he could be bothered. Cliff had the TV on and Ilya sat there on the couch with him staring at it, but he had no idea what they’d actually watched. A stupid movie, he was sure.
Cliff watched Ilya and was becoming more and more concerned. He’d been with him several years now and had seen him up and down. But never like this. He was absolutely listless. Cliff hadn’t seen him eat more than a bite of food in the last three days. He would nurse a glass of vodka, but that was it. He was shaving, but that was more because he knew that Ilya couldn’t stand to let anything grow on his face usually. He was going to call Barnett if something didn’t change soon. Cliff went and worked out, trying to nudge Ilya into coming, just to get him moving, but he refused and when Cliff came back, he was sitting in the same spot, watching the TV, though he didn’t seem to be seeing it.
His phone rang though in the evening and Ilya snatched it up to answer,
“Shane. I have missed you.”
He flinched at whatever the answer was but nodded as he spoke,
“Of course. I will be there soon.”
He stood up and Cliff stood to drive him. Ilya held out a hand and shook his head.
“I’m ok. I will go.”
“You will not. You haven’t eaten, you’ve barely slept. I’ll stay outside, but you’re not fucking driving yourself. End of story, go get in the car or I’ll call you a cab. You’re not driving.”
“Fine. Drive me then.”
He got in the car and didn’t speak at all, even when he got out to go into the building. Cliff groaned and prayed whatever happened fixed this all. He knew better, but he could pray.
Ilya knocked on the door, not daring to just open it. He heard Shane though telling him to come in, so he tentatively opened the door and stepped inside. He honestly thought maybe he had the wrong apartment. He had never seen it like this. There were papers everywhere. The pillows from the couch were scattered across the room. There was a sharp smell of alcohol in the room, but not an overwhelming one. Vodka maybe since it didn’t have much to it.
He knew he wasn’t looking his best, but Shane. His Shane looked like he was on the verge of dying and it had only been three days since he’d seen him. His eyes were bright red, he’d never seen as much stubble on his face as there was now. He had circles under his eyes and his lips were cracked and dry.
He took a step forward but then saw the items next to Shane on the island. His eyes stayed on them before lifting to Shane’s.
“Shane. Please. You are not ok. Will you let me help you? Then you can do whatever you want, but please?”
“Fuck you.”
Ilya’s eyes were blinking back tears. He didn’t care what happened to him, but he couldn’t stand to see Shane like this.
His eyes dropped to the gun and handcuffs again. Shane wasn’t touching them or even looking at them. He was just staring at Ilya, looking so stricken that it was about to make Ilya ill. He finally spoke, acknowledging the items, his voice cracking.
“Do you think I would hurt you? That you need a gun for whatever is happening here?”
“I don’t know. I would like to think no.”
Ilya moaned at that answer. He had to know that Ilya would die rather than hurt him. Shane must have realized, because he finally shook his head.
“I don’t. Not really. But I don’t trust my own thinking anymore. At all.”
He stared at Ilya for a second or two before finally swallowing hard.
“I don’t want to believe it. But I’m so fucking lost right now Ilya, that I don’t even know which way is up.”
Ilya took a step, but Shane shook his head,
“Don’t.”
“Shane please. Let me help you clean up. Then you can do whatever you need to. I promise. No matter what that means.”
“No. I’m fine. You don’t look great yourself.”
He looked around the ruined room,
“It’s ok. I’ll clean up later.”
Ilya just nodded and waited, for whatever was coming, although he could see. He could see the new stack of papers and at least see the top one. His eyes flew to Shane when he spoke again though,
“Do you remember you promised to never lie again?”
“Yes. I meant it. Ask.”
Shane pushed forward the two papers that Ilya couldn’t see.
“Is this you? Well you and Cliff?”
He looked down and stared at the names and sighed, knowing what this meant. What was left of his heart splintered at that moment and it felt like he was being stabbed from the inside. He slowly let himself sink inside that tiny box that had been wide open lately.
“Yes.”
He pointed,
“These are me, the others are Cliff.”
Shane blinked as a few tears fell and Ilya without even thinking about it stepped forward and reached out a hand to wipe them off those freckles. The ones he would never touch again. Shane’s hand reached out and slapped his hand away.
“Don’t. Touch. Me.”
Shane slowly took the names away and started spreading out the stack of papers. He didn’t do them all. He didn't have to. Ilya could see them and knew every single face on them. Shane looked up at him, his eyes meeting Ilyas only for a second before sliding down to land lower, unable to keep them up.
“I don’t expect the truth. Why would you? But I’ll ask anyway. Do you know any of these people?”
Ilya didn’t need to look at them again, but he did. Letting each one sink into his head, knowing there were more in the stack that he couldn’t see. He licked his lips and put a hand on the edge of the island, trying to hold himself up. His voice came out a whisper, though he hadn’t meant for it to.
“Yes.”
Shane just nodded and his voice trembled as he finally looked up at Ilya’s eyes.
“Did you kill them? Any of them?”
Ilya blinked and closed his eyes, unable to see the pain in Shane’s as he answered truthfully.
“Yes.”
“All of them?”
He opened his eyes and looked carefully at the pictures one by one. He recognized them all. He didn’t answer though, just stared at Shane. He did not want to lie, and was trying to be very careful how he answered. A low noise came out of Shane’s throat as he ignored the fact that he hadn’t gotten an answer and he laid out more of the pictures. Ilya watched them carefully.
"You know these as well?"
He just nodded again, hoping Shane would accept that.
“Fuck me.”
Grabbing a pen, Shane scrawled a word in Russian on the back of one of the papers, not wanting to say it out loud apparently. He pushed the paper to Ilya who looked at the word.
Призрак
He’d never called himself that, but he knew other people did.
Shane’s voice was absolutely broken as he pointed at it.
“Is this fucking you Ilya?”
Ilya broke at the sound of his voice saying his name with such disdain. His knees gave out and he sank to the floor, sitting there, trying to breath. Shane walked around so he could see him and for just a split second looked like he wanted to hug him. But he didn’t. He just asked again.
“Is it you?”
He knew the rumors that there were more than one person, but he chose to tell the truth still.
“Yes. It is. Ghost, phantom, wraith, whatever you choose. It is me. It has always been me. It is only me. For 6 years.”
The look that Shane gave him broke him the rest of the way. The small box that he had just put everything back into, flung itself shut with finality.
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  Shane just stared at him. Ilya’s head had dipped as he took shallow breaths, knowing he needed to get up. Before he could move, Shane dropped down to sit, just looking at him in disbelief, his voice panicked when he spoke,
“Please tell me this is a joke. Some horrible prank gone wrong. Please.”
Ilya was watching him, wanting nothing more than for his words to be true. He also wanted to reach out and touch him, but knew that would not be appreciated.
“I wish that it were. I’m so sorry.”
“NO. You don’t get to be sorry. You’re not sorry.”
“Shane, I am. I am trying to get out. I promise, I’m trying..”
“You should have tried harder. You can’t just kill people, Ilya. What the fuck is wrong with you that you think that’s ok?”
Shaking his head, his voice was quiet now,
“I don’t think it’s ok. I have never thought it was ok. It’s just what I knew how to do. What they taught me to do.”
“Even if that was true, you could have stopped after the military. You could have fucking stopped. But you kept doing it. You still fucking do it.”
“It’s not that easy. It’s not that easy to walk away from them when they don’t want you to. I tried. I swear I tried. I’m still trying.”
Shane just stared at him, his eyes moist and burning. His stomach was burning, his head was hurting, he just wanted things to go back. To just a few days ago. 
Ilya saw the hurt and the pain in Shane’s eyes and a calm realization came over him. He did that. He was the cause of that look in Shane’s eyes. Staring at him and memorizing his face, he let himself stop trying. He needed to let him go. He knew there was no use. He closed his eyes and let that tiny part of him that had hoped that maybe he could fix it somehow… he let it die. Opening his eyes in resignation, he asked him,
“What do you want me to do Shane? Do you want to call Scott? Do you need to call your boss? Tell me.”
“What?”
“You had a gun and handcuffs out before I even got here. I assume you meant to use them. I need you to know that I would never fucking hurt you. Like that. Ever. But tell me what you want me to do. Please.”
“I want you to fucking fix it. Tell me you’re lying. Please.”
“I’m lying.”
Shane looked at him and managed a choked noise,
“Fuck you.”
“I just mean to show you that I will do what you want. I will say what you want. I will go where you want. So just fucking tell me. I did it. I can’t take it back.”
He rubbed his eyes and leaned over, reaching out and touching Shane’s leg, his calf. It was the only thing he could reach and he wasn’t going to risk trying to move. He just sat his hand on that leg that he would never get to touch again, his fingers rubbing gently and told him the truth,
“I can’t take it back. I can’t fix it. I wish that I could. I wish that I had done so many things in my life differently. But I didn’t. I fucked them all up, over and over again. The one thing I did not fuck up was loving you. I will not regret it. I will not tell you I’m sorry for it. I am sorry that I hurt you. But I love you. Forever. Now tell me what you want me to do. Please.”
Shane’s hand covered his for the briefest of moments and Ilya closed his eyes. When Shane’s fingers pushed his hand off his leg, he nodded and stood slowly.
“Daniil hates me. He thinks to make me suffer by hurting you. I have been trying to find him to stop him, but it is yet another thing I have failed at. Please be careful.”
He went to the door and stopped, looking back, watching as Shane’s eyes lifted to meet his one last time.
“ты моя жизнь (you are my life) Thank you for being in my life twice. Both times you were my sunshine. Goodbye solnyshko.”
He opened the door and left, forcing himself to not look back again. He had given Shane the opportunity to call the authorities and he had not. Not yet at least. Whatever the reason, Ilya would not waste the gift that it was. He stumbled off the elevator, his legs unsteady, and his vision blurry. Cliff was there, in the lobby waiting. Ilya blinked at him, wiping his eyes as he frowned,
“Why are you in here?”
“In case he tried to walk you out and turn you in. It wasn’t going to happen.”
Ilya didn’t bother with a response, just nodded and let Cliff take him to the car. He got in, Cliff closing the door behind him before going to the other side. Ilya’s head was leaning back, his eyes closed.
“We need to disappear. He knows it all.”
Cliff just nodded even though Ilya couldn’t see it and stayed silent, not knowing what to say. They got to the apartment and brought everything they had packed out to the SUV. Cliff was downstairs checking his place again. Ilya stood in the doorway of his apartment looking around. He never got attached to places, he wasn’t usually in them very long. He wasn’t attached to this one either, it was just a place to be for a while. But every spot he looked, he could see Shane. In the kitchen getting him a Coke, At the table sitting in his lap. On the couch, his feet on Ilya’s thigh. Against the wall, in the shower, on the bed. 
“FUCK.”
He turned and left. Cliff was waiting for him in the lobby and Ilya nodded to him before walking over to the manned desk. He unzipped the backpack he had brought out and took out an envelope.
“Phil, if Mr. Hollander comes here looking for us, can you please give him this?”
“Of course, Mr. Rozanov.”
Ilya managed a smile and for the last time told him,
“Ilya.”
He followed Cliff to the car and tried to ignore the screaming inside his own head. He leaned his head back again but looked over at his car as they left. Cliff noticed and asked him,
“What are you doing with the Porsche? Do you want to drive it to the hotel?”
He shook his head,
“No. It stands out too much. I’m sending it to Sveta. She will keep it if I want it again. Company will come pick it up in a couple of days. They have keys already.”
Cliff didn’t say anything. He knew Ilya was right, it did stand out too much. He’d always told him that. But he was very unhappy with the way Ilya was shedding possessions so quickly. He didn’t like it at all. He was giving up and that wasn’t like him.
“So what are we doing then?”
“Waiting. For Sergei to get what I need. Then we will kill Ana and choose a place to go.”
“What exactly are we waiting for Sergei to get?”
Ilya glanced over at him and gave him a grim smile.
“A body. That looks like Ana.”
“WHAT the fuck are you talking about?”
Ilya actually managed a laugh. It was more of a choke, but it was at least an attempt at a laugh.
“For Sergeev to truly believe she is dead, I need a body. One that looks enough like Ana that at a brief glance, it appears to be her. We will manipulate records for finger prints and dental in case they are tested. But Sergei will use his influence to take the body to Russia before the authorities here can do an autopsy on it. If they won’t let him take it, he will literally steal it from the morgue and take it away. They cannot touch him once he is gone.”
“Ilya that’s fucking crazy.”
He shrugged,
“I needed a body. If it were anyone other than him, it would not work. But his influence is strong. Very strong. Even here in New York. I had not realized. He owns so many policemen it’s not even funny. I think half the police in the city are on his payroll.”
“How do you know he’s not just going to kill some innocent girl that he finds that looks like his daughter.”
“I don’t. But I told him if he did, I would hunt the rest of his children down and kill them for fun.”
“Does Ana know?”
“That I threatened the rest of her family? Probably. She knows I would not do it. But he does not. Some tiny part in his brain fears me, and I need to keep it that way. I am not what he expected and it makes him wary. So he looks for a body. Using his considerable influence. It has to be the same body shape, height, long hair. Recently deceased. Which is why we have to move the moment he calls.”
“I think I’m sorry that I asked.”
Ilya just shrugged again,
“I kill people Marleau. A dead body should not scare you.”
“Fuck you. It doesn’t scare me, it’s just weird. And creepy. And weird.”
Ilya managed an actual small smile as he stared at the window and told him.
“You are weird.”
They left most things in the back of the SUV, taking in just what they needed. A few changes of clothes, toiletries, weapons, Ilya’s laptop. Ilya dug out the bag where he had put his father’s gun, along with the small pouch he had kept for years. Once they settled into the room, he put it on the table and put his thin gloves on. Cliff sat, watching him curiously, finally asking,
“What is that? Don’t say a fucking gun, I can see that.”
“My father’s gun. It’s broken, I am fixing.”
“Why?”
“Because it has Alexei’s fingerprints on it, not mine.”
“What are you going to do with it?”
“Not actually sure yet. It was… mmmm… sudden decision.”
“Spur of the moment?”
“Yes, that.”
Ilya took the gun apart, putting the pieces back where they belonged. When he dry fired it this time, he gave a small smile of satisfaction.
“Maybe I will shoot Ana with it and leave it. Maybe I will keep it to kill Sergeev with. I have not decided where it will benefit the most.”
“You’re going to shoot a dead body?”
“Yes.”
“I’m so confused.”
Ilya looked up at him and shook his head.
“Why do you doubt me always? Do you think I am stupid?”
“No! But I’ve never seen you fake kill someone using an already dead body. This is pretty far out there even for you. You just normal kill people.”
“Well you still won’t see it, because you will be taking Ana to the SUV and waiting for me.”
He wrapped the gun back up, putting it back in his bag and peeling off the gloves.
“It does not have to be terribly convincing Marleau. It needs to look like her to someone who doesn’t know her well. Her father will find her. He will call the police. The ones on his payroll. It will get reported, photographed, investigated. He will ID her, take her body to Russia for internment and Sergeev will have his ‘man on a leash’.”
He shrugged,
“Easy.”
Cliff snorted,
“Easy. No easy, is you walking in the room and shooting someone and leaving. That’s easy.”
Ilya looked at him with a sigh,
“And yet, here we are hiding in a hotel room because I have done exactly that for years.”
“Do you want to talk about what happened with Shane?”
“Do you want to hear about it?”
“Yes.”
Ilya got up and paced around the room, finally sitting back down on the small couch in the room.
“He figured out our ID’s. He knew I was not using my name to travel places and somehow he figured out the two we use. I do not know how. But he had a picture of them and asked if it was us.”
“You could have just said no.”
His voice was very tight as he shook his head,
“I promised him. No more lying.”
“Not even to save yourself?”
“No. No more. I have nearly broken him Marleau, you should have seen him. His apartment was trashed, he looked like death. So no. Not even to save myself.”
He rubbed the back of his neck, trying to loosen his muscles.
“He had the ID’s, I admitted they were us. He had a list of where those ID’s had gone I guess, because he had pictures of many of my jobs. Not all. But a lot. He asked if I knew them, I said yes. He asked if I had killed some of them, I said yes.”
“Some?”
“His choice of words. He then changed it to all, but at that point he was so upset that I didn’t have to answer, he just assumed. He had a gun and handcuffs sitting out when I walked in, but he made no attempt to use them.”
His voice got even lower and had a wounded tone to it,
“The fact he had a gun out kills me. He thinks I would hurt him? I would fucking shoot myself in the head before I did that.”
“He didn’t turn you in though.”
“No. I offered. I told him to call Scott or his boss. He is lost right now. He’s so fucking lost and it’s my fucking fault. I did it. I made him be like this. He doesn’t know what he’s doing and he’s fucking killing himself and he wants me to fix it and I can’t and it’s ALL MY FUCKING FAULT.  Again.”
His voice had gone from quiet to yelling and then the last word was a whisper. Ilya was shaking as he watched Cliff get up and sit down next to him. He shocked both of them when he let Cliff wrap his arms around him, pulling his head to Cliff’s shoulder. When his head leaned against Cliff, he let go and just fell apart. Cliff said nothing, just held him while Ilya sobbed against his shoulder.
He had no idea how long he sat there and cried, but when he finally got control of himself he pulled back slowly and wiped at his eyes. Realizing what he had done, he started shaking his head,
“I'm sorry. I didn't mean to.”
Cliff just shook his head,
“Don't. Everybody needs a little breakdown and a hug now and then. I need one every time you turn on that God awful Russian rap shit you listen to.”
Ilya managed a smile and nodded,
“That's why I listen to it. To torture you. Next time I will give you hug after.”
“Don't you fucking dare.”
Ilya wiped his face again and looked over at him as he very quietly told him,
“Thank you.”
Cliff stood and stretched, nodding at him, trying not to let him get embarrassed and closed off. 
“I’m getting us food. Yes, you are eating. So tell me what you want. I don’t think you’ve actually eaten now in like 4 days other than a couple of bites. If you don’t eat, you will be too weak to shoot a dead body.”
Ilya shook his head, but told him,
“Still stronger than you.”
“You wish. Food. What do you want?”
“I don’t care. Just something. Get what you want, you know what I like.”
“Ok, but you’re eating it when I get back. I’ll get you some Coke also.”
“I will try.”
He took a shower while Cliff was gone, standing there a long time with the water running over his head. When he got out, feeling better, he sat down again and picked up his phone as if he might have a text from Shane before tossing it down again. He dug in his bag and pulled the phone out that Ana had the number to. Eva. He needed to think of her that way now. He set it on the table and took his bag into one of the bedrooms. Laying on the bed, he lit a cigarette and just let his thoughts drift, trying to keep them away from Shane. He wished Sergei would call. He just wanted to be done and get the hell away from here.
Hearing Cliff come back a while later, he sighed and got up, knowing he was going to have to eat something to get the man off his case. He had gotten pasta, for both of them and Ilya just stared at him.
“Since when do you eat an entire pasta meal?”
“Since you haven’t eaten in four days and I want to make sure you actually eat some. So do it.”
“I’m not five Marleau.”
“Are you sure? Because I’m pretty sure five year olds have to be forced to eat also.”
Ilya made a face at him and Cliff laughed,
“They make faces also. You have proved my point.”
Ilya rolled his eyes but opened a Coke that he was handed and ate. A few bites. Cliff was watching him very close and he tried. He did. But his stomach was rebelling after the first few bites.
“I promise I will eat more later. I swear. I just can’t right now.”
“Let me see your side.”
“What?”
“Your bullet graze, let me see it.”
Ilya yanked his shirt up, showing it to him. He looked down at it and thought it looked fine. Just like someone had taken a small tiny scoop and removed a line of flesh. It wasn’t even that deep anymore.
“Satisfied?”
“Ok. I just want to be sure you’re not actually sick. You have to start eating Ilya.”
“I know. I will try. I’m going to go lay down though, it’s late.”
Cliff watched him go and finished eating, wishing there was something, anything that he could do. He put Ilya’s food in the small fridge and sat on the small couch to watch TV, glancing at Ilya’s door every once in a while.
They did nothing for four days and Cliff was getting more and more worried. Ilya still wasn’t eating right, he ate maybe half a meal for the entire day and he was very calm and unaffected by anything. Almost eerily so. Cliff was reminded of an old movie with one of the Batman guys. There were no emotions allowed at all. He felt like that was Ilya right now. He moved and talked and showered, and took a few bites of food. But that was it. He would sit on the couch and just stare at the TV without saying anything. He hadn’t worked out in over a week, which was unheard of for him.
On the fifth day though, something changed. Ilya was up before him and dressed in athletic gear. He was drinking a Coke and had a Pop Tart in front of him, only half eaten, but it was the first time that he’d taken the initiative to eat anything on his own in over a week. Cliff had bought a ridiculous amount of junk food and things with sugar trying to tempt him. Looking at him curiously, he asked him,
“You’re up early. What’s the occasion?”
“You’ve been wanting me to work out. I want to go. Get dressed.”
Cliff was confused, but didn’t waste any time changing, just glad he was showing an interest in something. They went down to the gym and Ilya proceeded to nearly kill himself working out. Cliff just stopped to watch at one point when he was finished. He didn’t know how Ilya was even moving to be honest, as little food as he was subsisting on.
Ilya just wanted to hurt. He had thought maybe if he just laid around long enough, he would fall asleep and not wake up. When he realized that’s where his thoughts were headed, he got up and decided it would be better to hurt. He found the sugary snacks Cliff had bought him and ate part of one, and decided to go work out. He knew he was pushing it and might actually hurt himself, but he just didn’t care. When he nearly actually dropped a weight, he sat down, sweat dripping off him as he tried to stave off the lightheaded feeling he was getting. If he hurt himself, he might have a problem with Sergei’s job. Although honestly it should be easier than pretty much any job he’d had before.
“You done, Ilya?”
His head snapped up to Cliff and he nodded. Nothing felt right to him any longer. He had almost called Sergeev this morning to ask for a real job. That’s when he knew. That he was fucked up. He could hear Shane’s voice telling him, ‘you still fucking do it’. He was right. It was all Ilya had done for years, all he’d been told he should do since he was 15. He didn’t know anything else. Maybe it was time to do what he’d told Dmitri. Go find who he should be. Anything was better than what he was now. Which was a broken thing not capable of anything but killing. He stood up and followed Cliff back to the room. He was in the shower when Cliff came in, purposely not looking at him. He laughed as he turned the water off and grabbed a towel,
“Can I help you Marleau, or you just wanted to see a better body than yours?”
“Fuck you, you’ve already lost so much weight that my body clears yours any day.”
“Oh please. Was there a reason you came into my shower?”
“FUCK. Yes, your burner was ringing.”
Ilya stared at him and nodded. Please God let it be Sergei and not just Eva being bored. He wrapped the towel around his waist and went out, taking the phone from Cliff. Listening to the voicemail, he deleted it and called her back.
“Eva.”
“Hold on,”
A male voice came on the line,
“I have it. What do you want me to do?”
“Get it in the hotel room. Preferably without being seen. Work your magic. We will do it tonight. I will be there at 8. Tell Eva to stay in her room until then. You can come and go as you please, but be there at 8.”
“This better work. If my daughter ends up hurt, you will be next.”
“Yes, well, you can wait in line at this point. More people than you tell me that often.”
He hung up and nodded at Cliff.
“We go tonight. Once she is gone, we will come back here and figure out where we would like to spend some time. In a couple of months, I will finish Sergeev, and then you can have your beach vacation.”
“Finally.”
Cliff didn’t care where they went, he just wanted Ilya out of New York. Maybe if he was farther away from Shane, he could start to heal and get back to normal. Even if not, they would be out of the line of fire when Shane eventually gave them Ilya’s name.
Ilya called Dmitri, having decided to wait a day or two for his escape and not try to figure him out the same day as Ana. It would mean not leaving yet, but it was worth it to get Dima out. The number was disconnected. He frowned and checked it. Calling it again, he got the same message. What the fuck did that mean? He had changed his mind? Ilya couldn’t quite see that. He would go to see Alexei tomorrow and see what he could find out.
Ilya was fidgety the rest of the day, pacing around, cleaning his gun. Looking at his father’s gun. He was undecided what he wanted to do. Cliff assumed he was nervous, he should have known better. Ilya wanted it done and over with. His real reason for being fidgety was because he was getting ill at the thought of actually being done and leaving. Leaving meant he would probably never see him again. Ever. He had his pictures in his phone, but he would never hear his voice again, never touch his skin, never feel his hand wrapped in Ilya’s curls while he slept. He refused food when Cliff offered, telling him maybe later, after.
He dressed in all black, grabbing his beanie that would cover his hair and put on his thin gloves. He loaded his gun, and then loaded his father’s as well. He took the extra they had procured a few weeks ago for this job as well, loading it also. Ilya never used his own gun for a normal job. Always a throw away. His was for emergencies and he liked it, so didn’t want to have to get rid of it unless absolutely necessary. None of his jobs had ever used the same gun. Harder to trace him that way if he made a mistake. Not that he ever had. Other than using fake passports to travel apparently. He looked in the backpack and saw the camera. Picture or no. He wasn’t sure about that either. Probably not, he decided and pulled the camera out, putting it in a different bag. He grabbed a suppressor that would work on either gun and shoved it in his pocket. At the last minute, he went and rummaged around in the bag Misha had given him and found a liquor bottle, dropping it in his bag also.
He nodded at Cliff and they left. They parked two blocks away and Cliff looked at Ilya.
“You good?”
“Yes. Ready to be done. Wait for my text, then you know the alley to come to yes?”
“Yep, I’ll be there.”
They’d used this hotel for several staging sessions for other jobs and knew it inside and out. Ilya would be going and coming from a side door near the kitchen that was nearly always unlocked for the kitchen crew and even better had no camera anywhere near it. It opened into an alley where the dumpsters ran along one side with street access on both ends. Eva would come out that way and Cliff would pick her up and then drive back another block or two until Ilya was out and ready to be picked up. The SUV’s back windows were darkened, more than was legal, but they’d never had a problem with it. No one would see her in the back and they would get her to the small private airport where a jet had been chartered under a false corporation name. Easy.
*
Shane sat on the floor for hours after Ilya had gone. Not moving. He just kept running their conversation back over and over and over and over. Ilya looking at the gun and asking if Shane thought he would hurt him. Shane saying he didn’t think so, but he wasn’t sure of anything anymore. The wounded sound that came out of Ilya like Shane had actually shot him.
He could feel the hand on his leg rubbing gently. He could see the light go out of Ilya’s eyes when he pushed it off. Those eyes that sparkled when he teased Shane, or turned dark when he told him to get on his knees, or that had blown wide when Shane had told him to get on his knees and to crawl. Those beautiful blue-green eyes had shuttered and gone flat.
He had kept his promise. He hadn’t lied. He hadn’t even hesitated really. Is this you? Yes. Only me. For 6 years. Tears leaked down Shane's cheeks as he thought about that. They’d had him killing people when he was 19 or 20. A baby really. Shane couldn't even imagine what that must have been like. He’d said he was trying to leave, had been trying and Shane hadn’t wanted to hear it. Just yelled at him more. He’d waited. He’d told Shane to call Scott. Or his boss. He would have sat there and let Shane arrest him.  both times you were my sunshine, goodbye solnyshko
He eventually stood up and went to bed. Where he lay there and replayed the entire night over again. I love you. forever. the one thing I did not fuck up was loving you  i have never thought it was ok  i am trying  you are my life  He let him leave. He drove him away. He watched the light go out of those eyes and he left. He wasn’t coming back. It wasn’t a movie. He wouldn’t be back with some big gesture saying it was a mistake. He was gone. He killed people. So many people. He was the person Shane had worked to find for almost two years when he’d started noticing things in certain cases. Shane had just let him go. I love you  forever  i’m so fucking sorry  i wish i could do it all differently  Even when those eyes had gone blank, he still only thought about Shane. Daniil wants to hurt you to get at me. Please be careful. Who does that? Who would sit there and wait to be arrested and then warn you about something else you’re in danger from.  the one thing i did not fuck up was loving you 
Shane had let him go. What the fuck did he do now. His love life was now in shambles as was his career. He eventually drifted to sleep, those eyes going flat over and over and over again all night as he tossed and turned.
He did not get out of bed the next day other than to stumble to the bathroom before going right back to bed.
The next day he didn't get out of bed at all.
On the third day, he was lying there trying to make sense of what he was doing and why he was still in bed. Someone was yelling at him and tapping his cheek. They had a water bottle and wanted him to drink it. He could do that. He took a drink and managed to swallow it. His throat hurt.
“Shane, Jesus Christ, what happened. Please Shane, take another drink, please buddy.”
He heard the voice talking to someone else,
“Jackie, I don’t fucking know what to do, he’s in bed, his house is fucking trashed, there’s glass broken all over the kitchen. If I call Scott, they’re going to tear this place apart. I don’t know. I don’t fucking know where Ilya is. Not here.”
“He’s gone.”
Hayden’s head whipped around, 
“Just a second Jackie,”
He sat down on the bed next to Shane,
“He’s gone? Ilya’s gone? Is that what happened Shane? Please take another drink.”
He held the bottle up and watched his friend take another drink. His eyes were slowly, very slowly focusing. He knew that Shane had incidents on occasion. They’d been friends for almost 10 years. He’d seen them before. But this. This looked like it had been days. They were usually hours. He wasn’t sure if he should call an ambulance or not. He’d been close when he first let himself in and couldn’t get Shane to respond to him.
“Jackie, I’ll call you back.”
He hung up and watched Shane as he tried to sit up. He helped him, and propped some pillows behind him.
“Shane, I’m going to take you to the hospital ok? I think you’re dehydrated and maybe something else.”
A hoarse voice accompanied a shake of Shane’s head,
“No.”
“Shane.”
“Phone.”
“You want your phone? Where is it?”
He didn’t get an answer so he just started looking. He didn’t see it in the bedroom, he checked the bathroom, nothing. If it was in that living room there was a chance he never find it. Thankfully when he walked in, it was sitting on the edge of the island. Right next to Shane’s gun and handcuffs.
“What the fuck happened here.”
The phone was almost dead, so he brought it into the bedroom and laid it on the wireless charger there. Shane’s eyes were closed again.
“Shane, buddy. Who do you want me to call? Ilya?”
HIs eyes snapped open and he shook his head.
“No. gone. I let him go. B. Barnett.”
Hayden had no idea who that was, but managed to get Shane to tape in his passcode and after a few tries, the phone was unlocked. He scrolled through the contacts and found a Josh Barnett as a contact. He had no idea who that was, but hit the call button.
“Shane? Is everything ok?”
“Uhhh, hi. This isn’t Shane, but he’s here. He asked me to call you. Sort of. Who are you?”
“Josh Barnett. Dr. Barnett. Can I speak with him?”
“Mmmm, I don’t think he can really speak very well right now. He’s had… an incident.”
“Like with Cliff.”
Hayden looked around at Shane who was speaking with his eyes closed.
“He says like with Cliff. Does that mean something to you?”
“Yes. How long did it last?”
Hayden shrugged as he answered,
“I have no idea. I haven’t been able to get him on the phone in several days. Honestly it looks like he might have been in bed for days. He’s very groggy, his lips are cracked. He can drink if I help him.”
“Where is he?”
Hayden had no idea who this stranger was that he was about to give out Shane’s address to, but he didn’t know what else to do. If he tried something funny, Hayden would just arrest him. He gave him the address.
“Oh that’s actually not far. Let me grab some things and I can be there in 30 minutes. Just keep him calm please. Is Il.. is there anyone else there?”
“No, he was alone. If you were going to say Ilya, I know him, and no he’s not here.”
“I’ll be there soon.” 
Hayden got on the bed on the other side of Shane and continued to have him take small drinks of water. The more he drank, the more coherent he seemed to become, but he wasn’t trying to move much yet.
There was finally a knock on the door and Hayden scooted off the bed to go open it. Noticing the gun again he bit his lip and finally picked it up, along with the handcuffs and put them in a kitchen cabinet for the time being. The only one he could reach without becoming covered in glass shards.
He opened the door and let the man in.
“Dr. Barnett?”
“Yes, you are?”
“Hayden. Hayden Pike. FBI. I work with Shane, but we’ve been friends longer.”
Barnett was looking around the room, his eyes taking everything in, including the pictures on the island which his eyes were lingering on.
“It was like this when you got here?”
“Yes, the kitchen is worse.”
“May I see?”
Hayden waved him over and he walked over and looked in, looking at the broken glass before looking around at the room again.
“Where is he?”
Hayden led him to the bedroom, where Shane was still sitting with his eyes closed just holding the bottle that Hayden had slipped between his hands.
Barnett sat on the edge of the bed and just pinched lightly the skin on the back of one of Shane’s hands. He let go and watched.
“Shane? Can you talk to me?”
His eyes opened and he nodded. He spoke. Slowly and his voice was hoarse, but he was coherent and understanding.
“Yes. Sorry. To call you.”
“No, it’s alright. Do you know how long you’ve been in bed?”
His head shook no.
“Can look at phone. I called Ilya at night. Since then.”
Hayden opened the phone, having taken the lock off for the moment and looked at recent calls.
“Fuck. This is day three.”
“Ok. Shane, it’s just like with Ilya, I’m going to put an IV in ok? You’re dehydrated and need some fluid.”
“K”
He didn’t move or make any reaction when the IV was placed and Barnett started the fluid. He rigged the bag up on the headboard of Shane’s bed so it had gravity helping it drip down.
Barnett looked at Hayden and then to Shane.
“Hayden, could I speak to you in the other room?
“Uhh, sure.”
They walked into the living room and Barnett swept his hand around the room.
“I’ve been led to believe that Shane is usually very very neat and orderly. Would you say this is out of character for how his apartment normally looks?”
“Oh yeah. Never a thing out of place usually.”
“So I have to assume something traumatic happened to cause the state of the apartment along with his shutdown.”
“I have no idea. He was working on a case. One that he’s worked on for over a year. He thought maybe he had a breakthrough and said he wasn’t coming in this week. But when he didn’t answer his phone after a couple of days, I wanted to check on him. Found him like this. He wouldn’t even wake up hardly at first, but once I got a couple of drinks down him, he started coming around.”
“He’ll be fine. Probably even in a few hours. He’s just severely dehydrated. If you hadn’t come today, it could have gone poorly. He probably hasn’t eaten either. I’m going to mix up a shake for him and see if I can get him to drink it. If I were at the hospital, I could do it through the IV, but I can’t without a machine. If you want to sit with him and make sure he doesn’t try to move yet, I would appreciate it. I’m going to see if I can get into the kitchen without cutting something.”
“Sure, ok. I need to call my wife back anyway.”
Barnett walked with him to grab his bag and brought it back out to the kitchen. He pulled a couple of items from it as he stood near the island looking down at the papers scattered across it. Glancing at the bedroom, he moved one of them so he could see a different one that was partially covered more clearly. He stared at it for a moment, actually picking it up and looking at it. He read the words written on it as well as the ones that were crossed out and had new ones written next to them.
“Fuck.”
He put down the picture of Ilya and his unit and slid the other papers back over it before going to mix up the protein drink with a vitamin cocktail in it as well. He walked into the bedroom with the drink and sat on the edge of the bed again. Shane was already looking more alert and embarrassed. His voice was still hoarse, but he was speaking at a more normal pace. Barnett had set the IV open to drip at a quick rate and it seemed to be working. Hayden was on the phone and walked out to the living room to give them privacy.
“I’m sorry. That you had to come. Didn’t want hospital.”
“It’s ok. Really. I’m guessing you haven’t eaten either. Can you try and drink this for me?”
Shane took the glass, his hand a little shaky, but not so much that it spilled. He took a drink and gave a half smile.
“Is better than my breakfast ones.”
“That’s because it has a lot of sugar in it. You need nutrients right now, but also calories. So it’s got a lot of sugar, protein, and a vitamin mix in it. If you can drink it all, I’d guess that one more IV bag full of liquid and in a few hours you’ll be up on your feet again.”
Shane took another drink, swallowing it easier. He looked up at Barnett, almost afraid to ask. He knew the man was Ilya’s friend.
“Can you not tell Ilya about this please?”
Barnett stared at him and tilted his head to watch him.
“Alright. I’ll consider this an official visit then, which means patient-doctor confidentiality. Unless you fill out a form, I cannot discuss your condition with anyone but you. But I’ll be honest Shane, I don’t like it. He would want to know.”
“We’re not…”
He stopped, unable to even say the words.
Barnett nodded and sighed.
“I see. Can I ask, if that’s what caused this? Do you know?”
Shane nodded, knowing it was much more than that, but it had definitely played a part.
“I think so. I didn’t take it well.”  i love you  forever
Knowing what he knew about Shane’s job that Ilya had told him, combined with the picture on the island, Barnett was guessing that was the understatement of the century, but he just nodded.
“Ok. He won’t hear of it from me then.”
“Thank you.”
“Drink please.”
Shane dutifully took another drink, a bigger one this time.
Barnett smiled at him,
“You’re a much better patient than he was.”
Shane actually gave a small laugh,
“I am. He was a baby.”
His smile slowly faded though and he took another drink to cover his sudden dismay. Barnett noticed and asked him
“Do you want to talk about it?”
“No. But thank you.”
“Ok. I’m concerned though Shane. This is the second of these shutdowns in a short amount of time. The one before was years ago you said. I don’t like that this one lasted so long. If your friend hadn’t come, and if you continued in your present condition, it could have gotten bad. You could have gotten so weak you weren’t able to get out of bed.”
Shane took a deep breath and mumbled,
“Think there was another short one a day or two before. After I did whatever I did to the kitchen.”
“You don’t remember doing it?”
“Not really. Bits and pieces. Think it started with vodka bottle. After that I’m not sure. Then I was just on the couch in a ball a few hours later.”
“So three. The shorter one on the couch, it was also to do with Ilya you think?”
“Yeah. It’s been a shitty week.”
Hayden had walked back in just in time to hear the Ilya comment and he shook his head,
“Of course it’s to do with him. He’s an asshole.”
Barnett glanced up at him after he saw Shane frown. Shane was already speaking,
“Not today Hayd. Please.”
Barnett nodded, agreeing,
“I don’t know the situation between you all, but I do need Shane to stay stress free for a while. So if you have a different opinion about the man, I would prefer you leave it alone for now.”
Hayden nodded,
“Right. I’m sorry. Not another word.”
Shane smiled at him,
“Thanks for coming Hayden. Guess I’m glad I gave you a key for emergencies.”
“Me too.”
“You should go home. Jackie’s probably waiting for you. Doc says I’ll be ok in a few hours.”
Barnett started to say he had said maybe, but decided not to. He really was bouncing back fast, like he had the last time.
“Not a chance buddy. Not until I see you up and around. Besides, Jackie got her parents to come babysit and she’s coming here. We’re going to get your kitchen fixed up for you. You made a real mess in there.”
“No, please. I’ll take care of it tomorrow. Really.”
“Too late, she’s on her way. Don’t worry. I’m assuming all your papers are part of your case. I’m going to stack them all up neatly and set them in your office. Without looking at any of them. I promise.”
Shane didn’t look entirely comfortable but honestly at this point, he didn’t care. He already knew what was there. He didn’t need anything in order anymore. Barnett looked between the two of them, his mind working overtime. Ilya hadn’t been burned, he’d have heard about it already. But if Hayden didn’t know what Shane did, then maybe he didn’t need to see Ilya’s picture. He took the empty shake glass and told them he’d be back in a minute.
He went to the island and considered just taking the picture, but decided that would be foolish. He didn’t want to add to Shane’s stress if he was looking for it later. He put it in the middle of a stack of headshots on the island. If Hayden was a friend and was telling the truth there would be no reason for him to go through the stack. He set the shake glass on the counter, but couldn’t go wash it until some of the glass was cleaned up. Looking around the island again, he was shocked at some of the things he saw. That shouldn't have been possible. Clearly Shane’s job was high profile to get him access to documents like that.
He walked back into the bedroom and the first bag of fluid was almost done. He wanted to run another one though before he left. He went and took it off the headboard and looked down at Shane,
“Do you want to try moving a little? I want to run another bag before I leave. Need the bathroom or just to stretch? I’d rather you get up the first time while I’m still here, so I can see how you’re moving.”
“Sure, I could get up.”
Barnett held the IV line out of the way and watched how he moved as he slid off the bed. He really did recover remarkably well. He’d been in bad shape only an hour and a half ago. He walked behind Shane to the bathroom, ready to reach out if he seemed unstable. He was moving a little slow and definitely stiff, but seemed very stable. He set the nearly empty bag on the counter and stepped out and shut the door. Hayden was watching him,
“How do you know Shane?”
“Oh. Well. He actually called my office for some questions about a case he was working on. Then I met him again through Ilya. I’ve known him a long time.”
“Interesting. So you and he are friends? Ilya I mean.”
“Yes.”
Hayden scowled for just a moment before relaxing,
“You think he broke up with Shane and that’s what caused this? I haven’t seen one this bad in years.”
“I’m not going to speculate on their relationship or what happened. But if it caused a lot of stress for Shane, including if he’s working on a stressful case, it probably is what overloaded him, yes. I’m glad you were here for him.”
The bathroom door opened and Shane came out, his face wet like he had washed it. He walked out with a little more confidence and Barnett was happy to see it. He liked Shane and was not happy with this development with he and Ilya. Shane had brought Ilya the balance that he so desperately needed. If Shane was this bad, he couldn’t even imagine how Ilya was spiraling.
“Can I sit on the couch maybe? I think I’m tired of laying down.”
Barnett nodded and got the new bag of fluid before following him into the living room. Shane looked around as he sat down and winced.
“I cannot believe I left this apartment in this state. Jackie’s going to kill me.”
As if he had conjured her, there was a knock and then the door opened. A pretty dark haired woman came in and rushed straight to Shane, sitting down next to him and hugging him tightly.
“Oh my god, Shane, are you ok? Don’t scare me like that. Hayden made it sound like you were dying.”
Hayden spoke up in his defense,
“He was! He wouldn’t fucking wake up. Whatever Dr. Barnett gave him woke him right up. Miracle shake.”
Barnett smiled and shook his head.
“You helped. You got here and got him going with some water.”
He unclipped the empty bag and started a new one.
“Shane you recover remarkably well after your attacks, I am pleased to say. When I first arrived, I thought we might have a problem. But you need to think about some sort of fail safe, and I don't know what that would be. But if you’d been here another day without snapping out of it, who knows what could have happened. Maybe you and your friend here can figure out a checking in system.” 
Jackie spoke up right away.
“We will. I will call him every day if I have to. And you’ll answer me Shane. My children need their Uncle Shane.”
He smiled at her and nodded.
“I’ll figure something out. But you said it was probably stress related. I’ll try to stay unstressed from now on.”
Barnett started to make a comment, but managed to hold his tongue.
“Alright, well, shall we all clean up while Shane watches?”
Shane shook his head, 
“Oh my god, Barnett no. Please don’t. I’m already embarrassed you had to come.”
“Well I’m here now and I’m not leaving until that IV is done. Then I can take it out and I think you’ll be ok for me to leave. But I may as well help while I’m here.”
They cleaned up the island and the living room fast, it was mostly just papers and couch cushions all over. The kitchen took a little longer, but between the three of them, they got it done. Mopping the floor almost took longer than cleaning up the million glass shards. The vodka had dried to a sticky mess, but with a couple of buckets of hot water, order was soon restored. The papers had been stacked in Shane’s office and everything else was back where it should be. Hayden at one point told Shane something quietly, and Shane just nodded, thanking him.
Barnett was sitting and watching him as the bag was nearly finished again a while later.
“Shane, you look a little gaunt, which is more than just from the 3 days of no food. Were you eating ok before that?”
He shook his head, looking embarrassed again,
“Not really.”
“Ok. That needs to change. It could have contributed to how bad your attack was also, if you were already weak, it could have hit harder. I’m going to leave some vitamin packets, if you could mix them into a shake or drink once a day for a few days, it might get you back where you should be. But you need to eat. Really.”
“I will.”
When the IV was done, he had Shane walk around for him again, still impressed with how well he was doing.
“Ok, I think you’re ok. Keep drinking water though please. Plenty for the next couple of days.”
He unhooked it the tubing, pulling the small needle out and putting a bandage over it.
“I will leave you alone then. Please call me anytime. Give Hayden my number if you need to so that he can call if something happens.”
“Thank you Barnett. Really. I’m sorry.”
“Stop apologizing. It’s fine. I’ll try to check on you in a few days.”
He smiled at the couple and thanked Hayden for calling before leaving. Sitting in his car, he wanted nothing more than to call Ilya and see what was going on, but he had promised Shane. Against his better judgement, but he would keep his promise.
Shane spent the rest of the evening sitting on the couch, talking to Jackie and Hayden. They ordered some food and he actually ate a little, drinking a ginger ale with it. Asking Hayden at one point,
“Did you tell Scott?”
“No, I just told him I wasn’t making it in today. I was afraid he’d come tear your apartment apart trying to see what was wrong.”
“Thanks Hayden. I owe you.”
They left before long and he sat there looking around his now clean apartment and tried not to think about Ilya. No stress Shane. No stress. Right. That was likely to happen. He still didn’t know what to do with his case. He didn’t have any hard evidence, but a lot of circumstantial. He was going to sit on it for a while and think about it. But he would call Scott tomorrow and give him Alexei’s actual name, since they were still looking at him for Coste’s death. He thought about the boxes that didn't get a green check. He knew that Ilya had said it was only him. But what if it wasn’t. What if it was him and his brother? He might lie to save his brother. Even if he didn’t like him, it was still blood. Not wanting to think about it, he eventually went back to bed, taking a bottle of water with him.
He called the next morning and told Scott about Andrei being Alexei. Scott was not thrilled to know that and immediately wanted to talk to Ilya about it. Shane convinced him that he hated his brother and to leave it alone until they ran him and see if they could find anything. Shane didn’t tell him that he probably had more information in his office on the man than Scott would likely find.
He spent the day reading and trying to relax like Barnett had told him. He ate some of the leftover food that Jackie and Hayden had left. He also answered Jackie’s call making sure he was ok. He’d gotten his gun and cuffs from the cabinet where Hayden had told him they were and put them back in the safe. He hadn’t stepped foot in the office, not wanting to look at anything to do with his case. He napped on and off also, his body finally catching up with him. He went to bed early again, after taking a long shower and finally shaving. He felt much better and vowed that he would never go that long without shaving again. Stupid itchy beard.
It was mid afternoon the next day when Hayden called him. 
“I’m good, I promise. I even had a smoothie for breakfast with Doctor’s vitamins in it.”
“Good, I’m glad, but that’s not why I’m calling.”
“Oh, what’s up?”
“We got a tip that something was going down tonight. I thought you might be bored and want to tag along. Unless that’s too stressful and if so, then don’t worry about it.”
Shane was tired of being in the apartment, where everything reminded him of Ilya.
“Sure, I’m feeling pretty good, I actually slept some yesterday and not horribly last night. What’s going on?”
“We’re not honestly sure. It was a tip that came in directly to us, actually me, rather than the NYPD. Something about a Russian mafia princess being in danger.”
“A Russian mafia princess. Really Hayden? Have you been reading romance books again? And what do you mean to you?”
“HA HA. No. Ok, so that’s not what they called her, but I forget the name they used. Anyway, it’s probably going to turn into nothing, but we’re gonna go check out the hotel this evening. The tip came into my line, rather than the tip line. Kind of weird. But we’re going. Just make sure nothing’s happening. So if you’re bored, bring your gun, you know how Scott gets, but come tag along. Keep me company. I can pick you up if you want to go.”
Shane thought about it again for a bit. 
“Yeah, come get me, I’ll come watch as nothing happens.”
“Great, I’ll text you in a bit.”
Shane sat down and tried to think honestly about if he should be having anything to do with a Russian anything. He decided to check his secure email to be sure he hadn’t missed something. There was nothing. If they had gotten any chatter at all about it being his guy, he would have had something. His guy. Like he didn’t know who that was now. He sighed and pushed the thought off. No stress. This wouldn’t be stress, this would be comic relief. There was no way someone had called Hayden’s line with an actual tip. It was clearly someone fucking with him. Somebody he had ticked off and wanted him to waste a night out.
He showered and dressed, feeling more like himself than he had in a week. Hayden texted him when he was almost there and he got his gun and clipped it on a belt holster. He was just along for the ride, but Hayden was right, Scott didn’t like it when he went into the field unarmed. He was downstairs when Hayden got there and they drove, talking about the kids. Hayden parked across the street from a fairly upscale hotel, but not a huge one. Shane had never been inside, but knew it had a good reputation.
“So what’s the plan Hayd?”
“We’ve got undercover people inside, the bar, a room service guy, a maid. We’re just sort of watching at the moment. Whether she’s a Russian mafia princess or not, there is a Russian woman in the penthouse. We’ll just hang out here for a little bit, see if anyone sees anything. I don’t want her dying on my shift.”
Shane nodded, knowing that this was the boring part of field work. Just watching. He didn't mind. It was nice to be out and distracted, rather than sitting at home, pining for someone he couldn’t have anymore.
They sat there for probably 30 minutes just bullshitting, Hayden listening in on comms from inside. Nothing was happening. All of a sudden though, his radio chatter picked up and he switched channels to talk to the main agent they’d sent inside.
“Really? There’s no movement out here. At all. Ok, go check it out, we’ll go around the back and side. Let me know.”
Shane was watching him, waiting to hear. He didn’t have to wait long,
“They don’t see anything inside, nobody suspicious, nobody moving oddly. They’re going to go check on the woman, make sure nothing’s going on in her room. If there’s nothing before long, we’ll call it a night. It was a dumb tip anyway. Whatever, let’s go check out the side, where all the action is I’m sure.”
He smiled at Hayden,
“At least it’s a nice night.”
They walked around the building, into the side alley. It wasn’t well lit, but you could see. There were two doors going into the hotel about halfway down the alley. They walked slowly, looking for anything out of place. Hayden checked in on his earpiece,
“Anything? No? Maybe you should have the desk open it. You said she went in earlier right? If she’s not at the bar, she’s gotta be in there. Ok.”
“She’s not answering her door. If she’s in the bath and we break her door down, is that harassment?”
Shane smiled and shook his head,
“I’m not sure Hayden. Probably.
“They’re getting a key from the desk. We don’t have a warrant, but if we tell them she’s in danger, they’ll open it. We’ll make sure she’s fine, apologize and get the hell out of here.”
Shane nodded, watching as the door halfway down the alley from them opened and a man walked out talking on the phone. Had he been turned the other direction, it would have taken Shane longer to recognize him and he might not have if he had kept walking away from them. He had a cap on over his hair and was dressed all in black. As it was, his face was turned to them and as soon as he took a step, the light bathed him in a dim glow. Shane’s mouth fell open,
“Ilya?”
*
Ilya looked at his watch and walked to the hotel, pulling on his beanie, just in case.. It didn’t really matter what time they did this, but he wanted to be done. Get it over with. He slipped in the side door, and took the service elevator up. Eva was in the hallway, what the fuck was wrong with her. She grabbed him and yanked him into the room where her father was standing. He kept his voice low, but he was irritated,
“What the fuck are you doing in the hall? Tonight is not the time to play games Eva.”
She shook her head and looked at her father, who had an odd look on his face.
“We have a problem.”
“Which is what?”
“Your diner friend is here. Somewhere.”
Ilya just stared at her.
“What?”
“Oh my God Ilyusha, keep up. The guy from the diner, he’s fucking here. My father had two policemen paid off, they were going to be the ones responding when someone called about my body. But someone apparently paid them better, or they already worked for someone else. They called the diner guy and one of them called in a tip to the FBI that something was happening here tonight. That the Russian woman in the penthouse was in danger.”
“What the fuck. How do you know?”
“The second policeman got cold feet and turned the first one in. He was more scared of my father than whoever paid them. So the FBI and the diner guy are here. He said it’s the diner guy that wanted the tip called in. The policemen called him, he called the FBI.”
“Eva. This is not great news. The diner guy, fucking stop calling him that. Daniil. He’s after me. He was after my boyfriend, but he must have given up and just wants to take a shot at me. The FBI, fuck me. He won’t be here. Surely not. He knows it’s me, he won’t fucking be here. This is random FBI tip, not his case.”
“Ilyusha, what are you talking about?”
“Nothing. It doesn’t matter. Daniil is after me, that’s why he’s here. He’s called the FBI in just to cause a distraction. I will take care of him if I see him. But this is not great. Where are the policemen that called?”
Sergei spoke up,
“They’ve been dealt with.”
Ilya groaned,
“Here?”
“No, I’m not that stupid. They’ve been taken somewhere, two more replacing them.”
Nodding, Ilya shrugged,
“We need to get it done. Show me.”
They walked into the bedroom and there was a woman in the bed, who if Ilya didn’t know better would have thought she was sleeping. She also looked remarkably like Eva. They could have been sisters.
“Sergei. Did you fucking kill this woman? She’s awfully… well kept.”
“No, but she only died this morning. You said you wanted fucking freshly deceased. She is. She overdosed on fentanyl from what I was told. Purely accidental. And lucky for us. The morgue called as soon as she came in. I’ve been looking forever for someone that looks close enough.”
“I’m going to take your word for it, but remember what I told you if I find out you had anything to do with it.”
“I did not, I swear.”
Ilya looked at the dead woman again and nodded,
“Fine, lets do this. I had other plans, but we will just leave her in bed because I do not have time now to stage an elaborate blood spray. Eva?”
She handed him a donation bag full of blood. Her father was looking at her in horror. She shrugged,
“What? I donated. At a private clinic. I paid them well to give me the bag. Ilyusha said he needed blood and it needed to be my type. Now it’s not only my type, but actually mine.”
Sergei looked from her to Ilya.
“I take it back Ilya, you are scary.”
He almost laughed.
“If you think this is scary, you’ve been misinformed. You have fixed the records? Switched them?”
“Yes, it’s done already.”
“Good. Roll her to the side please. If she’s shot in bed, I don’t need elaborate pattern, just blood underneath her.”
Sergei moved her, with some effort and Ilya pulled the plug out of the bottom of the bag, letting it spray slightly above where she would be before letting some pool on the bed underneath her. Kinking the tubing, he handed it back to Eva.
“Put her back on top.”
He pulled out his father’s gun and looked at it. Shrugging, he chambered a round, and screwed the suppressor on it. He shot the woman twice in the chest and dropped the gun on the bed for the moment.
Putting his hand out, Eva handed him the bag again. Looking over his shoulder, at Sergei,
“Take her down the service elevator. Cliff will be waiting at the north end of the alley, black SUV. Text me when she’s in the car. Wait ten minutes, and then come find your dead daughter. Do NOT let them autopsy her. It will be very clear she was shot after she was already dead. The medical examiners will see it also. I need you to pull rank, ID her and take her. You still can do this?”
“Yes. The police and examiners are on my payroll.”
Ilya scoffed,
“So were the others and now there are apparently FBI outside somewhere as well as Daniil who is looking to kill me. Get her out, wait ten minutes, come back. Do your thing, get the body out of the United States.”
Sergei nodded and told him sincerely,
“Thank you.”
“Just go. Congratulations Ana, you are dead.”
She smiled at him and he watched them leave. He texted Cliff that they were on the way and to text him when he had her. He turned back to the body and finished what he needed. Stepping back, and looking at her critically, he was satisfied. It would be fine in a picture and hopefully Sergei was not underestimating his pull. He took a picture for Sergeev and looked at it. In the photo it looked even more realistic. He recapped the blood bag and put it in his backpack. It was amazing what money could buy you. He looked down at the bullet casings and left them where they were. They would help later. Pulling out the liquor bottle from his bag, he set it on the table next to a glass, and opened it, pouring a little into two glasses. The bottle had Alexei’s fingerprints on it. Supposedly. The other documents had all been correct, so he had to assume this was as well.
His phone buzzed and he had texts from Cliff and Sergei saying they were good to go to the party now. Good. He texted back that he would be there soon. There was a knock on the door and he stared at it. He moved slowly, pulling his father’s gun again and stood silently, ready to take out whoever came in the door. He heard them calling out before talking amongst themselves. He stepped closer to the door. They were going to the desk to get a key. Fucking FBI. Whatever, he would be gone by the time they got back. He looked around to be sure there was nothing left and slowly opened the door, still ready to take out whoever they had left. There was no one. He pulled the door shut behind him and went the opposite way, back to the service elevator. He saw no one and dropped the gun into the kitchen dumpster just inside the door. They would find it eventually. The throw away was still in his waistband behind his back. His normal in his holster. He called Cliff rather than texting, and confirmed that he had Eva and that her father had gone back into the hotel. He pulled the throwaway, carrying it with him, just in case there was a problem. He unsnapped his holster also, he didn't want to be surprised if the FBI showed up outside. He didn’t want to kill them, but he could injure them if need be.
“Good. I’m coming out the door now, I will be to you in 5 minutes. You are where I left you earlier?”
He stepped out the door and out of habit checked to the left, to be sure no one was there. But there were people there. Fuck. He took one step and nearly froze as he saw him. Why the fuck was he here. Shane saw him in the light and his mouth dropped open, but he managed an astonished, 
“Ilya?”
He backed up a step, talking into the phone lowly,
“I have a problem, I need you here now. North end of alley, Keep her in the back out of sight. Get here, make sure the door is unlocked and you’re ready to take off again.”
He shoved the phone in his pocket and took another step backwards. He saw the other man and nearly groaned. Fucking Hayden. Of course Shane was here with him. Hayden had finally caught on to who was standing in front of him and was staring between him and Shane,
“What the fuck is going on?”
Shane at the same time let out a pained groan that turned into a near whine,
“Really? Ilya? Please tell me no…”
Hayden had spotted the gun in his hand at that point and pulled his own.
“Someone needs to speak now. What’s going on Rozanov? Why are you here?”
Trying to stall for time, he raised his hands slowly, letting the gun dangle off a finger.
“Calm down Pike. It’s a misunderstanding.”
He couldn’t take his eyes off of Shane. He looked tired, still had circles under his eyes, but he had shaved and looked marginally better. He had never looked more beautiful to Ilya. He drank him in before realizing he needed to focus. He took another step backwards, and another. Hayden finally realizing. Shane was just staring at him with those wounded eyes again. Hayden spoke, raising his gun a little, but not actually pointing it at Ilya.
“Rozanov stop moving. Shane? What’s going on?”
Ilya spoke instead,
“Shane, it's not what it looks like. I promise. I need you to believe me.”
Hayden not liking where this was going,
“Rozanov, put the gun on the ground please. I know you have a license, but let’s just calm this down a little ok? Put it down. Please.”
He nodded at the same time Hayden put his hand to his ear and spoke,
“There’s what? Fuck me.”
Ilya nearly groaned. Not yet. Shane was shaking his head, looking like he wanted to die. 
“Ilya please tell me. You didn’t…”
“I did not. I promise.”
Hayden chose that moment to fuck it all up.
“There’s a body upstairs, Rozanov, what are you doing here?”
Shane felt himself go cold at Hayden’s words.
“A body. Ilya, please. Please. Tell me no.”
“NO. I swear. I told you. No lying.”
“Rozanov, gun on the ground now.”
He leaned over slowly and had just set it on the ground, straightening up when it happened. Time stood still and he watched in disbelief as from around the corner of the building walked Daniil with his gun drawn. He smiled at Ilya as he saw them, the gun swinging to point at Shane, nearly in line with him. Ilya didn’t hesitate, as he drew his pistol from his holster, he yelled at Shane in that deep, nearly purr like voice that he had sometimes,
“Shane, down.”
Shane would think about it later. Over and over. That voice. Ilya hadn’t sounded panicked, he’d sounded like he was telling Shane to get on his knees, like he had so many times. Shane was never able to figure out if it was the voice or just the trust that his body still had in Ilya, even when his head didn’t. Whatever it was, his body didn’t give his head a chance to hesitate, he simply dropped flat to the ground. 
There were four shots, nearly simultaneously. Shane could remember hearing them all distinctly when he would think about it later. As Ilya was yelling and Shane was dropping, he could see Hayden’s gun come up and point at Ilya. He screamed at him as he hit the ground, but Hayden, having no idea someone was behind Shane and convinced Ilya was about to murder his friend, pulled the trigger. Another shot came from behind him, and at the time, he had no idea from whom. Ilya shot twice in quick succession at whoever was behind him, even as he spun slightly to the left as a bullet struck him in the left side of his chest, just below his collarbone, blood exploding from him. The second bullet slammed into the left side of his stomach, a thick red spray fanning out from him there as well. Shane could see him look down, somewhat disbelieving. His eyes found Shane’s and he gave him a small smile, even as his gun dropped from his hand and he took half a step backwards, one hand clasping over his stomach, as if trying to stop the bleeding, before crumpling to the ground.
Hayden immediately spun around with his gun to see the threat behind them. He took a step towards the man lying still on the ground at the same time Cliff jumped out of their SUV that had come to a stop just as Ilya fell. Cliff didn’t hesitate, he just ran to Ilya, giving one glance behind them to the man on the ground. Hayden had walked a few steps towards the man, but turned as he heard the car door. His gun came up, and he yelled at Cliff to stop, but was ignored as Cliff leaned over, hauling Ilya up over his shoulder. He walked backwards, keeping an eye on Hayden as he reached the SUV. He wrenched the door open and laid Ilya on the seat, pulling his legs up and in, and shutting the door. Hayden’s gun was pointed at him but he chose to kneel and check on Shane instead, who was unaware of the high pitched keening noise he was making.
“Shane, are you hit? Let me see, are you ok?”
The noise cut off as he managed a shake of his head and tried to stand, he wanted to go to Ilya, but his legs not wanting to cooperate. Cliff gave them both a last look and when Hayden knelt next to Shane, he got in and the SUV was gone in an instant. Shane let himself sink back to the ground, the only thing he could see was blood spraying out and Ilya’s look of disbelief as he looked down at himself before giving Shane that tiny smile.    





  
    Chapter End Notes

    I'm sorry, don't hate me.
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      Chapter 51: Just another drop of blood I bleed
  


    Chapter Summary

    Ilya's in bad shape, Ana leaves and Shane takes over.



    Chapter Notes

      So the consensus I get from the last chapter is... FUCKING HAYDEN.  This is terribly amusing to me because since chapter one of this fic, I knew I wanted Hayden to shoot Ilya. Mostly just so Ilya could hold it over him for the rest of their life.

TW - not sure this is a warning as just me saying, fake medical procedures. I am not a doctor. I look a few things up and then just wing it. I've dealt with a lot of hospitals before, so some things are accurate, but not all. My own mistakes.

Chapter title is from War by Yungblud
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  Cliff saw Ilya go down and moved without thinking, he wasn’t leaving him there. Once he was a few blocks away, he looked behind him and went white. There was so much blood. Ana was surprisingly quiet and efficient with her movements. She’d taken one look at him and started moving. Her shirt was off and she had folded it and was holding it hard against Ilya’s stomach with one hand. Her other hand was bare but pressing against the hole in his upper chest. Her voice was quiet but calm when he looked back at them,
“He’s going to die unless we can get this bleeding stopped. Maybe even then.”
He was on the phone with it on speaker as it rang. 
“Please please please.”
No one answered. He ignored the voicemail, hung up and immediately hit the button again. This time, on the third ring, a breathless voice answered,
“Cliff. I just ran two flights of stairs for this phone, it better be important.”
“Ilya’s dying.”
“What?”
“He was shot. Twice. He’s bleeding so much.”
“Bring him to NYP, I’ll go there now.”
“Barnett, he can’t…”
“Do you want him to fucking die? Then bring him. I’ll figure it out. Do you have a clean ID on you?”
“No. At the hotel.”
He looked up at the street signs and made a sudden turn.
“Bring him now, then you can go get it.”
“Barnett…”
“Cliff. If he’s shot and in bad shape, he probably needs surgery. I cannot do that in a fucking hotel room or apartment. It’s different from bandaging an infected graze. I don’t have Jake’s clinic set back up yet and even if I did, I can’t fucking do it at all. I haven’t done a major surgery in a long time. I might kill him by accident. I will do it as a last resort, but I’ll try to get a trauma surgeon on standby. Just trust me. I’ll figure it out. I’ll admit him as a John Doe from a drive by. You go get a clean ID, we’ll switch it, and then I’ll figure out the reporting. How far?”
Cliff could hear a car starting and knew the other man had gotten in his car.
“Fifteen minutes probably.”
“Is he awake? Speaking?”
Cliff glanced back and Ana shook her head.
“No.”
“Fuck. Ok, get him there, I’ll be there just before you. Come to the emergency entrance, I’ll have a team waiting.”
“Ok.”
The call disconnected and he didn’t look back again, just drove, speaking over his shoulder.
“Do you have any idea what just happened? Were things ok upstairs?”
“Sort of. He did what he needed. But we had a security breach and the FBI and that guy from the diner… whatever he called him, both were supposedly there.”
“They clearly were. The two standing halfway down were FBI, the one who might have been dead on the ground was Daniil.”
“He’s hit twice, who shot him?”
“I’m not sure. I know the FBI got a shot off, I don’t know about Daniil.”
“You didn’t know them? The FBI guys?”
He didn’t answer for a moment, making another turn.
“I knew one of them. The one on the ground. I think I know the other one. Not personally, but he’s a friend of Shane’s.”
“But he’s not the one who shot him?”
“Shane? No.”
“Ok. I’m going to call Daddy and have him take out the other one.”
“WHAT?”
“Wait. Shane? The one on the ground was Shane? Isn’t that his...?”
“It was.”
“Jesus.”
Cliff glanced back at her,
“You can’t have your father take out an FBI agent.”
“Why not?”
“Ilya wouldn’t want that. Just don’t. It’s Shane’s friend. I can’t remember his fucking name at the moment.”
“Ilya’s dying. I think it wouldn’t bother him to kill the person who shot him.”
“Please don’t. Fuck, I need to get you to the plane and now you’re half naked and bloody.”
He could see the hospital coming up and took the turn that would go to the emergency department.
“Get back away from the door. No one can see you.”
“This needs pressure.”
“He did this for you. Do not fuck it up by getting seen. Get back.”
She waited until the last minute and then ducked away from Ilya to the far corner of the back seat, with her back turned in case anyone happened to look in the SUV.
Cliff screeched to a stop and was out and had the back door open in an instant. There was no point being gentle at this point, he’d already thrown him over his shoulder once. He pulled him closer, so he could pick him up, trying to keep the soaked shirt on his stomach from moving. There was a stretcher behind him by the time he got him out and he laid him on it without saying a word. Barnett was there, in exercise clothes by the look of them. He spoke quickly to the people with the stretcher and then they were gone, Ilya with them. He was so fucking pale. And still. 
Barnett came up to him and looked him over,
“What happened?”
“I’m not even sure. We were doing a job,”
He paused and closed the door behind him.
“He called and said he had trouble, come pick him up. I got there just as he was going down. There was someone down in the back, I assume Ilya shot him, only because the other two were facing Ilya. FBI, I’m pretty sure he’s the one who shot him. I don’t know. They knew each other, so I can’t imagine why he would shoot him, unless he thought Ilya was shooting at him. Or Shane.”
“Shane was there? Tonight?”
“Yeah. They’re having some issues.”
Barnett was quiet and just nodded.
“Ok. I’ve got to go fill out some paperwork. If he has an ID that’s clean, bring it back. If not, I’ll figure it out. I can leave him as a John Doe but sometimes that attracts more attention to someone looking for him than a name would.”
“He has one. Two. I’ll go get one. I also have another stop I have to make. I hate fucking leaving him. Is he gonna be ok?”
“I have no idea. He’s not conscious which is a bad sign. Just glancing at the wounds, there’s no telling. The higher one isn’t bleeding nearly as much, which could actually be bad. If the bullet is lodged inside, it could be a problem. The stomach one is tricky. It could be the lesser of the wounds, even with the amount of bleeding. But if it hit anything important, any of his organs, there’s a chance it goes poorly.”
“Fuck. I don’t know what to do without him, Barnett.”
“I know. Go do your things, bring me an ID. I’ll keep you updated. Go.”
He turned and walked inside and Cliff stood there and took a few deep breaths. This was supposed to be an easy job. No problems. What the fuck.
He got back in the car and looked back at Ana. Her face was streaked with blood as if she’d been wiping at it. He started towards the hotel, driving carefully, wanting no attention. He looked through the mirror at her,
“You ok?”
“NO. I was supposed to be celebrating going to be a surf bunny and now, he’s fucking dying.”
“He has everything set up for you. You’ll still be fine. If that’s what you’re worried about.”
“It’s not, asshole. I like him. I don’t want him to fucking die.”
“Me either.”
He got to the hotel and looked at her and sighed. He pulled off his shirt and gave it to her.
“Put that on, you need to come in and clean up. Can you put your hair up somehow so if someone sees us, they think it’s shorter?”
She shrugged into the shirt which swam on her, but it was better than nothing. It was also covered in blood, but it was dark and at least she wasn't walking in with just a bra on. He watched her reach up with bloody hands and twist and twirl her hair a few times, tugging on it until it eventually stayed piled on her head.
“Good. Keep your hands in your pockets, face down, don’t look up at anyone. I’ll stay between you and anyone else so they can’t see you very well.”
They got out and he did exactly what he said, anytime they saw another person, he stepped between them obscuring their view. Once in the hotel, he pointed at the bathroom.
“Shower. I don’t have any women’s clothes, I’ll get you some of Ilya’s workout clothes. They’ll still be big, but it’s the best I can do.”
“It’s fine.”
She turned and disappeared, closing the door behind her.
He sank onto the couch and allowed himself to sit there and replay that moment over again. Ilya had looked down, taken a step backwards and fallen. Shane had been making some god awful noise. The other man had looked bewildered. Almost as if surprised that he’d actually pulled the trigger. Good. Let him explain to Shane why he’d shot the man he loved. Although maybe he didn't any more. Love him. Whatever. He was half tempted to let Ana do what she said and let her father take him out. He was trying not to be angry, but it was creeping up on him. The only thing stopping him was remembering Ilya saying, he didn't want Hayden, fuck that was his name. Hayden. He didn’t want him to be collateral damage to Daniil. Wouldn’t be collateral damage if he let Ana’s father have him. So tempting. FUCK.
He heard the shower turn off, she wasn’t wasting any time. He got up and dug out a set of the smallest of Ilya’s clothes he could find. She opened the door with a towel wrapped around her and held her hand out. He gave them to her and she disappeared again. Going into the room Ilya had slept in, he dug through his bag until he found the ID’s. Neither had been used, Cliff had used one of his for the hotel, so he just chose one. It didn’t matter. Actually, he looked them over and chose the one with the less Russian sounding name.
He set it on the table and went back out, just as Ana, he guessed it was Eva now emerged. Her hair was wet, but piled back on top of her head. In Ilya’s clothes and no make up on, she looked like a fucking baby.
“How old are you?”
She looked up and made a face.
“23. I took two years off before school and so I’m behind where I should be. Why?”
He just shook his head,
“Because you look like a teenager right now. I can’t believe I had thoughts about you.”
She grinned brightly,
“You did? I knew it. I’m well above legal age. You should come see me, once Ilya is better. Which he will be. I know it.”
Cliff just nodded as he looked at her,
“You were very calm in the car. It helped a lot.”
She just shrugged,
“You know who my father is, I’ve seen a lot of shit. It wasn’t one of those houses where Daddy hides what he really does. We all knew and we were all around it.”
“Well you did good. Thank you. He probably would have bled out back there if you weren’t there.”
She just nodded and went into Ilya’s room to pull off the blanket. He watched her questioningly,
“For the back seat. I’ll sit in the front with my head down, but we need to cover up the blood, just in case.”
“See. Genius teenager.”
“Stop thinking of me as a teenager. I’m not.”
“I know. Let me clean up, it’ll just be a few minutes.”
They were gone soon after and he got her to the small private airfield and he sat there looking at her. She looked young and unsure now. He wasn’t Ilya, to give her a nice send off speech.
“You’ll be ok. Everything you need is already on the plane. I know it sucks. I know Ilya was going to come in a week or two to make sure you were settled. That probably isn’t happening as soon now. But everything is ready.”
She nodded, biting her lip, staring out at the small airfield. She finally looked back at him as if she’d made a decision that she would be fine and that was all it took. Her face was back to its normal confident self. He envied her ability to switch like that. Ilya could do it also, but he’d never quite mastered it.
“I’ll be fine. Get hold of me when you can, I need to know he’s ok. He said you knew how. To get hold of me.”
“I do. You have a new phone in the plane, among other things. I’ll keep you updated. Enjoy your new life Eva.”
“I will. But I’ll see you again. You won’t be able to resist coming to see me.”
They both got out of the car and walked up to the small building that had a single light on inside. She walked up to him and pressed close, standing on her toes to reach his lips. She kissed him gently, waiting and he finally kissed her back. When he pulled back, she grinned at him.
“See, you’ll want to come see me.”
“You’re dangerous ma’am. Let’s go.”
He watched as she eventually disappeared into the plane and he stayed until it was gone from his sight. He got back in the car and rubbed his lips, chuckling.
“Too dangerous for me Eva. But you are a good kisser.”
He checked his phone and saw nothing from Barnett. He headed there and went inside, looking around. He went to the desk and was about to ask for Barnett, when the man came out from the double doors and saw him, motioning him to come. Cliff went in and handed Barnett the ID.
“Clean. How is he?”
“He’s in surgery. At this point, I’m waiting just like you. But at least now I can put this name into the database. Make him disappear for a bit to anyone looking. Will anyone be looking?”
“Yeah, I think so. Even if not in an official capacity.”
“Ok. Come wait in my office, maybe you shouldn’t be in the waiting room.”
Barnett sat at his computer typing things in, looking up at Cliff once in a while. Cliff finally asked him,
“What are you putting in for the reporting? Not like we can use the same trick as last time.”
“I did like I said. I listed it as a drive-by. It will go into the system. By the time they check it, he’ll be gone. As soon as he’s stable, we’re moving him. Figure out where.”
“Oh. Ummmm, I have no fucking idea. We hadn’t gotten that far. Can he go on a plane?”
“Probably a chartered one, that can have some medical equipment on it. Not a commercial flight. Is that possible?”
“Yeah.”
He had access to an account that had plenty of capital in it, and started making plans in his head. This was not his thing. Ilya made the decisions, not him. Fuck.
Barnett’s office phone rang and he picked it up saying his name. Listening he was nodding to whatever they were saying.
“Good. Ok. Let me know.”
He looked at Cliff,
“Ok, so. The stomach wound was a through and through. But it did nick his small intestine, they’re trying to repair it, if not, they’ll take a small section out. Should be fine. There was a lot of blood loss though. Do you know his thoughts on a transfusion?”
Cliff shook his head slowly,
“I can call Sveta and ask?”
“Do it now please.”
He got the phone out and looked at the time and sighed. Calling, she answered with her usual sarcastic response,
“Why are you always calling me at weird times Cliff.”
“Sveta, please don’t freak out.”
“What did you do?”
“Nothing. Do you know how Ilya feels about blood transfusions?”
“WHAT? What happened?”
“I need to know first then I can explain.”
“I don’t know. We don’t talk about that. He’s fucking invincible in his eyes.”
“I know. But not this time.”
“I don’t know. Yes. He wants it. That’s my answer.”
He smiled, but told her to hold on,
“She says he’s all for them.”
Barnett stared at him,
“You know I can hear her pretty well right?”
“Then you know that’s what she said. He loves transfusions. Do it. Keep him fucking alive.”
The other man picked up the phone and made a call.
Cliff explained what was happening. No she shouldn’t come, they would be moving soon, he’d get in touch once that happened. He’d text her as soon as he knew anything. Cliff looked up at Barnett,
“Ok?”
“Yes, good. They’re doing it. So. There was a lot of blood loss, he was losing blood pressure, this will help. The stomach shot should be ok, but it will require a lot of supervision. A lot of things can go wrong there. The other shot is becoming a problem. Not a problem. Just slower to get at. The bullet was still inside and they’re trying to get it out. They could leave it, but it will be easier for him if it’s out. Thankfully it was a high shot. A few inches lower and he’d probably be dead.”
He looked at Cliff for a second before just asking,
“You had someone else with you?”
Cliff stared at him and said nothing,
“I see. Well, tell them thank you. Someone was holding pressure on the stomach, if they hadn’t been, he’d probably have bled out before you got here. You both saved his life. Make sure and hold that over him later. When he’s better.”
“So you think he’s gonna be ok?”
“It sounds like it. There’s still so much that could go wrong though. The stomach area, while easy enough to fix, has a lot of things internally that could go wrong. He’s going to need a lot of antibiotics. A lot. You know how that went last time.”
“I’ll tie him to the fucking bed if I have to.”
“I don’t think you’ll have to worry about that for a while either. He’s going to have to be pretty heavily sedated for a little while. We’ll let him wake up after the surgery, just to be sure he does. Wake up.”
Cliff looked alarmed,
“You think he might not?”
“No, I think he’ll be fine. But, you can never say yes with 100% certainty. He’s going to have to do some decent rehab on his left shoulder and arm area though when he’s able. So keep that in mind when you decide where you’re going. I know you can afford to hire a private trainer, but he’ll need certain things for a while. Including pain management.”
Nodding, he wasn’t touching the pain management part yet. He’d worry about that later. They sat there for several hours, Barnett doing work on his computer while Cliff stared at his phone, trying to figure out what to do. He declined food when Barnett offered and then thought better about it. He harped on Ilya to eat, so he would also. They had sandwiches and he was starting to get worried.
“Is it normal to take this long?”
“Yes. He had a lot of damage. It’s ok.”
It was another two hours before the phone rang again. Barnett listened and then stood up when he hung up. 
“He’s out, come.”
He led him down a private hallway and to a small section with rooms that were very quiet and seemed to have no visitors or patients anywhere around. There were several nurses sitting at a station though, just chatting together.
“What is this? Not a normal part of the hospital?”
Barnett laughed,
“No. He would find this amusing I’m sure. It’s the prison section.”
“The what?”
“We do a lot of surgeries for the City and the State. People in prison. This is where we keep them. Isolated from the rest of the hospital. There’s no one here today, so there won’t be anyone who could possibly see him.”
“Oh. Wow. Ok.”
They went into a room and Ilya was in a bed, machines hooked up all over him, beeping softly. He was still pale, and very still. Cliff looked at his wrists,
“Barnett, why is he strapped to the bed? I was kidding about tying him down.”
“Yes, but it was a good idea. Did you hear Shane last time? He tried to rip out the one IV several times all night. For right now, when we’re wanting him to wake up, I have to make sure he doesn’t yank on anything. It could be catastrophic if he pulled a drain or a tube out. No other reason. Relax.”
He looked at the chart that was at the end of the bed and read numbers on a few of the machines.
“I need you to sit here with him in case he comes around. I think it will be at least an hour, but just in case. Try to keep him calm. Talk to him. Talk to him now, its soothing. I want to go ask a couple of questions to the surgeon.”
Cliff nodded and pulled a chair closer to the bed, unable to take his eyes away. He watched his chest to be sure he was breathing, though he obviously was or there would be alarms going off everywhere he assumed. Ilya’s face had extremely dark circles under his eyes and he could see large bruises coming out from the bandages covering his incisions. He reached up and took his hand. It was cool. He just held it, sitting there watching him for a long time until he remembered what Barnett had said. He talked. He told him about getting Eva to the plane, about how young she looked, that she wanted Ilya to come visit. He talked about how he didn’t know what to fucking do, where they should go. How he wasn’t sure he could do this and that Ilya needed to wake the fuck up and get better. He just kept talking. About anything he could think of. 
It had been just over an hour and Barnett had not come back yet. Cliff wasn’t sure if that was good or bad. A nurse had been in once and just looked at the machines and adjusted something on the IV machine. Cliff looked up suddenly, stopping his non stop monologue. The machines were different. They were making noises and more sudden beeping. He glanced at them, not knowing what most of them were. He was about to go get someone when Ilya’s hand squeezed his. Gently, but it was definitely there. He started talking again,
“Ilya, I’m here. Can you squeeze my hand again? Or better yet, just sit up and be better? Please? I would appreciate it. Sveta will kill me if you die. I don’t want to have to let a girl kill me. So wake up ok? And by the way, I could absolutely kick your ass right now, I just want you to know. No arguments.”
He felt a small squeeze again and he almost laughed. He looked up at Ilya’s face and his eyes were blinking. Very slowly. Very unfocused, but they were moving. The hand he was holding tried to move and found that it couldn’t. The other one twitched also and suddenly moved hard, trying to figure out why it couldn’t move more than an inch or so.
“No no no, please stop. You’re ok. It’s just to keep you still. You’re fine, I’m here. It’s Cliff, and I’m not fucking going anywhere. You can’t move your hands right now, but it’s ok. I swear. I promise.”
The hand stopped moving and his eyes blinked open and his gaze came to Cliff without moving his head. He licked his lips and opened his mouth but wasn’t able to speak yet. His eyes closed again and didn’t move. Barnett had come back in, seeing the change in the machines reporting back to the nurses station. Cliff told him what had happened and he nodded,
“That’s ok. His body is under tremendous stress and he’s also having to fight through the rest of the anesthesia he had. He may come in and out a few times before he actually wakes up the whole way. I’ve got to go check on normal patients, but the nurse can find me if you need me. Can you stay?”
“Yeah, I’m not fucking leaving.”
Ilya’s eyes eventually opened again and he moved his head this time, a soft noise of pain escaping him. Cliff looked up and watched as Ilya looked at him, not blinking, just staring at him.
“Ilya, Hey. I don’t know if you can understand me yet, but you’re ok. I promise. Your wrists are strapped down so you don’t fuck something up like I know you want to. But that’s the only reason. Barnett is here somewhere, you’re at his hospital. You’re gonna be ok. I promise.”
Ilya licked his lips again and managed to actually speak, his voice hoarse and low, but Cliff could understand him. Cliff gave him a small smile after he spoke. Of course his first words weren’t where the fuck was he or what the hell happened. They weren’t about him at all.
“Is Shane ok?”
 

 
Shane was sitting on the ground again, having tried once to get up, but letting himself sink back down when Cliff had driven off. He kept seeing it, over and over. That disbelieving look. The small smile. He knew he was about to be in trouble again. He looked up at Hayden, his emotions all over the place regarding his friend. He was trying to stay calm, but it wasn’t easy. He blinked once as he heard Hayden start to talk to someone about needing people in the alley. His head turned slowly to see both of the guns Ilya had laying on the ground where he’d been. The one he had set down, the other he had dropped. His head did that thing it did sometimes, where something literally just clicked into place and he realized he had seconds at most before it was too late. His panic evaporating, a stillness came over him. He scrambled up, his legs still unsteady, but holding. His voice was surprisingly strong and steady though,
“Hayden, stop talking. Right now.”
Hayden looked over at him, saying just a sec to whoever he was talking to.
“What? I’m getting people over here. We need to find them. Get an APB out on his car. Even if it’s a misunderstanding, he just shot someone. Killed them.”
“You need to stop fucking talking right now.”
“Shane, I know it was Ilya, but he had a gun. I thought you were in danger.”
Shane dug out his wallet and pulled out his ID. His real ID and thrust it at Hayden.
“This is no longer your case. You are under a gag order as of right this second and will say nothing to anyone about what just happened in this alley. Are we fucking clear?”
Hayden looked at the ID and back to Shane.
“You can’t do that. You know I have to report this. Scott will have questions.”
“Read it again Hayden, I can do whatever the fuck I want. I am so far above Scott’s paygrade it’s not even funny.”
He watched as Hayden looked at what he’d given him, his eyes coming slowly back up to Shane’s.
“You’re not in the military. You never were.”
“Obviously.”
“I don’t understand then. How? Why?”
“Doesn’t matter. It’s real. That’s who I work for and I am taking over this case. Right now. It’s no longer under FBI jurisdiction. Get your people out. Leave one on the door to the woman’s room and get the rest of them together somewhere to wait.”
“And tell them what? I can’t even tell them who’s taking over.”
“You can. Just tell them a lesser version. Just tell them a Joint Special Operations Command unit has an interest. You don’t tell them which one. You tell the people that are here they are under a gag order also. They are to speak to no one, until my team debriefs them.”
Shane pulled out his phone and made a call, ignoring Hayden who was still just staring at him. When Shane got off the phone, he held his hand out and Hayden gave him the ID.
“Shane, I’m sorry. I know you’re angry I shot him. I didn’t see the guy behind us. I’ll take the reprimand, but you know I didn’t mean it. If there’s a reasonable explanation for him being here, then we’re all good.”
Shane just watched him and shrugged, trying to remain rational about it.
“You did what you thought was best at the time. I understand.”
“Do you? Because I feel like we’re on opposite sides of a line now. I don’t want this to fuck up our friendship. I’m sorry. I thought he was pulling on one of us. I swear I did.”
Shane blinked a few times, looking at him. He knew. In his head he knew it wasn’t on purpose. That didn’t make it any easier for him to process though. He’d shot Ilya. He’d made jokes about shooting him before but now he actually did it. It was going to take Shane some time to process that. But he knew he would. He wasn’t throwing away a 10 year friendship. He didn’t think.
“Hayden, we’re not. I promise. I’m angry. I understand what happened though. I need some time. But right now. I need you to get your people together. I wasn’t kidding. I’m taking over this case. You know who I’m with. You know we don’t want publicity. We don’t even want people to know we exist. We don’t want any fucking credit. Once we’ve sorted through things, you’ll make the arrest and get all the glory. But right now, this case goes with my project and I need you to back off and not fuck it up please.”
Hayden looked like he wanted to argue more, but finally nodded, talking to his people again. He eventually looked up at Shane,
“Her father is here. He was staying here with her. He’s demanding to see her. He’s apparently got some pull, the Mayor’s office has already called Scott and told him to let the man in. Also the City’s medical examiners are here. Do you want them to leave?”
Shane looked at the time and shook his head.
“Let the medical examiners in. I can get their information later. Who’s the father?”
Hayden said something and waited.
“Sergei Medvedev.”
He frowned. Why did he know that name? Fuck he wished he was at his computer.
“I’ll go up and let him in. Stay here and do not let anyone touch anything. My people will be here in 10.”
He walked around, making a wide path around the man laying on the ground and stopped still as he realized who it was. He hadn’t even come to look until now.
“Hayden. Did you see who this was?”
He leaned over to take the man's pulse, just in case. Nothing. He stared at his face. do you scream when he fucks you  He found that he didn't really care that the man was dead.
“Yeah. Go let the dad in, we can talk about what that means after.” 
Shane shook his head and walked off, trying to process. Daniil is after me, he wants to hurt you to get to me please be careful  Ilya hadn’t lied to him that he knew of since he had promised he wouldn’t that night. He said no he hadn’t done whatever this was, practically begging Shane to believe him. Was he here for Daniil instead? He knew that Daniil was here and was only after him? Was he really not involved in whatever he was about to walk into upstairs? Shane bit his lip as he walked. He’d work through it later. He wanted to leave. The overwhelming urge to go find Ilya and make sure he was ok was starting to override him. But right now, this was the best way to help him. Not to let the FBI have his info. Besides, if he thought too much about him getting shot, he would sink down into that panic. WHAT THE FUCK. When did his purpose become helping Ilya? Fuck. He needed to focus. He forced the image of Ilya falling to the ground and that small smile out of his head. He took a deep breath and walked inside.
He took the elevator up and found a tall man pacing the hallway, the FBI agent on the door not letting him in. The agent nodded at Shane though, Hayden apparently having warned him. Shane held out his hand to the man,
“Hi. I’m Shane Hollander, special consultant with the FBI. You are?”
The man looked at him with a tiny bit of disdain which Shane ignored. He was used to that. Finally taking his hand and shaking it briefly.
“Sergei. Sergei Medvedev. I want in that room. It’s my room and my daughter was here alone. I need to see her.”
“Sir, maybe we can go downstairs and talk first?”
“No. I believe you should have received a call already. I want to see her. Is she alright?”
Shane tried to decide if it was worth angering the Mayor’s office. Probably Miller would not be thrilled with that as it meant outing themselves to the office. In fact he would probably hate that. Shane sighed and walked to the door of the room.
“Mr. Medvedev, I need to tell you that there is a woman in this room who is deceased. I do not know if it is your daughter. But I need you to be prepared for that. Do you still want to go in?”
“You think my daughter is dead. No. I need to see. It’s not her. It’s not. I just left her, She was fine. I was coming right back, Oh god, please, it’s not her.”
The fear and terror in the man’s voice was getting to Shane as he was applying the same words to Ilya. 
“We can go in if you’re sure. I need you to not touch anything though.”
“Yes, Ok, yes. It’s not her. I know it’s not. She must have had a friend over. But where is she?”
Shane walked in the room and noticed the medical examiners were here already. He asked them to step out momentarily and let the man follow him in. There was nothing in the living area of the suite, so they walked to the bedroom. Shane glanced in and sighed as he saw the woman in the bed. How nice it would be if it was not the man’s daughter. But that didn’t seem likely.
The man walked in behind him and stared at the bed. He gripped the side of the doorframe tightly, his knuckles turning white. Shane was watching his face, which went through so many emotions. He knew before the man spoke,
“Noooo, no no no Ana, no. please. Oh my god no.”
The man took a step like he was going to go to her, and Shane put a hand up barring his way.
“Sir, I can’t let you go any farther right now. I need the medical examiners to finish their job please. Are you positively identifying this woman as your daughter?”
“Oh my god please,”
His voice trailed off and he turned away from her. Shane hated this. He didn’t usually have to do it, but it never got fucking easier.
“Sir?”
“Yes.”
“Yes, it’s your daughter?”
“Yes. Oh god yes. I don’t understand. What happened? Who did this? WHO?”
“I don’t know Sir, but we’re going to find out. Can you tell me your daughters name?”
“Ana. Anastasia Medvedev.”
“Ok. Can we go out so the medical people can finish their examination?”
“Yes. Yes. Ok. Oh god, I have to call her mother. What do I say? I let my daughter die while I went to the store? No no no, Ana, please.”
Shane led the man out and had him sit on a chair near the elevator. He motioned the examiners in.
“Sir, If you were staying here with her, I’m afraid I’m going to need you to get another room. This one will be off limits for a while. When our examiners are done, they will take her and we’ll have to do a more comprehensive exam before she can be released to you.”
The man’s head snapped up, his eyes blazing.
“No. You will not.”
“Sir?”
“You will do no other examination. We do not permit that in my culture. I will take her home. To Russia.”
“Ahhh, well. It’s normal procedure, Sir. We need to know exactly what happened.”
“You can see what happened. Someone fucking shot my daughter. You will not defile her body further. I will take her home. You will find who did this and they will fucking pay.”
Shane wasn’t sure what to do with this. He’d never encountered it before. 
“I’ll see what I can do Sir, but I can’t promise that.”
“You will. I do not consent to her being examined further. I want her on my plane to take her home.”
The man pulled out his phone while looking at Shane and made a call. Shane nearly groaned. He listened from his side as the man spoke and as soon as he hung up, Shane started waiting. It took 8 minutes of pacing before his phone rang. It was Hayden.
“What?”
“What did you just do?”
He walked to the end of the hall away from the man.
“I told him we had to do an autopsy. He doesn’t want that. He identified her, and it looks like she was shot twice. He’s refusing the autopsy though. He literally sounds like he wants to take her fucking body with him right now if I’d let him.”
“Well buddy, your case or not, that’s what you’re going to let him do.”
“What? No, I’m not.”
“Ok. You’ll be getting another call in about three minutes. You argue with them about it then.”
Shane rolled his eyes and just hung up and waited. It irritated him when it was exactly three minutes later that it rang again, his eye actually got a little larger when he saw who it was.
“Hollander”
“Shane, it’s Miller,”
“Yes, Sir. How can I help you?”
“You brought in a team for something? For your guy I hope.”
“Yes Sir, I believe so. I want us to investigate it and we can hand it back off if it turns out like I think it might.”
“That’s fine. Your victim is Anastasia Medvedev?”
“Yes, Sir.”
“She’s been positively identified?”
“Yes, but, please, don’t do this.”
“Let it go Hollander. Can you see the cause of death?”
“I can see gunshots, but you know we need actual examinations.”
“Not this time. Cut her loose.”
“Sir. You can’t be serious? Who is this coming from?”
“Hollander, you know my rank. You know who I report to. Who do you think it’s coming from? What concerns you is that you do what I tell you. You’ve allowed us to become involved, which is fine, it’s your case. But I do not want specifics getting out. Period. If the father has identified her, then let it go.”
“Sir,”
“Hollander enough. Let it go. We do not want this man here. Send him on his way with his daughter or we will end up with an international incident on our hands.”
“Yes, Sir.”
He hung up and spun around to find the man watching him. He wasn’t smiling but Shane knew he was pleased with the look on Shane’s face. He forced a smile on it and walked back,
“Well. When my medical examiners are finished, we can take your daughter wherever you would like Sir.”
“Thank you Agent Hollander.”
He turned and went downstairs before he said anything else. His team had arrived and had the FBI agents other than Hayden and the man upstairs on the door. They were speaking with them and it looked like making them sign something. He walked back to the alley to see Hayden leaning against the wall, no one else around. Hayden stood up as Shane walked towards him.
“Your team is talking to mine. Making them sign NDA’s or some shit. This is ridiculous Shane.”
“Sorry. It is what it is. They haven’t been here yet?”
“No. One of them talked to me, said they’d be over in a bit.”
“Hayden, I’m sorry if I was a dick. I’m trying not to panic inside and I’m probably coming off wrong.”
“No, I totally get it. You do what you need to do.”
He looked over to Daniil,
“What’s the story? Or you can’t tell me?”
“I don’t know. Honestly. Other than he was going to shoot me and Ilya shot him instead.”
“Yeah, about that. I’m sorry. I panicked. Are you going to be able to forgive me?”
Shane smiled, a tired smile.
“Your kids like me, and your wife likes me, so I guess I’ll have to. But maybe not for a while.”
Hayden nodded and looked at him thoughtfully,
“I don’t know what’s going on with that, but he did kill a man. He’s going to have to come in for questioning and explain at least.”
“Hayden. He was thrown over someone’s shoulder and put into a car bleeding from two bullet wounds. You think he’s coming in for questioning anytime soon? We don’t have any idea where he is. Do you want your team to take that on? You can. Or I can do it. I will be calling places as soon as I’m done here, but a whole team would be better. He’s clearly going to be at a hospital.”
Having been forced to talk about it made Shane nauseous and he leaned against the wall, starting to sweat. No no no no, he’d been doing so well. A little longer. Please.
“Why don’t you go over with your guys, I’m sure you’re going to have to sign whatever they’re doing over there. I’ll wait here.”
Hayden pulled himself off the wall and just nodded at him, walking out of the alley. Shane went over to where the two guns were laying and looked down at them. He glanced up once at the front of the building and down the guns again. He bit his lip and stared at the one Ilya had used to shoot Daniil. If they tested that gun and it came back to any of his cases, it was over for Ilya. Shane wouldn’t be able to do anything, not now that he’d called people in. Glancing back at the front of the alley and then back at the guns, he squatted down and looked at them both. Closing his eyes, he made his decision. A few minutes later he was standing next to Daniil, waiting for the medical examiners to come to him as well. When they arrived and started taking photos and cataloging evidence, he looked back and bit his lip, getting light headed as he watched them bag both of the guns. Please be ok, please be ok, please don’t have shot that woman.
He sighed. He was tired. He shouldn’t have been here. It was supposed to have been a joke, nothing happening. Instead he watched Ilya… no. no not now. That was for at home. Not here.
“Shane?”
He jumped as he realized he was leaning against the wall with his eyes closed trying not to think. He looked up to see Eric from his Las Vegas team.
“Eric. What are you doing here?”
“I was in town for something else but got the call that you needed help, so here I am. Good to see you Shane.”
“You too, thanks for coming to help.”
“You look tired. You want to go? I can take over for now.”
“You sure? You’re not even supposed to be here.”
“Yeah, I was sleeping all day, you look like you’ve been up for a while. What are we working on?”
“The father is upstairs, I’ve been ordered to release his daughter's body as soon as medical examiners are done with it. Miller called. I think the FBI team has all signed something keeping them quiet for now.”
He pointed to where Daniil’s body was currently being bagged up.
“I think they’re done with him, there were some guns behind me, those are bagged. We need to do the whole fucking hotel though. You know the drill. Maybe we can get the PD to come go through all the dumpsters, trash, etc, make sure nothing got tossed. The room upstairs should be processed, prints, there were some casings on the floor it looked like. Normal shit work.”
“Ok. Go home. I’ll call you in the morning. We using FBI labs?”
“Yeah, but they’re gonna be dicks about it. I pulled the case from them with no warning. Their SAC is Scott Hunter. He’s gonna throw a fit. Just tell them they’ll still get all the credit if anything turns up and didn’t have to do the work. Maybe that will help. I can deal with him tomorrow if not, we’re friends. Or at least we were. Before today. Thanks Eric, you’re saving me. I was sick a couple of days ago and still don’t have a lot of energy. I thought this was going to be nothing, it’s the only reason I was even here.”
“Go rest, I’ll call you.”
Shane started to leave and realized he’d come with Hayden. Fuck. He walked to the front of the hotel and was about to call a car when he saw the man walking up to him.
“Hayden. Why are you still here?”
“Because you’re my fucking friend and I brought you here? I know you’re mad, but I wasn’t going to just leave you.”
Shane smiled gratefully at him,
“Thanks Hayden. I know you’re mad also. I appreciate you waiting.”
Hayden shrugged at him,
“I am mad. But you didn’t shoot my boyfriend. Ex boyfriend. Whatever the fuck you are. So you get to be madder. For now. Until tomorrow when Scott chews my ass. Then I’m going to be mad again.”
“I’ll come talk to him.”
“Good. Let’s get out of here.”
Hayden dropped Shane, who begged off from running for a while. As soon as he was in his building he called Cliff. It went to voicemail and he left one,
“Cliff please. Call me back. I know you’re angry. I understand. I need to know if he’s ok. Please. I’m begging you to please just let me know. I don’t know what Ilya has told you, but I just need to know.”
He called Ilya’s phone and left the same message, thinking maybe Cliff would be checking it also. Once he was upstairs, he called Barnett and got his voicemail, leaving a similar message,
“Barnett, it’s Shane. I was wondering if you had heard from Cliff? Ilya had… an accident of sorts and he’s hurt. Badly. I just want to be sure he’s ok. If you could let me know please. I just need to know. You don’t have to tell me where he is, I just want to make sure he’s ok.”
He sat on the couch drinking a water, his phone tapping on his leg. He finally called the main number of NYP and asked to speak to the head of the emergency department. It took almost 20 minutes on hold, but finally someone came on.
“Dr. Johnson, can I help you?”
“Hi, my name is Shane Hollander, I’m with the FBI and I’m looking for information on any gunshot wound patients that might have come in earlier this evening?”
“Do you have a warrant?”
“No.. I was just hoping,”
“If you’re with the FBI you know I can’t give you any of that information without a warrant. You also know you can check the city’s gunshot wound reports online if you're with law enforcement.”
‘Yes, but..”
“Mr. Hollander, this is a busy hospital. Is that all?”
“Can you at least tell me if you have an Ilya Rozanov there? Or any John Doe’s that came in today. That should be public record, unless they requested their name to not be listed right?”
The man sighed and Shane could hear him typing,
“It is. But no. I have neither. Get a warrant and I’ll be happy to help you with the other. Or wait a couple of days and check the reports online. Anything else?”
“No. I guess not, thank you.”
He hung up and cursed.
“Fucking asshole.”
He knew that wasn’t fair. He could get fired if he gave Shane what he wanted. Not that Shane really cared right now. He called a few other emergency departments and basically got the exact same answers.
He made a protein shake, added in Barnett’s vitamin mix and drank it standing in the kitchen. Showering, he fell into bed after, but then couldn’t fall asleep. Every time his eyes closed, he heard Ilya’s voice,  Shane, down  I did not  i promise  no  i swear  i told you  no lying  shane, down  shane, down
 He knew that if Ilya hadn’t been there, it was highly likely that Shane would have been dead, or shot at least. Shane had pushed him away, told him to get lost basically and he’d still risked his life for Shane’s.  Shane, down
He tried to examine why he’d even dropped to the ground and came up with nothing, other than a reason that embarrassed him. Had Ilya actually known he would respond like that? He certainly hadn’t. If you asked him, he would have laughed at the thought. 
Closing his eyes and wrapping around his pillow, he just saw it over and over. He fired as he spun, blood spraying from his shoulder area, then the side of his stomach. He looked down and grabbed his stomach, he found Shane and gave him a small smile, he fell to the ground. Cliff picked him up and put him in the car. He wasn’t moving. Blood spraying, hands grabbing his stomach, a small smile, not moving. Not moving. Not moving. Blood. Smile. Not moving. When he finally drifted off, he saw the same things all night long.
 

 
Dr. Johnson got off the phone with the man who had asked about gunshot wounds and John Doe’s. He pulled out his phone and texted Dr. Barnett.
‘Got a call about gunshot wounds and if there were any John Doe’s here. Told him to get a warrant or look at the reports when they get uploaded. You might have a day. Maybe two if he doesn't go for a warrant.’
Barnett, who was still sitting in his office on the computer saw the text and grimaced. He pulled up the new file with Ilya’s new ID listed. He stared at it. It would burn this ID but he knew they could get a new one. Logging off of his user name, he relogged on with a different one and pulled up the file again. Under status, he entered in a new line - Deceased
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    Chapter Summary

    Shane, Shane and more Shane

Ilya set up Alexei well enough that it's causing Shane to doubt what he knows or thinks he knows. Or maybe he just wants to believe.
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  Shane was up early, having slept restlessly all night. He remembered Barnett’s words to him though. Rest, eat, stay hydrated. Forcing himself to move, he got up and did a yoga session since he wasn’t running. He made his smoothie and drank it, dressing and heading to the FBI office first thing. He wasn’t sure how Scott was going to be towards him, so he wanted to get it over with.
In the car on the way over, he called Cliff again. He didn’t care that it was early, he needed to know. He could let it go if he knew he was ok. He just needed someone to tell him.
“Cliff. Please. It’s Shane. You know that. Just tell me he’s ok. Please. I understand why you won’t answer. Just text me. Anything. I haven’t told anyone. I just need to know he’s ok, alive. Being taken care of. Please.”
He hung up when his voice started to waver. He called Ilya’s line again,
“Hi, this is Ilya, I will never listen to your voicemail.”
He hung up and called it again.
“Hi, this is Ilya, I will never listen to your voicemail.”
He called it three more times just to hear his voice.
Shoving the phone in his pocket, he forced himself to stop and take a deep breath. Low stress Barnett had said. Low stress. He choked back hysterical laughter. Low stress. Right. Sure. Easy. By the time the car dropped him off, he had finally pulled himself together. Barely.
Walking in upstairs, he got a few odd looks, but no one said anything. He could see Scott and Hayden in the briefing room like they normally were in the mornings. Standing up straighter and attempting to use one of Ilya’s bored looks he walked into the room and nodded at both of them, taking up his customary perch on the edge of the closest table.
Hayden nodded back. Scott just stared at him. Shane stared back. Hayden broke first,
“Good morning Shane, feeling ok?”
“Yep, good, you?”
Hayden looked at Scott and just sighed,
“Can we skip the fighting and just kiss and make up?”
Scott ignored him completely and spoke to Shane,
“Shane. Would you like to run the briefing this morning? Since apparently you’re in charge now? Here. In MY FUCKING OFFICE.”
Hayden sighed and mumbled,
“So that’s a no then.”
Shane actually gave him a small half smile before looking back to Scott and debating. He nearly decided to channel Ilya and be a complete dick and say sure, maybe something will actually get done that way. He managed to cut it off before it came out of his mouth though and went with an entirely different tact.
“You’re angry. I understand. I can take it back if you’d like. Call my team off and you can have it. All of it. The footwork, the running around interviewing an entire hotel full of people, the things that take you weeks because you’re understaffed and overworked. The things that my team can have finished in 3 days because they’re just sitting around doing nothing. But if that’s what you want, to stress your overworked people out more, it’s yours. Have it. I’m calling my people off. As you already know, the Mayor and the Governor have an invested interest in this case for some reason. I’m sure they won’t mind you guys taking a few weeks to get this one done. I apologize.”
He pulled out his phone and scrolled through his contacts, pushing the button for the one he wanted as he stared at Scott.
“Hi, it’s Hollander, may I speak with the Lt.-Col. please? Yes, I need to recall a team and drop them off of a case. Yes, I’ll hold.”
He watched Scott as soft music played through his phone. Acting as if he had no cares in the world, he glanced at Hayden while he waited,
“Want to grab lunch today? Maybe we can talk?”
Hayden looked shocked but nodded slowly before looking at Scott and wincing. Scott, to his credit, waited several minutes until a woman came back on,
“I’m connecting you now, one moment.”
“Shane stop. Don’t recall them.”
Shane’s eyes slowly drifted to Scott and very casually he gave him a questioning look.
“I thought you resented my taking over this case? I’m giving it back. I don’t want it anymore.”
“No. You’re right, I’m wrong. Hang up please.”
Shane looked down at the phone and hung up. He’d text Miller, though he didn’t need to. He could have called him directly rather than going through the switchboard where he knew he’d be on hold for at least 5 minutes. He would know Shane was up to something and wouldn’t reach out right away. Putting the phone in his pocket, he shrugged at Scott.
“You sure? It’s nothing. We don’t care. As long as I get the information I need, you can do all the work. Really.”
“Stop. You win.”
Unable to give in, Shane shook his head,
“It’s not about winning. I don’t want to undermine you in your own office.”
“SHANE. Stop. Please. I understand.”
Sliding off the table, Shane smiled at him.
“Great. My guys will be bringing things to the lab this morning. They’ll probably want them run as a priority, so we can get the Mayor and Governor's eyes off of your office.”
Scott actually laughed and all the tension went out of him. 
“You’ve been around Rozanov too long. His asshole-ish ways of getting what he wants have rubbed off on you.”
He said it with a smile though and Shane just took a deep breath and nodded.
Scott continued,
“What was so important about this case that you needed to put my people on a do not disclose status. To their own boss? You won’t tell me either yet I suppose?”
“Not yet. Should be soon though. Let me check with my people and see what they found after I left.”
Glancing at Hayden, he continued,
“I’m glad to hear your people took it seriously though.”
Hayden shook his head,
“None of us want to be brought up before a Senate committee Shane. We agreed to not speak, and that’s what we’ll do. Until you give us the go ahead.”
Scott took the opportunity to push a little.
“A Joint Special Operations Command. You’re not military. How’d that come about?”
Shane just shrugged, knowing Scott would take it as a joke, told him,
“My brain, Scott. I’m just that smart. They couldn’t resist me. And please don’t spread that around. You know how they are. We are.”
Scott full out laughed,
“Ok, sure. You wanna talk about what kind of command your unit is?”
“Nope, I’m good.”
Scott smiled at him,
“I figured. Fine. I’ll go work on my not nearly as important cases, let me know if you need anything.”
He left the room and Shane actually deflated as all the air left his body. Hayden noticed and chuckled,
“That was impressive Shane. Really. Never seen Scott back down that way.”
“It’s a gift Hayden. What can I say? Let me know about lunch, I was serious. I’m still very conflicted, but I’m not going to let it ruin us.”
He called Eric, who actually walked off the elevator while the phone was ringing. He had a visitor badge on and was accompanied by a liaison agent. Shane hung up and walked out to them,
“He’s good, thanks.”
The agent turned and went back the way he came without a word. Eric laughed,
“Friendly fellow.”
Shane smiled,
“Yeah, they’re a fun bunch around here. You’ll see. You have stuff for the lab? Find anything? Come with me, I’ll show you where it is.”
They walked and Eric said they’d interviewed nearly everyone already. They’d used the PD’s CSI team to work the room, got fingerprints off a few things, had the bullet casings that they would check against the two guns that had been left in the alley. They’d also found another gun though.
Shane perked up at this,
“Where?”
“Kitchen dumpster. Right inside the door to the alley where the other two were found.”
That made him nervous. Right inside the door Ilya had come out of. Maybe he had lied after all.
“Great, get fingerprints from all the guns, then check the casings against them. Do that first and the fingerprints from the room. Did Medvedev take the body already?”
“Yes. As soon as the medical examiners said they were done, they bagged her and took her and the man somewhere. I wasn’t there to hear where.”
“It’s fine. They’re probably out of the country already. I’ve never had a situation like that. It was odd to be honest. Also, who the fuck was he, to have such pull? I meant to run him on the computer last night, but went to bed instead. I’m going to check on him today. It doesn’t matter, he’s gone, but I’d like to know who can scare someone into thinking we would have, and I quote, ‘an international incident.’”
“Wow, that’s what Miller said?”
“Yeah, weird right? Whatever. I guess I don’t care. I’ll go through the medical examiners report when they send it, but it looked like gunshot wounds. Guess we won’t get any tox reports.”
They reached the lab and Shane got them buzzed in. Talking to the man in charge, they told them what they wanted and in what order, and he said those wouldn’t take long at all. Running the prints through the database might, just depending if they got a hit quickly or not. The guns versus the casings they could do while the fingerprints ran. They’d just need to fire each of the guns at their range to get a casing to compare it to.
“Great, let me know if you get any hits. I’ll be here for a while.”
He left Eric there and went to his office, switching on all his computers. He called Cliff again but hung up when it went to voicemail. Deciding to try Barnett again, he thought he might pick up since he knew Shane had an issue a few days ago. Not wrong, he wasn’t surprised when the line was answered, the other man sounding distracted,
‘Barnett here.”
“Hey, it’s Shane.”
“Are you ok?”
“Yeah, I just wanted to thank you for coming the other night. I’m doing a lot better. I’m trying to follow all your directions. I’m drinking the vitamins, water, trying to eat. Sleep. No stress. I don’t think that ones going so well though.”
“Oh. Well I’m glad you’re doing better. Was there something you needed then? I’m kind of running like crazy today.”
“Yeah, sorry to bother you. I just. Wondered if you’d heard from Cliff.”
“Oh yes. I’m sorry, I got your message, but it really has been crazy here. I have not. I’m concerned. You said Ilya had an accident? Was it bad?”
Shane rubbed his eyes and decided to just tell him,
“Yeah,  he was shot. Twice.”
“What? When?”
“Yesterday evening. It looked bad. To me.”
“I’m sure Cliff called an ambulance, he’s not answering you?”
“Ummm, no. He’s not. Barnett, please. I know that Ilya’s your friend. I know that you’ve known him a lot longer than me. I understand your loyalty is to him. I just need to know if he’s ok. Please? It’s killing me not knowing. For all I know he could be dead.”
There was a long moment of silence and then finally,
“Shane, I don’t know. I didn’t know. I can see if Cliff will answer my call, but I haven’t seen them. I’ll try to find out though, I’d like to know also.”
Shane sighed,
“Ok. Thanks. I just… well. It doesn’t matter. If you hear something, anything, I’d appreciate it.”
“I’ll let you know. Take care of you please. No more shut downs.”
“I’m trying. Thanks Barnett.”
He hung up and sighed. He was trying not to dwell on Ilya, but it was becoming harder and harder. Surely he was alive. Shane would know. He would feel something right? He had to be ok. Had to be.
Groaning, he logged onto the computer and searched Sergei Medvedev on his highest clearance database. It didn’t take long before bringing back the results. He sat reading them, his eyes opening wider and wider.
“Fuck me. What the fuck was he doing in New York.”
Seeing who the man really was, Shane was glad that he was gone. If Ilya had actually killed that man’s daughter, he was as good as dead probably. If he wasn’t already. Jesus, how did he end up involved with someone who was maybe, possibly, killing the head of the Russian mafia’s daughter. Oh right, because he fucking loved him. 
He sat back and examined that thought as it took him by surprise in his own head.. He loved him. Still. It hadn’t changed. He didn’t care what he had done. He fucking loved him. What did that say about Shane? He didn’t know. Oh my god, he still loved him. FUCK. He can’t love him. He can’t. He killed people. Maybe not this woman. Maybe. He can’t love someone that killed people. He wished that he could tell that to his heart. Ok, fucking stop.
He sighed again and logged onto the city database and pulled up gunshot wound reports. Looking at the dates he groaned. They were still two days behind. The reports from three days ago had just been uploaded this morning. That meant probably at least two, maybe three more days before yesterday's reports would be there. He couldn’t get a warrant. He had no reason to give. Nobody was under arrest. Ilya wasn’t a suspect because Shane had stopped Hayden from talking. Unethical. Fuck. What was he doing? He had taken over a case to shut Hayden up. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. No stress. 
He answered a few emails, tried a few more emergency rooms, got nothing but the same walls thrown at him each time. Warrant or check the database. Since when had every fucking doctor suddenly become the ethics committee poster boys. Fuck.
He went to lunch with Hayden and it was a little strained. They talked mostly about the kids and Jackie, trying to avoid anything to do with the case or work in general. They did talk about the Shaefer case a little, which was going well. They’d gathered more evidence and the DNA should be back any day now. 
Eric was waiting for him when he got back from lunch, he seemed excited,
“Eric, what’s up? Find something.”
“Yeah, here’s the case number.”
Shane let him in the conference room. Nobody usually came in here, but Eric was on his team and knew what he worked on, so it wasn’t hurting anything. He typed in the number and pulled up the lab results. Eric spoke as he pulled them up,
“They’re doing the shell casing tests now. They fired all the guns this morning and brought the casings up to do the tests. They’ll have it soon. But we found some fingerprint matches that I thought you might want to look at.”
Shane watched as the results came up and Eric talked him through it.
“The guns in the alley were first. The smaller caliber one had no prints, the serial number is filed off, there’s nothing on it. Not a lot we can do with it. The other one though, had prints that matched an Ilya Rozanov. Looks like you guys have dealt with him before. The gun is registered to him, he has a license for it and a conceal permit.”
“Yeah, we know him. What about the other one you found in the kitchen? It had his prints also?”
“No.”
Shane inhaled and held his breath for a second,
“It had this guy.”
Eric clicked forward a screen, and Shane exhaled sharply and frowned.
“What? Are you sure?”
“Yes. Alexei Rozanov. Related? Weird coincidence that they had the last name.”
“Yeah…”
Eric was sounding excited now though.
“Even better. We ran the prints from the room. Most of them were the girl’s and Medvedevs, but there was a bottle of vodka and a couple of glasses on the nightstand. The bottle had prints and they matched.”
“They matched Alexei Rozanov?”
“Yes.”
Shane blinked, trying to process. Alexei. Not Ilya.
“Are you sure?”
“Yeah. You guys had him in your local database, it looked like you were already searching some other things for him. He popped up right away.”
Shane got on the phone and called Scott.
“Scott, come to me. My room. Now please.”
He was knocking on the door in less than 5 minutes, a little surprised when Shane waved him in.
“Don’t look at anything.”
Scott laughed and nodded,
“I’ll try not to. What’s up?”
“Ok, look at this.”
He backtracked to the gun from the kitchen, leaving off the ones from the alley.
“Gun found in kitchen dumpster at the hotel. Had prints that matched a vodka bottle in the victim’s room. Belong to him.”
He flipped to the picture of Alexei.
“What the fuck? You’re sure?”
Eric nodded and answered,
“Yes, we ran them twice, just in case.”
Shane continued,
“They’re still running the shell casings. Should have them soon. But maybe we should..”
Scott finished his sentence for him,
“Pick him up now. Absolutely. I’ll have Hayden go, you want in?”
“You’re offering?”
“Yes. I’m sorry I was angry. But this is your case now, you should go if you want. You don’t have to obviously. Unless you have guys that want to pick him up?”
“No, all you on that front. I told you we don’t want credit. I just needed some details kept quiet for a while. You’ll get them all eventually.”
Scott nodded and moved to leave,
“I’m going to get Hayden. Five minutes if you want to go.”
When he left, Shane look at Eric,
“Can you lock these results? I don’t want them in there seeing the rest of them yet.”
“Sure. I’ll do it now.”
“Great, let me know about the casings if they come in while I’m gone.”
They left the room and Shane locked the door before going to look for Scott and Hayden. They were near the elevators and talking animatedly. Scott frowned at him as he walked up,
“No gun?”
“No Scott. I know. Sorry.”
“It’s fine, we’re sending a whole team with you in case there’s any problems. There’s still two of his guys out there with him somewhere, including the one that doesn’t like you.”
Hayden started coughing and Shane stared at him, unamused. Scott looked at Hayden,
“You ok?”
“Yep. Sorry. Something in my throat.”
Shane rolled his eyes when Scott wasn’t looking and got on the elevator with Hayden, just nodding at Scott. Once the doors closed, Shane glared at him,
“Really Hayden?”
“It was an accident. I swear. How long can you guys keep Popov’s death out of the airwaves? And why do you want to?”
“Not long and for reasons exactly like this. If his death was reported already and Rozanov, umm, Alexei, had anyone paid off, then he would know we were coming probably. They were clearly both there last night, he’s probably already suspicious and wondering where he is. Hopefully he hasn’t run.”
“Not because the other Rozanov shot him?”
“Nope” lies  “Why would I want to hide that. He’ll come off as a hero, saving two FBI agents' lives.”
“Is that how you’re going to spin that? What about the reason he was actually there?”
“Well Hayden, I don’t know why he was fucking there because my best fucking friend shot him and now he’s gone and possibly dead.”
“Well isn’t that weird in itself? Why did his security guy just take him like that unless he was there for a disreputable reason?”
“I don’t know. If I can ever get one of them to call me back, I’ll let you know. But right now, we’re broken up and he doesn’t want to talk to me. Either of them.”
“Ok, ok. Let’s drop it for now. He’s not dead. Don’t think that way.”
“How else should I think? He was bleeding heavily and now nobody will talk to me.”
Hayden had no answer, remembering the amount of blood coming out of Ilya’s stomach. He sighed and shook his head,
“Ok, let’s go get his brother, we know why he was there.”
Shane rode with Hayden, while their tactical team came in a van. They parked down the street and let the tactical team take point. They were really just there for the optics. Hayden gave Shane a vest to put on before putting his own on. They were on the side of the porch when the team knocked first. It ended up possibly being the easiest arrest Shane had seen. Alexei answered the door and just rolled his eyes when he saw an entire team on his porch. He said nothing at all, but when they walked him out and he saw Hayden and Shane, he gave them a little smile and finally spoke,
“Agents Pike and Hollander. Imagine seeing you here. I should have known. I’m not sure what you think I have done, but I can assure you that it wasn’t me.”
He was staring at Shane while he spoke. Switching languages, he added, still an amused look on his face,
“I think you know that very well, Agent Hollander. Daniil tells me you speak Russian. My brother will not answer my call today, do you know where he is?”
Hayden nodded to the rest of the team, as Shane just shook his head no, not sure why he was giving him anything.
“Take him in please. Keep him in solitary.”
Alexei spoke up again, his mouth still quirking up as if he was trying not to laugh,
“I would like a lawyer. I will not speak again until I have called one. Unlike Daniil, I do not have anyone to call one for me.”
Hayden just frowned at him and shook his head, while Shane met his eyes and refused to look away. Alexei laughed at that and just went quietly. The rest of the team, including Shane and Hayden tore the house apart, Shane occasionally pointing at things he wanted bagged. They took a few glasses that were in the kitchen that hadn’t been washed yet. They found two different guns in an upstairs bedroom. A knife that was embedded point first in a table in the living room. Several phones that were locked, but they could work on those.
Shane stood in one of the bedrooms that was mostly empty. There was a half full duffel of clothes near the bed, a couple pairs of shoes along one wall. A stain on the floor near the door to a bathroom caught his attention. He looked at it and knelt down to see it closer before standing and looking in the bathroom, which was empty. Hayden walked by the open door and stopped to look in,
“Anything in here you want?”
Shane was chewing on the cuticle of his thumb as he looked around again, his eyes dropping to the stain.
“No. Maybe. There's a stain here, looks like it could have been blood. Could be something else though. Hard to tell on this carpet. Can take a sample if we want. Just in case anything else comes up.”
“I’ll send someone up.”
Shane wandered the house more, just looking. In what he assumed as Alexei’s room, he found a folder lying in the top drawer of the nightstand. He got a pair of gloves from the front room where one of the team was holding them near the door. Putting them on, he went back to the bedroom and opened the folder, looking through it. There were some documents in Russian. He’d have them taken in so they could be translated. He could read it if he stood there long enough, but didn’t want to take the time. Flipping through more pages, some of which seemed to be rental documents for the house, he stopped on the second to last page. Picking up the picture and staring at it. He looked at the last page in the folder and picked it up also. Hayden walked in and came up over his shoulder and looked at what he was holding.
“Shane, what the fuck are those?”
“They were in this folder. We need to take it in and translate the documents, I can do it if need be. These were the last two pages.”
He handed the last page to Hayden.
“Shane, what the hell. Why does he have a picture of you and I outside your apartment?”
“I’m guessing that’s what he used so that Bolshov could follow us. Clearly he knew where I lived to have him watching our running route. This is how.”
Hayden took the other picture and Shane let him.
“This one? Where is this from?”
Shane was still looking at it while Hayden held it.
“Vienna. Job I was at.”
“What the hell? How did he get it?”
“I don’t know. There was clearly someone there who knew who I was. Not sure why they sent it to him though. Unless he had something to do with the job.”
His mind wasn't quite computing this one. It was one of the jobs that Ilya’s fake passport had been used for. So why was someone sending a picture of him to Alexei. He wasn’t going to think about it now. He would let it sit for a while.
“I want this whole folder taken please.”
They finished, taking a few more objects and one more gun that was in a kitchen cabinet for whatever reason. Heading back to the office, Hayden was chattering about Jackie, the kids, the girls who wanted to learn to play hockey. Shane was nodding at the appropriate times, but couldn’t have told anyone what he said. His mind was running through different scenarios for the Vienna picture and coming up with nothing.
Shane went with the team to the lab to talk to Eric about the things he wanted first, his mind drifting to Alexei asking where his brother was. Hayden had asked in the car what the man had said to him and he’d made up something vague about him just denying that he’d done anything wrong. Just outside the lab, he gave in to his urge and called Cliff again. He didn’t leave a message this time though. He texted him.
‘Please? Just if he’s ok? I won’t bother you anymore, I just need to know. I’m begging. Please.’
He was fine. He was. Shane would feel it if not. He was sure. Wouldn’t he? Yes. He would. He saw that small smile again and sighed, buzzing himself into the lab. He talked to Eric, telling him about some of the things he’d had them bring in.
He was calling a car to take him home when Eric came walking up to him near the elevator.
“Shane, got just a second before you leave?”
“Yeah, here? Or private?”
“Up to you, you locked some results, so maybe private in case you want these locked also?”
Shane nodded to the briefing room which was empty. Once inside, Eric started talking,
“Not a lot done, but the shell casing result came back. The casings in the victims room are an identical match to the ones we fired from the gun that was found in the kitchen. The Alexei Rozanov printed one. The other two, the Ilya Rozanov gun and the one with no serial number, didn’t match it.”
“That’s great Eric. You can leave the matching set open, lock the other two please. I’m going home, you should head out soon. We’ll get the rest of the results tomorrow.”
Once home, he went to work out, but made the mistake of sitting on the bench that he and Ilya had used. One look towards the mirror and he was up and leaving. He didn’t want to sleep in his own bed, he didn’t want to work out in this room anymore. At this rate, he was going to have to get a new apartment.
He ate a small dinner and tried to read a book. Until he realized it was the one he’d bought when he and Ilya had wandered the market. He shut it and set it gently down, rubbing his eyes. He just wanted to go back. He didn’t want to know any of what he knew. He wanted to go back to the day they went shopping. The day before. Just before. He went to bed early, standing in his room naked before he put on sweats to sleep in. He stared at himself in the mirror, his hand drifting over different spots that had at one point or another had marks on them from Ilya’s teeth. He would give anything for one of those marks to be there for him to look at. He finally dressed and went to bed, sleeping restlessly again, seeing the same thing over and over.
He was attempting to get back in his routine in the morning, without the running part. He didn’t want to be alone that long with Hayden yet. Maybe he wasn’t going to be able to save his friendship. He thought he was ok, and then out of nowhere, he would see Hayden raise his arm, hear a shot, see the blood fly. FUCK. stop. He made a smoothie and called Cliff again, hanging up when it went to voicemail. That was it. He needed to know. 
Grabbing his phone, he made a call.
“Hi, Judge Masterson, this is Shane Hollander. I’m good! Yeah, he’s good, I haven’t actually been back to Canada for a while to see them. I need to do that. Oh I will. Look, I have a favor to ask. A huge one. I need a blanket warrant. I want to check all the emergency rooms in the City… what? Oh yes, I know there are a lot. I want to check on a gun shot wound victim I’m looking for in a case. Yes, I know, I’m waiting on the database to be updated, it’s a couple of days behind. I see. Ok, I’ll call you back then.”
He threw the phone and winced when it left a small mark on the wall.
“Fuck me.”
The Judge was a friend of his fathers, and he’d been hoping he might take pity on Shane and help him out. No such luck. Yet. Wait for the database, if you can’t find it that way, call me back. Great. Perfect. FUCK. He sunk down onto the couch, grabbing a pillow to hug. He just wanted to know if he was fucking alive. Was that so much to ask? The universe apparently believed the answer was yes, it was too much to ask. He went and picked up the phone, glad to see he hadn’t broken it. He called Ilya’s number just to hear his voice. And again. 
He sat there, knowing he should go to work, but just not doing it. He called Eric, told him he was working from home, to let him know if anything came back interesting on the tests. He proceeded to sit there all day just looking at pictures of Ilya on his phone, reading their texts, trying not to cry again.
Eric called him late that afternoon,
“Hey Shane, I sent you the file with everything, but there’s a few things that are more important than others. The fingerprints on the guns are all Alexei Rozanov’s. Which obviously match the ones from the hotel. We figured that. The two big things though. The knife that was in the living room did have his prints on it. However, the tech also noticed what they thought were remnants of something in the crease between the hilt and the blade. They scraped a few tiny particles out and tested it. It’s blood. They’re running it now to see if they get a DNA hit. The second and maybe more interesting thing, for you at least. One of the guns from the house, we did shell casing tests on all of them. But one of them, the casings are an almost identical match for two of your cases.”
Shane sat up, rubbing his eyes to wake himself up.
“Which ones?”
“Looks like you found one casing each at two homicides. One was Alain Coste, here in New York, and the other was your Russian Ambassador in Vienna.”
“You’re sure?”
“Yes, it’s all in the file I sent you if you want to see it. That’s it for today though. The DNA test on the knife blood may take a couple of days, even though they’re working it as a priority.”
“Eric, you’re a lifesaver. I appreciate your help with all this.”
“You got it. I’ll see you or talk to you tomorrow.”
Shane set the phone down and lay back on the couch. Alexei’s gun. Matched Coste and Ivanov. What the fuck. He got up and went in and logged onto his computer, pulling up his grid program. The green check mark was there for Vienna. One of Ilya’s passports had gone there at the same time as the murder. He frowned. He thought about calling Lance, but decided he’d been lazy enough for now.
He logged into the database he could check flights on and plugged in Alexei Rozanov and Andrei Grigorenko. The only search parameter he entered was a date range. He hit enter and let it run. It should, theoretically, pull up every flight those names had been on between the dates he entered. He had no idea how long it would take and was about to go back out to the living room when he heard pings of notifications. He looked back at the computer and frowned. Lance had either given him the new program he made, or his search was much easier since he wasn’t looking for specific cities.
He decided to let it keep running rather than looking right now. He went and ate a small salad, noticing that his meals were getting smaller again. Fuck. He finished the salad and then looked in the cabinets. Mistake. The first thing he saw was Ilya’s jar of Nutella. He stared at it and then slammed the cabinet shut. He got a ginger ale instead and turned on a hockey game while he drank it. When it was gone, he looked over to the door to his office, and leaned forward to turn the game off. Getting up, he looked at the computer. It appeared to be finished, the cursor just blinking at him.
He sat down and pulled up the considerable list. Alexei moved around a lot, it appeared. He scrolled down to find the date of the Vienna job. He sat back in his chair as it popped up. Alexei had taken a plane from New York to Vienna three days before the job and came back two days later. What the fuck. He pulled up a date from a different case, one that Ilya’s passport had gone to as well. Alexei had a flight there also, from and back to Moscow. He was just staring at the screen, his brow furrowed.
Pulling up his grid program, he made a copy of it. Pulling up the copy, he deleted all the information from Ilya and Cliff and plugged in the list he’d just gotten for Alexei. His mouth dropped open as green check after green check began appearing. More than for Ilya’s passport. He noticed that the flights were all in Alexei’s actual name, not the fake ID he’d used with the name Andrei.
Shane got up and paced his apartment for a while. What the hell did all of that mean? He had no idea. He remembered Ilya’s voice, only me. For 6 years. Had he lied to protect his brother? Did they do the jobs together? Would he lie to protect his brother? Were they closer than he acted? Remembering Ilya’s rage on some of those phone calls, Shane didn’t think so. Was he trying to stop his brother, like some avenger? Shane would love that. That would make his life so much easier. Not really, since he’d already pushed him away and now was possibly out there dying. What the fuck did it mean. Shane had no idea and once again, decided to let it sit. But he didn’t want Alexei walking off either while he tried to figure shit out. He called Hayden,
“Hayden, hey. Yeah, I’m fine. I promise. I’ll be in tomorrow to talk about some things, but what’s going on with Rozanov? Yes, asshole, Alexei. Fuck, really? Ok, we can talk about it tomorrow as long as you’re sure he’s not going to disappear on me and get cut loose tonight. Ok, I’ll see you tomorrow."
He slept like shit again, waking up earlier and groaning. Looking in the mirror, he saw the dark circles coming back faintly. He made himself eat an entire protein bar before his yoga, drinking the last vitamin pack that Barnett had left afterwards.
He was at the office early and waiting for Scott and Hayden when they came in. Eric was there first.
“Shane, good morning.”
“Morning Eric, you’re here early.”
“Is it? Maybe. I didn’t sleep great.”
“Join the club. Any news?”
He shook his head at Shane,
“Not yet. I’ll let you know. We’re mostly just waiting on DNA from the knife now. Oh, and the carpet sample. From one of the bedrooms. It was blood. You were right. Can’t really tell how old though, we’re running it to see if it matches anything. But it went out after the knife test, so it’l be even longer.”
Hayden and Scott came in and Eric excused himself to the lab.
Shane went and got on his edge of the table and looked at both of them,
“So what’s going on with Alexei?”
He’d given up on Rozanov, it was too confusing.
Scott sighed and looked at Hayden,
“He did what he said. Wouldn't say a word until he called a lawyer. A fucking good one. No public defender for him. We’re going to charge him with Anastasia Medvedev’s murder. Mostly just so we can hold him longer. We can drop it if need be. But his fingerprints and the shell casing are pretty good for circumstantial evidence.”
Shane took a deep breath and started in,
“His gun also matched the casing for Coste. And a job I had in Vienna.”
Scott just stared at him, finally shaking his head.
“You’re sure? Vienna?”
“Yes. We’re sure. I wouldn’t charge him with those yet, but they’ll definitely help us. There’s also the fact that I ran his name through the TSA database and he took flights to a large percentage of the cases I’ve been tracking. There’s no physical evidence at them, more like your Polaroid guy, but he has flights that put him there. That along with the casing at my Vienna case, makes things look pretty bad for him.”
“You think he’s your guy Shane? Like actually?”
Shane hesitated, not knowing anymore. 
“I’m not sure. But there are weird things popping up that I’m going to have to do some digging on.”
Scott shook his head,
“Well dig quickly. We’re charging him with Medvedev, but his lawyer is trying to get him cut loose.”
“We’re not cutting a homicide suspect loose.”
“We may have to Shane. His lawyer is offering voluntary deportation. He’ll go back to Russia.”
“No. We can charge him here. Don’t accept that shit. We can put him on trial here, it’s an aggravated offense. He can serve time here and then be deported when he’s free. Not that he would be for murder.”
“I know. I’m just telling you his lawyer is good. So if you have something, find it, so we can charge him with more.”
“Fuck. Ok. Can you guys run his financials? I’ll keep looking on my end.”
Once in his office, he called Cliff,
“GODDAMN IT CLIFF. Fucking call me. Please. I’m going crazy, I don’t sleep, I’m not eating right. I know you don’t give a fuck, but please. Please just tell me.”
He hated how broken and small his voice was by the end, but none of it was wrong. He was about to tear his hair out. He looked around and was suddenly becoming claustrophobic being in the room. He immediately left, and got a car home without telling anyone. He spent the day calling Ilya’s phone over and over again. He tried Barnett again and got no answer. He did not leave a message.
He stayed home the next day and the next. They were holding Alexei by a string because they’d charged him with Medvedev and Coste’s homicides. The lawyer was still trying to work their magic to get him free on bail or just to deport him. So far they were good. They were waiting on the knife’s and the carpet’s DNA to come back. Today or the next day they said. He was trying to eat and drink and sleep, but some days were better than others. He called Cliff and Ilya every morning and every night.
The knife DNA came back the next day, he’d managed to get out of his apartment and come in. Eric was there with the results when he got there late.
“Shane, more for you. You’ve just hit the jackpot of results this week.”
Shane was tired and he nodded,
“What’d you find?"
"The tiny particles of blood came up with a match as well. You had a homicide not that long ago, Misha Bolshov. It was a match to him.”
“What? The knife with Alexei’s prints matched Bolshov's blood?”
“Yes.”
“That makes no sense. Why would he kill his own man.”
Eric shrugged.
“That’s your department. Mine is to run the tests. They were a match.”
“Fuck. Ok, Thank you.”
He told Scott and Hayden and they were just as confused as he was as to a motive. They brought in a tech guy who had run Alexei’s financials and he brought up an account on the screen.
“This account is made with his SNIL number, which is like our social security number. It’s had several deposits, anywhere from $50,000 to $250,000 lately.”
Shane looked at it,
“Can you see the dates of the deposits?”
“Yep, one second,”
He pushed a button and a list view popped up. Shane stared at it, there weren’t a lot of deposits, but the ones that were there matched up with his cases. There were one or two that didn’t and he assumed he probably missed a case here or there.
“Those all match some of my cases.”
Scott was looking elated,
“So this is him? He’s your guy?”
Shane stared at the deposits. They weren’t what he would have expected for his cases, he would have thought he commanded a higher price than that. He remembered Miller though, telling him how the money bounced from account to account. He could have been dropping smaller amounts in several accounts.
“I don’t know Scott. Let me look at a few more things and I’ll decide. Have Hayden question him about them. I’ll give him a few random ones to see if he can trip him up about anything.”
He didn’t know because he thought it was Ilya. But now. There were a lot of circumstantial things adding up pointing to Alexei. He wasn’t sure he believed either of them at this point. Fuck. He was too tired for this. He wondered if Barnett would give him a sleeping pill prescription. Just for a few days. Maybe he would ask the next time he called him. He’d been only calling Cliff, trying not to bother Barnett too much.
He went into his office and checked the gunshot directory, sitting up straighter when he saw it was finally updated for the date he wanted. He set up a report to run, and he was disturbed to see how long of a report it was. That was a lot of gunshot wounds for a day. Or was it. He realized he had no idea how many got reported on a daily basis. He could look, but he didn’t really care. He only cared about this day. He skimmed through it and groaned as he saw how many places he was going to have to follow up with. His eyes finally found NYP and he ran down the list. No, no, no, maybe, no maybe, no, no, maybe. Three possibles. He would go tomorrow and corner Barnett and see if he couldn’t get him to just tell Shane about the three instead of making him get a warrant, which was proving harder than he thought.
He was laying in bed later that night and he tried Cliff again. He didn’t bother to leave a message. His last one had been pathetic enough, Shane had nearly been in tears by the end. He called Ilya’s again just to hear his voice. He called it every night. He got even less sleep than the night before. His nightmares were getting worse and he thought it was because he had no idea if Ilya was ok or not. 
Instead of getting up, he picked up his phone. Dialed Ilya’s number to hear him. 
‘We’re sorry, the number you are dialing has been disconnected.’
He nearly dropped the phone. He tried again, got the same answer. 
“No no no no no, please no.”
He called Cliff. The same message played.
“What the fuck. Please don’t do this please.”
He was sitting in bed now, his eyes starting to water. He took a few deep breaths and rubbed his eyes, until they were stinging. He tried both the numbers again. The same result. Fuck it, he was calling Barnett, he’d fucking go there and corner him if he had to. He had to know something. They wouldn’t cut off contact with him. Hitting Barnett’s contact information, he shook his head in disbelief when it picked up.
‘We’re sorry, the number you are dialing has been disconnected.’
“What the fuck is going on.”
He looked up the number for NYP’s general line and dialed it. When a woman answered asking how she could direct his call he asked,
“May I have Dr. Josh Barnett please.”
She put him hold for what seemed like a long time to him. When someone picked up, it was a man,
“Hi, this is Director Adams, who were you looking for?”
“Dr. Josh Barnett.”
“Oh, well I’m sorry to inform you that Dr. Barnett is no longer employed here with us.”
Shane’s head was spinning. He had heard wrong.
“Dr. Barnett. Your skin department. That’s who I need.”
“Yes Sir, I understand. Dr. Barnett gave his notice two days ago effective immediately. He is no longer employed here.”
“I don’t understand. Do you have a forwarding number?”
“No Sir, we don’t. He said he had a family emergency and would be out of touch for quite a long time and didn’t want to take a sabbatical since he didn’t know how long he would be gone.”
Shane just hung up the phone and stared at it in his hand.
They were gone. He didn’t know if Ilya was alive or dead. But they were all gone.






      

  












      Chapter 53: A reason to start over new
  


    Chapter Summary

    Cliff and Ilya make a move, Shane does a lot of work to find out if Ilya is dead or not.



    Chapter Notes

      So to clear up any misconceptions about Penal Codes in New York... Penal Code 265.25 is a real code in the state of New York. It is the gunshot/knife wound reporting law. It is real and does exist. What is not real, is the follow up period. I completely made that up. Those of you who study or work in law in the State of New York, I apologize. It worked for me so I did it. Creative law making.

Chapter Title is from The Reason by Hoobastank







  Cliff had stayed with Ilya all night the first night he woke up. He assured Ilya that Shane was ok and that it looked like Daniil had been on the ground not moving. He hadn’t seen anything on the news about it though. He had seen the news about Ana. Nothing else. Shane had called and texted both he and Ilya, but he ignored it, he was more concerned with Ilya.
Barnett had come in soon after he woke and asked him a few simple questions. Just to be sure he seemed coherent and was understanding where he was and what had happened. Then, true to his word, he had sedated him fairly heavily again. Ilya had asked him not to, panicked really, but Barnett refused to budge. It would keep him from fidgeting and trying to pull anything out, and also that when they moved him, he was going to need to be under, or there would have to be a large amount of pain medicine involved, which the doctor didn’t want to risk complications of while they were stuck in a small plane.
Cliff had wanted to argue also, but he could see that even the few minutes of talking had worn Ilya out. Once he was sleeping again, Barnett asked him if he knew where they were going yet and he nodded. Having sat there all day, unsure, he’d finally just made a decision. Probably the wrong one, but he did it anyway.
He had stayed the night, sleeping in another room on one of the empty beds for a couple of hours, but was up early the next morning. He listened to Shane’s voicemails on both phones and deleted them. He wasn’t doing anything without Ilya’s ok, and according to Barnett, that might be several days. They needed to get him out of the hospital. Barnett had told him Shane was looking and trying to figure out where he was and if he was ok. Cliff just shrugged. He was angry and frustrated at the entire situation and reassuring Shane after his friend had shot Ilya was not at the top of his list right now. The next time Shane left a message though, he’d listened and sighed. He sounded broken. Maybe it wouldn’t hurt just to tell him Ilya was alive. He hesitated though, not wanting to do something Ilya didn’t want. Maybe he wanted to just disappear.
He made arrangements for a private plane, chartered under one of Ilya's many useless corporation names made just for reasons like this. He’d talked to Sveta, telling her Ilya's condition and that he’d contact her once they got settled somewhere.
Barnett came the next morning and said he’d been to the plane and set up what Ilya would need. He told Cliff to go check out of their hotel and meet them at the private airfield. The entire time Cliff was driving he was thinking about Shane. He was calling every morning and every night. Leaving more and more frantic messages. It was getting harder to ignore. He gathered everything from the hotel and checked out, tossing the things in the back of the SUV with their other bags. He’d tried to clean out the blood from the back seat, but had only been marginally successful, putting another clean blanket over the entire seat once he was done with his attempts. He'd arranged for a company to come pick up the SUV once they were gone. They would clean it and store it for him.
He pulled up to the airport and a man was waiting to help him with their things. Barnett had brought Ilya in an ambulance with no hospital affiliations marked on it. It was leaving as he pulled up. Walking up the small set of steps to the plane, he saw Ilya on a makeshift bed in the aisle, hooked up to a simple IV machine. Barnett came on to show him what to do if any alarms started going off and thankfully it looked fairly simple.
“You have a nurse hired for when you get there?”
“Yeah, they’re supposed to meet us at the airport.”
Barnett nodded and glanced back at Ilya, who was still sedated.
“He may wake up on the flight, just keep him still. Give me the nurse's number, I’ll call them and tell them what he needs when you first arrive. I’ll be there in a few days.”
Cliff’s gaze snapped from Ilya to him.
“What are you talking about?”
“I’m coming.”
“What? You can’t quit your job and just leave.”
“I can. And I am. I’ve already decided. He needs someone who knows what they’re doing to watch that stomach. To get him set up on physical therapy. To be sure he doesn’t overdo it. To try and keep him pain free as much as possible without him terrorizing someone who doesn’t know him. I'm not trusting some random nurse for more than a day or two.”
“Barnett, no. You have a whole fucking life here. What about your wife?”
“She understands. If I have to stay a long time, I’ll bring her. She knows what Ilya did for me and she understands. So just stop. I’m coming. When he’s up and moving ok, I’ll probably come back. I can get another job if I want, or maybe I’ll just start my own clinic. I’ll be fine.”
Cliff felt a small knot of tension disappear that he hadn’t realized he was holding. He gave Barnett a smile and reached out and hugged him. 
“Thank you.”
He gave the nurse's information over and a few minutes later they were gone. He sat looking out the window wondering if he’d ever come back, before turning to watch Ilya. He was still and silent and it still unnerved Cliff a little to watch him so lifeless. Barnett kept telling him, it was fine, that was the whole point of the sedation, but Cliff hated it. He couldn’t wait until they let him wake up, even though he knew it would be like living in hell for a while until they could get rid of the IV and pain medicine. Ilya stirred once, but settled back down fairly easily, not speaking really, just mumbling something that Cliff couldn’t quite pick up.
When they finally landed, Cliff nearly bounded down the stairs, stretching to his full height. He hated smaller planes. He saw a woman walking towards him and he went to meet her, chatting for a few minutes. Barnett had called, she had instructions as well as a small ambulance to take Ilya in. A man came out of the ambulance to help get the stretcher off the plane and loaded into the vehicle. The SUV that he’d rented was there waiting also and he loaded all of their bags into it. It was early evening and the weather was beautiful. He went to check them in through customs and the nurse had already made it mostly painless. Their new passports were good and got them through quickly without much inspection. The nurse explained their destination was still a couple hours drive away. He followed the ambulance, trying not to yawn. His phone rang and he jumped, glancing at it seeing it was Shane. He almost answered, but finally just turned it over and ignored it. Ilya’s phone was in a bag, Shane called it a lot, but never left messages, other than maybe the first time, Cliff wasn’t sure why, although he suspected it had to do with just listening to the greeting, as many times in a row as he would call sometimes.
“Fuck.”
He was going to have to figure it out before long. In all honesty, he had realized he probably should have had their phones off already. If Shane changed his mind and suddenly wanted to turn Ilya in, their phones would be the first thing he attempted to track. He would take care of that in a day or two.
It was dark when they pulled up to a nice medium sized house. There were lights along a small path to the door, and Cliff grabbed one of the bags and went to help with Ilya. When they had him nearly to the top of the path, the door opened wide and a woman in shorts and a tank top stepped out. She was barefoot and holding a kitchen towel by the looks of it. She put a hand on Ilya’s cheek and leaned over to whisper something in his ear. Pointing in the house, she told the nurse and her helper to go to the left, second door in the hall. They took him in and she turned to beam at Cliff.
“I told you that you’d want to come visit me soon. I thought you’d hold out longer than this though.”
He smiled as she launched at him to give him a hug. He finally disentangled her arms and pushed her backwards, shaking his head at her enthusiasm.
“Thanks for letting us crash your new life before you’re even settled, Eva.”
 

 
Shane allowed himself five minutes. Five minutes to sit and stare at the phone as he fought not to spiral. He had to move. He had to get up. If he didn’t do it now, he wasn’t sure he would at all. He’d just melt into the bed and never get up again. The hospital. He was going to NYP and finding out about their gunshot wound victims. Get up Shane. His head was yelling at him. GET UP. He did.
He stumbled up and managed to get dressed. Food. Barnett said to eat. Fuck Barnett. He’d disappeared. He had to be with them. Shane was not a big believer in coincidences. You don’t just quit a prestigious job and disappear at the same time as your long time friend who had gotten seriously injured. He had lied. To Shane. Cliff was ignoring him. He was giving Ilya a little grace since he was injured. But if the other two were ignoring him, that meant that they knew. Both of them knew about Ilya and were purposely ignoring him. Cliff wasn’t a surprise. He was obviously involved with it all. But Barnett. He knew they were friends, but did he actually know? He had to. What the fuck. Shane hated his life right now. Hospital. Food. Fuck Barnett. Fuck Cliff.
He shook his head, grabbed a protein bar and called a cab. It would be faster than waiting on his normal car service. He got out at the hospital and had managed to calm himself. Pulling himself up to full height and channeling Ilya again, he walked in with confidence, flashed his ID and asked to see the Head of Emergency. A young woman took him winding through some halls, looking back at him nervously and he finally allowed a nicer smile, just to calm her. She left him in a small office, promising that someone would be with him soon.
Ten minutes later, a tall slender man in scrubs walked in. He looked Shane over and shook his hand.
“Dr. Johnson, and you are?”
“Agent Hollander. I think we might have spoken on the phone.”
The other man nodded and leaned against the desk in the room.
“We did. You have a warrant I assume?”
“I do not. But I have seen the reports for the day I’m interested in and I’m curious if anyone has followed up on those gunshot victims yet?”
“Not that I’m aware of, but that doesn’t stop the fact that you don’t have a warrant. I can tell you the victims were here. You’ve seen a description of their wounds. I cannot give out private information though. You know that.”
Shane stared at the man, a cold smile coming to his lips. He stood up from the chair and walked closer to the man. His tone was low and hard,
“What I know, Dr. Johnson, is that you and your department and your entire hospital are in violation of New York Penal Code 265.25. You reported the wounds, but have failed to follow up on them in a timely manner. Which is three days. Not three days from the report being uploaded, but three days of the actual wounds being reported. You just told me, on the record, I might add, that you had not followed up and it’s been 6 days. Do you dispute that now?”
Dr. Johnson was standing now, not leaning anymore and took half a step back without realizing it. Staring at Shane, he slowly shook his head.
“No. I stand by what I said. We have not followed up. An officer usually comes and does it. We are a busy hospital Agent Hollander. Sometimes things take a little longer.”
“I don’t really care how busy you are, Dr. Johnson. The law is there for a reason and your department is not following it. I want the information. I want it now. I want names, descriptions, addresses, phone numbers. I will be personally following up on these reports.”
The man tried to bluff. For a few seconds,
“You're not a city official, without a warrant..”
Shane shook his head and interrupted. 
“That’s fine. I’ll be back later today with a warrant. I’ll get the information I want anyway. I’ll also be back with a report for you to sign, of a violation of the Penal Code of the State of New York for this department. Enjoy explaining that to your Board of Directors, about why their entire hospital is suddenly on probation and will no longer be receiving State/City funds because their emergency department cannot be bothered to follow laws. Have a nice day Dr. Johnson, it will be one of your last here at NYP or probably any hospital in the city. I can’t imagine anyone will hire you after being fired for ignoring a state Penal Code, which by the way, is reported to the Office of the Professional Medical Conduct Board.”
Shane held out his hand to shake again. Dr. Johnson stared at him, ignoring the hand. He spun towards the door, not looking back.
“Come with me.”
Shane allowed himself a small smile as he followed the man out. Maybe this whole being an asshole thing had merit after all.
Dr. Johnson did come to his senses before giving him the information, and made a copy of Shane’s temporary FBI ID. He printed out three cases and handed them to Shane, watching him.
“Is there anything else Agent Hollander? I’m sorry if we got off on the wrong foot.”
Shane looked up and smiled at him, looking for all the world like the friendliest man ever.
“Are any of these patients still here?”
“One, this way.”
They walked to a room outside of the emergency department and Shane glanced through the window at the man. Standing outside the room, he asked about the other two as he was flipping through them. 
“Do you remember anything about these cases?”
Dr. Johnson took the two folders and glanced at the first one.
“This one was a domestic dispute. Wife caught him cheating, found his gun and shot him with it when he got home late one night. Two shots, both to the left side, neither serious. Well, it was gunshots, but in this case, not horribly serious. Not life threatening. Both wounds were through and throughs, no major organs damaged. He was released after 3 days and is most likely at home about to be divorced.”
Shane nodded,
“And the other?”
The man stared at the other folder for a long time as he flipped through it. Shane had the feeling he was stalling. Or maybe he just wanted that to be the case and was projecting. Dr. Johnson finally closed the file and handed it to him,
“This one was a drive by shooting if I’m not mistaken. A friend brought him and dropped him off, left him here. He was in surgery for hours. Two shots to the left side of his body as well.”
“And after being in surgery for hours, he’s been released already? Not still here?”
“No, Agent Hollander, he’s not still here.”
He took the folder back and opened it to the last page and pointed to the status line.
“He’s dead.”
Shane blinked and was silent for a moment before recovering.
“Was Dr. Barnett involved in any of these cases?”
Dr. Johnson stared at him for a beat too long, as if thinking about lying. Deciding saving his own ass was more important, he nodded.
“Sort of. He was checking in on this last one a few times. Just to see how he was doing.”
Shane was falling apart inside. If Barnett had been checking on him, it had to be him. Dead. He was dead. He couldn’t be dead. He was remarkably calm on the outside though, managing to smile again.
“Thank you Dr. Johnson. You may go. I know you’re busy. I’ll question this gentleman and follow up with the other one at home then.”
“And the violation?”
“I think we can let it go this time, but I will have someone checking from time to time, so I suggest you start moving up your follow up times.”
Dr. Johnson nodded,
“Of course.”
“Oh, before you go, Dr. Johnson, did you see this one?  The one who is deceased? What he looked like?”
With a deep breath, the other man answered hesitantly.
“Not a lot. He was tall, fair hair. Curly. They whisked him into surgery quickly and then I did not see him again. He was not my patient.”
Shane was trying to keep it together, but felt like he was about to fall over. It was him. He was gone. The door inside him was slamming shut. He had one last shot. One last desperate attempt to make it not be Ilya. If he was wrong, he could go home and fall apart.
“He died here. In the hospital?”
“I assume so, since his chart is updated.”
“Where's the picture? I don't see one in the file.”
Dr. Johnson stared at him, knowing what he was after, but he tried anyway.
“Picture?”
“Dr. Johnson. It's my job to know the law. When a patient dies in a hospital, a picture must be included in the file, for later identification purposes. Mostly in the case of John or Jane Does. But the law applies to all patients. I know that you are aware of this. So, I am asking again, where is the patient picture?”
Shaking his head, he gave up and told Shane,
“I don't know. Dr. Barnett took over his care. You’ll have to check with him.”
“Dr. Barnett. Who conveniently doesn't work here any more. I would love to ask him. However, it would not have been Dr. Barnett who took the picture for the file. It would have been your morgue unit. Shall we go talk to them to see why this entire hospital seems to be bad at following laws?”
The man just stared at him cursing Barnett in his head for leaving him in this situation.
“No?”
“What are you after here Agent Hollander?”
“What makes you think I'm after anything other than making your hospital follow the fucking rules?”
“I want your word that you are walking out the door with no violations reported. Otherwise, I will be calling the Director of the hospital as well as my attorney. I was not involved in this patient's case, and I refuse to be implicated in anything that may or may not have taken place improperly.”
Shane stared at him, daring to hope. He nodded,
“I can do that. If I get what I need. What happened to this patient?”
“He did come in that night. Dr. Barnett met them and he was taken into surgery. The surgery was long and involved, but he came out the other side alive. Dr. Barnett had him moved. I don’t know where. Honestly, he should not have been. He was not, or is not out of danger yet. But he is gone. Dr. Barnett came and resigned the next day. That is all I know.”
“Did Dr. Barnett tell you where they were going? Where he was going?”
“No. I swear. Just that they had to leave.”
Shane pulled a card out of his wallet and handed it to him.
“I expect a call if you hear from Dr. Barnett. And start following the fucking rules.”
He handed the extra file back to the man, but kept the one he believed to be Ilya.
“I’m keeping this.”
Dr. Johnson looked like he wanted to protest, but just nodded instead.
Shane smiled at him, genuinely this time.
“Thanks for your help Dr. Johnson.”
He turned and left as the man was glaring at him.
He waited outside as he called another cab. His thoughts were all over the place. He wasn’t dead. This had to be him. Barnett wouldn’t have gotten involved in an emergency room case otherwise. The friend that dropped him off had to be Cliff. But why drop him off. Cliff loved him. If he remotely thought Cliff was gay, he might have been jealous of their bond. There was no way he’d just drop him and leave. He didn’t even care. He was alive. He knew he could be jumping to conclusions, but right now, he was taking it.
He got in the cab when it got there and started to give his address, but when he opened his mouth, Ilya’s came out instead. He sat back and thought about it. Surely they weren’t just at home. But it was possible. Probably the last place most people would look would be the most obvious. He asked the man driving to wait as they pulled up to the front of the building. Even if this wasn’t where they were keeping Ilya, Cliff was probably still here. Even if he wasn’t at home right now, Shane would check on and off for a few days.
He walked inside and nodded at the man at the desk.
“Hi Phil, Can I go up? Do you know if Mr. Rozanov or Mr. Marleau are home?”
“Oh Mr. Hollander, it’s so good to see you. It’s been a while.”
Shane smiled at him,
“It has. Just busy I guess. Are either of them home?”
“No. They’re gone.”
“Do you think you could call me if I leave my number? When one of them gets home? Probably Mr. Marleau.”
“No, I think I wasn’t clear, I’m so sorry. They’re gone. As in, they moved out. Left the keys, all the paperwork. They’re not coming back. I’ll miss them, they were lovely boys.”
Shane stared at him, his chest tightening. Moved out. Phones disconnected. Of course. He managed a small nod even as his eyes started burning. One two three four in, hold, one two three four out  He counted in and out several times, the older man looking at him with concern.
“Are you alright Mr. Hollander? Do you need to sit? A doctor?”
He managed a shake of his head and a soft,
“No. Thank you Phil. I appreciate it.”
He turned to go and the man called out again,
“Mr. Hollander. I nearly forgot.”
Shane turned back and waited, trying to regulate his breathing still.
He watched the man walk to him and hold out a padded envelope.
“He left this for you. Mr. Rozanov. Said if you came by looking, to give it to you.”
He took the envelope which had his name written on it.
“When?”
“Oh, when they moved out. It was over a week ago now. Almost two.”
“Thank you Phil. You take care of yourself.”
“I will, you do the same Mr. Hollander. It was nice to know you.”
Shane took the envelope and went back to the cab, giving the man his address this time. Staring at the envelope, he started to open it, then decided maybe he should wait until he was home. Counting backwards, it would have been close to the night he’d left Shane’s apartment. He closed his eyes and leaned his head back on the seat, trying not to think.
He took the envelope and the file from the hospital and went upstairs. The file he threw carelessly on the island. The envelope he took to the couch with him. He sat it on the cushion next to him and just stared at it. He ran his finger lightly over his name on the front. He looked at the time and back at the envelope. Picking it up, he took it to the bedroom and sat it on his bed while he went and took a shower. Toweling off his hair as much as he could, he dressed in a pair of Ilya’s sweats and t-shirt before getting in bed. It was early. Not near time for bed, not really even dinner time. But if he opened this envelope and had a meltdown, he wanted to at least be in bed, and not somewhere else less comfortable.
He got into bed and leaned up against the headboard, pulling the envelope up to his lap. He knew it was a goodbye letter. That’s all it could be with the timing. He wasn’t sure he even wanted to read it. He thought about throwing it in his dresser and ignoring it. His finger ran over his name again and he finally got annoyed with himself.
“Just fucking get it over with.”
He sighed and ripped the envelope open. He pulled it open and pulled out a thick, heavy piece of cream paper folded once. He realized there was another smaller envelope inside also and dumped it onto his lap. Picking up the paper, he took a deep breath and unfolded it.
 
Moya Zhizn’,
You know me, I am not one for long speeches.
This is not a letter to apologize. I could spend the rest of my life doing that and it would never be enough. I know that the words mean nothing compared to my actions in the past.
I just want you to know what you meant to me. What you mean. The day we met at hockey camp was the second best day of my life. You were so bright and shining. My sunshine. I think I knew back then that I wanted to be with you always. The moment I saw your freckles, your smile, your eyes looking at me like I mattered. Like I was special.
The best day was when we met again. That day was the beginning of my life. The life I wanted. With you. Also the one I knew that I cannot have. But you made me believe that maybe I could. You. My light and my soul. You made me want to be a better person. I do not think you will ever understand how you have touched me and made me better. You are truly special and you make everyone around you feel like they are the most precious thing.
I knew I could not have you for long and I am sorry that I was selfish. I will never forget you or stop loving you and I hope that you can someday think of me with a smile. However long that takes. I hope you find happiness and someone that makes you smile, like you did for me.
My mama gave me her necklace when she left me. I like to think it was so that I remember how she loved me and I could keep a piece of her with me always. I could touch it in hard times and gain strength from it. Now, I give it to you. I hope that it will make you remember how I love you, even if you do not wear it. But if you do, maybe you can touch it when you are down and I will give you all my love and strength through it. Forever. 
Я всегда буду любить тебя (I will always love you)
Ilya

Shane read through the letter three times before he looked at the smaller envelope in his lap. His eyes were wet and he was trying hard to not let the tears fall. He picked it up and opened the top, turning it upside down over his hand. When the gold chain and cross fell out onto his palm, he took a deep breath that stuttered its way through his chest as he lost his fight to not blink and wetness covered his cheeks.
He lay the cross in his palm, the chain hanging around his fingers and just looked at it and focused on his breathing. Eventually he unhooked the clasp and fastened it around his own neck, running his fingers over it as it lay against his chest, cool but soothing. He read the letter again before setting it on his nightstand and laying down, his hand on the empty spot on the bed where Ilya would lay.
For the first time in almost two weeks, he slept all evening and all night, deeply and with no dreams plaguing him. 






      

  












      Chapter 54: Still I can't find my way home
  


    Chapter Summary

    Ilya talks to Shane. He starts rehab, Shane makes a decision.



    Chapter Notes

      I don't need any notes, but the one word... Polaroid. But does it even matter...

Chapter Title is from Can't Find My Way Home by Blind Faith







  Barnett was there two days later and Cliff had never been so happy. The nurse made him nervous hovering around and from her somewhat timid demeanor he knew Ilya would eat her alive when he woke up. She’d do whatever he wanted just from nerves. Eva had been able to tell he was uptight and had stopped her flirtatious act. For now, he was sure. Once he didn’t have to worry about a suggestive remark every time he entered the room, she was remarkably calming and friendly. They’d spent his second night there, sharing a bottle of wine and talking, mostly about her life in Russia before school. It had been nice and Cliff was able to relax for the first time since grabbing Ilya off the ground.
Rose had called him once and he’d been hesitant to answer, wondering if Shane had put her up to it. She seemed to know nothing about any of it though, just calling to chat. He explained that he was out of the country for a while, which she understood. After a long talk catching up, they parted like they had always been, just friends. He didn’t mention Shane and neither did she.
The first thing they did when Barnett was there was to go get new phones. He transferred everything from Ilya’s onto his laptop, not knowing what was important and what wasn’t. New numbers, new phones. He had listened to Shane’s voicemail that morning and made a decision. When they got the new phones, he bought several pre-paids as well, not knowing who Ilya would want to call when he was finally up and around. But he would use one to call Shane and tell him Ilya was ok.
While they were in town, Barnett had spent some time shopping and later that afternoon, several extra pieces of medical equipment were delivered and set up in the room Ilya was in. He ran some tests once they were set up and seemed pleased. Throughout that afternoon and evening, he slowly turned down the sedation medication, telling Cliff that Ilya should be alert by morning.
Cliff was up early and sitting in the room and watching a small TV they’d put there for him, with the volume low. He watched a lot of news from the US, just trying to make sure he didn’t see Ilya’s name anywhere. So far nothing. That was good. In some of the messages, Shane had promised he wasn’t telling anyone, but Cliff wasn’t sure how honest that was. He knew Shane’s job was important to him. Not to mention his morals. He wasn’t sure that the man would be able to let it go that easily, it might eat at him until he finally gave in.
Ilya made a noise and tried to move. His wrists had been free while he was sedated, but Barnett had put loose straps on them overnight, in case he thrashed around while he was waking up. Cliff wondered if he’d been waking up on and off all night, because this time was nothing like last. He made a few soft noises, his head turning a few times and then his eyes flew open and his arm jerked up and snapped to a stop. 
“Ilya stop, wait, I’m right here.”
His head snapped to the side to look at Cliff. His eyes were a little glazed still, but there was clear recognition. He tried to speak, but was hoarse and itchy from not speaking for so long. Cliff got him some water and helped him get a drink. He then got an earful, though it was low and raspy and weak.
“What the fuck. Where the fuck. Get this shit off me.”
He held up his arm which would come up several inches, but no more. He let the arm fall back down to the bed and let his head fall back again, but his eyes stayed open.
“How long.”
Cliff winced,
“How long since you got shot? A week.”
“A week. You kept me asleep a week?”
“No, I didn’t do anything. This is Barnett. Not me. But. Well. Yes. Almost. You had surgery the first night, all night almost. Then you were asleep from that and woke up later that day. I don’t know if you remember or not. But then yes, Barnett wanted you sedated, so it’s been 5 days since that.”
Ilya made a broken noise and closed his eyes.
“Go away.”
This. This was his Ilya. He smiled and leaned back in his chair, just turning his attention to his phone as he looked through different news sites. Ilya woke up again an hour later and looked over at him. His voice marginally stronger.
“Still here I see. You listen as well as ever.”
“Yep, nothing’s changed boss.”
He got a weak smile as an arm lifted again.
“Please? I will touch nothing.”
Barnett had been staying at a small rented house a couple of miles away, and Cliff had called and left a message that Ilya was waking up, but he wasn’t there yet. Biting his lip he stood and walked closer to the bed.
“If you fucking rip anything out, I’ll let Barnett knock you out for another week.”
Ilya nodded and let his head drop back again, which is how Cliff knew how shitty he was feeling. He reached over and unfastened the straps on both wrists, staying close to the bed, in case he had to try and tackle those arms.
“Thank you.”
The right arm lifted slowly and Ilya just moved it. Over his head, to the side, finally scratching the side of his head. When he lifted the left, which was also the one the IV was in, he let out a soft curse and looked down at his shoulder, which was covered by a bandage as he slowly let the arm fall back to the bed.
“You do remember you got shot right? Your left side is in bad shape. Barnett says you’ll need a lot of therapy on that shoulder to get as strong as it was.”
Ilya’s eyes were closed again, but he sighed and nodded,
“At least I shoot with right.”
Cliff gave him a grin which he couldn’t see. Going to sit again, he picked up his phone, assuming Ilya would drift back to sleep. He didn’t though, his head lifting again a few minutes later, a small frown on his face.
“How can Barnett knock me out again? We are not still in New York? You are not that stupid.”
Cliff nearly snorted,
“No, I’m not. We’re not. Ahhh, Barnett sort of. Well.”
“What? He sort of what?”
The man chose that moment to walk into the room, with a big smile on his face, and spoke about himself,
“He sort of chose to come follow his biggest baby of a patient so that he could help him get well because he didn’t trust anyone else to do it right.”
Ilya groaned again,
“No. Go home. You are already too involved.”
“Can’t. Quit my job, left my wife, here I am.”
Ilya glared at him,
“You did not. Go take it back.”
“I did. Well, I didn’t leave my wife. She’d have murdered me. But I left her in New York. For now. With her blessing. She loves you, you know that. I did quit my job though, boy were they pissed.”
A big sigh from Ilya, which caused a coughing fit. Barnett watched the heart rate and blood pressure machine closely as Ilya coughed, nodding to himself about something he saw. He went to a small cabinet where he’d put so many bags and vials of things it had made Cliff’s head spin. He got a small bottle and filled a small needle with whatever was in it, walking over to the IV.
Ilya looked at him suspiciously,
“Do not make me sleep again.”
“I’m not. This is just for your lungs. To make sure you can breathe ok.”
He injected the small amount of liquid into a small port on the IV and then went and disposed of the needle. He grabbed a stethoscope out of the counter and listened on Ilya’s chest momentarily before putting it away.
“How are you feeling? Besides the pain in the wound areas.”
“Tired. After sleeping a week apparently. My throat hurts.”
Barnett nodded, 
“Normal and normal. We need to get that shoulder moving. I’ve been manipulating it while you were sleeping, to keep it from freezing up, but you need to get started with therapy. It’s difficult because of your stomach though. We have to be careful not to push too hard. It’s going to hurt though. You going to be ok with that? The pain I mean? I have medicine, but to do the therapy, you need to be clear headed.”
Ilya nodded,
“Yes. Don’t need the medicine.”
Barnett didn’t argue, just glanced at Cliff who shrugged.
“We’ll see.”
At the same time that Ilya looked around and asked,
“Where are we?”
Eva walked into the room wearing a brightly colored sundress, her hair piled on top of her head, strands falling down around her face. She was holding two plates of food, one of which she handed to Barnett and was moving around to give one to Cliff when she realized Ilya was awake. She squealed and shoved the plate to Cliff,
“Ilyusha, you’re awake!!!”
Ilya looked at her, then his eyes slowly went to Cliff and back to Barnett before closing, a sigh on his lips.
“Put me back to sleep please.”
Cliff barked a laugh out while Barnett shook his head, going to a small table on the other side of the room to eat. Eva was having none of that though, she poked him in his good arm.
“Rude. You may as well wake up, because you’re looking at your new nurse. And oh my god, do I have some cute outfits.”
Another sigh, even with his eyes closed.
“Marleau. What have you done?”
Cliff smiled as he answered,
“We needed a place to go fast. I couldn’t just pick a place and take you to a hotel. That would look a little odd, bringing a guy on a stretcher and medical equipment into a hotel. I had a day, Ilya. A day to find someplace. We needed you out of the hospital and somewhere we could stay for a while until you’re better. This place was already set up and out of the way, away from the city. So here we are.”
He glanced up at Eva and smiled,
“And Eva has been a surprisingly gracious host.”
She gave him a smile that lit her face and he nearly blushed. Looking back at Ilya, she gently poked him again,
“Did you hear that? You needed me.”
Ilya’s eyes opened finally and he glared at both of them.
“I hate you. Both.”
She shook her head as she headed towards the door,
“You love us. Both. Barnett, can he have food?”
“No, not yet. A day or two. Maybe some soup later, I’ll let you know.”
He spent the next half hour having Ilya move and gauging his pain level. Ilya was covered in a sheen of sweat by the time they were done and was annoyed.
“Barnett. I’m so fucking weak. You should not have kept me asleep. I could have been doing this already.”
“No. You would have torn something loose in your stomach. I worry about that more than your shoulder. You have a lot of work to do, and we don’t want scar tissue building up, but I know you. You’ll overdo it. And I couldn’t have that in the first week. We’ll have you sit up later and see what kind of motion you can actually do. I’m going to give you a little shot of pain medicine and let the nurse come in and help you clean up.”
“No.”
“Ilya. A shot. That’s all.”
“I meant no to the nurse. Eva is not fucking giving me a bath of any sort.”
Cliff nearly dropped his phone he laughed so hard.
“Shut up Marleau. This is your fault. You should have been there faster.”
“No fucking way. Not my fault that you let Daniil and an FBI agent get the drop on you. All on you.”
Barnett rolled his eyes and got Ilya the small shot of medicine, putting it in the IV before he even noticed.
“I swear to God you guys are like teenagers. Fighting about everything.”
Ilya muttered, his voice softer as the medicine kicked in quickly through his bloodstream,
“Not fighting. I just win.”
Looking at Cliff, Barnett told him,
“I’m going to send in Abby to clean him up some. He might go to sleep, it’s fine. I’ll be back later to see if we can get him moving a little.”
“Not asleep.”
Shaking his head, he took his empty plate, along with Cliff’s and walked out of the room.”
His eyes still closed and his voice still soft and gentle,
“You know I’m kidding. It’s not your fault.”
“I know. I wish I had gotten there faster though. Maybe we could have been gone before they showed up.”
Ilya’s head shook slowly,
“No. Then Shane would probably be dead. Is ok. I should have been faster.”
He mumbled something else, and Cliff asked him to repeat it,
“Should have shot fucking Hayden too. Can’t believe worst FBI man fucking shot me.”
Cliff smiled as the other nurse walked in, sponges and towels in her hand.
“I’m glad you’re back Ilya.”
He stayed in the room at Ilya’s request, but ignored them as she helped him undress and cleaned him up, helping him get a fresh pair of sweatpants on as he groaned at the excessive movement. She lay the bed flat and was washing his hair somehow, Cliff was rather impressed with her movements. Looking at Ilya’s chest that was bare now other than the bandage, he winced as he noticed.
Ilya’s head was to the side and he noticed. When the nurse was finished and set the bed back up some, he thanked her softly and then waited for her to leave.
“I look that bad Marleau? You are making faces.”
“Umm, no, but you’re going to be angry, and I’m not sure I should be getting you angry just yet.”
“I am feeling quite good at the moment Marleau, whatever Barnett snuck me has made me understand drug addicts. What is it?”
Looking at his chest again, he sighed,
“Somewhere, I don’t know if it was when you got shot and I hauled you up over my shoulder. Or if it was at the hospital when they did surgery. But,”
His voice trailed off and he sounded nearly tortured as he finally spit it out,
“Somewhere, your mother’s necklace disappeared. I tore the SUV and the hospital area apart and couldn’t find it. I’m so fucking sorry.”
He waited for the outburst and when it didn’t come, he looked up. Ilya’s hand was touching the area the cross would usually be sitting, his face sad, but not angry.
“Ilya I’m so sorry. I know what it meant to you.”
With a slow shake of his head though, Ilya gave him a subdued smile.
“No. Is ok. No one lost it. I know where it is. Or where I hope it is.”
Looking confused, Cliff just waited, Ilya finally speaking again,
“I left it. In the letter I left for Shane.”
Whatever he had been expecting, it had not been that.
“You gave your mother’s necklace to Shane.”
“Yes. So stop feeling bad. It is not your fault.”
“You have no idea how long I looked for that necklace, Ilya. Fuck. Why?”
“Because I thought maybe he could use it. It calms, well, it calmed me down sometimes when I needed it. I thought maybe it could help him, when he gets panic attacks or upset. Probably stupid. But maybe it will help some.”
Cliff leaned back and let that sink in. He swallowed hard and thought perhaps he had made a small mistake in not calling Shane back. Fuck. He would tell him now while he was still mellow on the medicine Barnett had given him.
“It’s not stupid. I didn’t realize. Ummm, so about Shane.”
Ilya’s eyes came up to him, suspicious at his tone,
“You said he was ok?”
“Well he was. The night of the shooting. But I sort of snatched you away after that with no explanation. He’s been calling. And texting. A lot. Like… a lot. Wanting to know if you were ok. Alive. That sort of thing.”
“Ok, and he said what when you told him?”
Cliff sighed,
“Marleau?”
“I maybe, sort of, didn’t tell him. I ignored all his calls and texts.”
Ilya’s voice was suddenly not so soft and gentle anymore, it had a measured edge to it,
“Why?”
“What do you mean why? The last thing I knew is that you weren’t talking to him because he knew what you had done, had a gun and handcuffs out. You were the one who said we needed to disappear! I thought maybe you would just want to disappear for good and this seemed like a good way to do it.”
“Give me phone. Now.”
“Ilya, maybe now isn’t the time.”
“Phone. Now. You are lucky I am in this bed, or I would actually beat your ass. You let him worry for a week? A WEEK? One text Cliff. You just say, he’s ok.”
Cliff had the good graces to look sheepish as he got up,
“I know. I had decided to call him today, whether you were awake or not. I’m sorry. Not my best moment. Honestly, I was angry. Not at him particularly. But at the situation and at his friend. Fuck, Eva was going to have her dad take out Hayden, and I almost let her.”
Ilya groaned,
“Maybe that would have been ok. Give me phone. Please. I understand. Sort of. I will try not to kick your ass later. I will blame Barnett for keeping me fucking asleep so long.”
Cliff went over to the dresser and unplugged a phone he had put there, and grabbed one of the pre-paids as well. He handed them to Ilya, who looked at them oddly,
“This is not my phone.”
“It is now. I turned all of ours off and got new ones. I transferred everything from yours to your laptop though, so nothing is lost. I put all your contacts on this new one already. Also got some pre-paids, wasn't sure who you would need to call.”
Ilya started to get annoyed before realizing it was the right thing to do. He nodded as he looked at both phones.
“Good. That was good thing to do.”
He looked from the normal phone to the pre-paid and finally set the normal one down, and keeping the burner in his hand.
“Go away.”
Cliff left, shutting the door behind him and leaning against it for a moment. Eva walked by and looked at him oddly,
“Ok?”
“Yes. It’s good to have him back. But sometimes I already wish he was still sleeping.”
She grinned at him,
“Come have a piece of cake. I made a new recipe.”
He followed her and tried not to think about Shane and if calling him would turn into a mistake or not.
Ilya stared at the phone, his hand going up to where his necklace should be again. He sighed. It was fine. He would get used to it. It was better where it was. He hoped at least. Surely Shane would have gone to their apartment at least once.
He typed in Shane’s number on the pre-paid, vaguely amused that he only typed it wrong once. He wasn’t sure he could tell you Cliff’s number without speed dial on his contacts, but Shane’s he knew by heart for some reason. Realizing he was still a little off from whatever Barnett had given him, he knew he probably should wait. But a week. Ilya probably would have actually died if he had been trying to find out if Shane was alive for a week.
He hit call before he could talk himself out of it. Maybe he should just text. Too late. It rang several times and he thought it might be better, he could just leave a voicemail. But suddenly a sleepy voice was answering,
“Hello?”
Ilya just blinked and took a deep breath at hearing the voice that he’d been dreaming about for two weeks. He tried to say something and his voice was suddenly hoarse again.
“Hello? Anybody there? I’m hanging up now.”
Ilya panicked and blurted out a raspy,
“Wait.”
He heard a sharp intake of breath and then a trembling voice answered him back,
“Ilya? Oh fuck, Ilya, please is that you?”
He cleared his throat and tried again,
“Shane. Hi.”
“Oh my fucking god, you’re ok? Fuck, I’ve been so worried. Cliff wouldn’t answer me, Barnett wouldn’t tell me, you were all just gone. I’m so glad to hear your voice.”
“I’m sorry. I will have words with Cliff later.”
He was not admitting anything about Barnett. That was not his place.
“But you’re ok? Like actually?”
Ilya gave a soft laugh as he looked down at himself,
“I do not know if ok is the way I would put it. But I am alive. I’m sorry you were worried for so long.”
“Can I come see you please? We don’t even have to talk about anything, I just want to see you.”
“Ahhh, no. That is not possible. I just wanted you to know I will be ok. It will take a while, but I will be.”
“Ilya please no. I’ve had time to think and I don’t care. I can’t hurt you. I would never…”
“Shane, please.”
“No, you please. I need you. Oh my god, your necklace. I have it. It helped me sleep for the first time in weeks.”
Ilya smiled and felt his chest burning,
“I’m glad. I wanted you to have it. I can’t.. I have to go. I’m so sorry things can’t be different.”
“Ilya please no. Don’t. Don’t leave me.”
Shane’s voice was cracking and Ilya couldn’t stand to hear it.
“I will never leave you. I will always be yours. But I cannot let you choose me. I will not take away what makes you who you are by having to lie about me. You will be better this way. Some day. I mean what I said in letter. Forever. Goodbye kotik.”
He hung up as he heard Shane protesting. He swallowed hard and set the phones on the table next to him. He turned a little onto his unhurt side and stared across the room, out the window, not seeing anything.
He woke later when the nurse who had helped him clean up came in and started fidgeting with tubes. He wiped his face which had dried tear stains on it and sat up a little straighter.
“Mr. Malinin, Dr. Barnett asked me to take some of these things off. The IV stays, but most other things can come off, some of which may not feel great. Would you like some pain medicine to take the edge off before I start?”
He stared at her blankly for a moment until he slowly realized. Name. Not his own name. Not here. One of his new ID’s. Nodding slowly before realizing what she said.
“I mean no. No, do what you need to do. I will be fine.”
She frowned a little,
“Are you sure?”
“Yes, just do it please.”
By the time she was done removing drains and other unmentionable tubes, he was screaming in his head, but just biting his lip and clutching at the blanket on the outside. When she said she was done, he relaxed back into the bed, breathing hard.
“You have an impressive pain tolerance Mr. Malinin.”
He just nodded again as she cleaned up and left, leaving only the IV left running to his left arm. He was sitting there thinking about Shane and staring out the window again when Eva appeared. He glanced over at her as she was carrying something. She looked somehow younger than before and he eventually realized she wasn’t wearing nearly as much make up as normal. He gave her a small smile,
“Imagine seeing you again already.”
“I know, I told Cliff he would want to come see me, but I didn’t realize it would be this soon.”
“He should not have brought us here. I understand why he did, but it puts you in danger if anyone managed to track him.”
“So I would move again. It’s ok. You needed me.”
He smiled again, just watching as she came closer. She was carrying a plate with a fork on it, one bite of something on it.
“What are you doing Eva?”
“Shhhhh. I know, no food. It’s bad. But one bite is not going to kill you. I looked it up to be sure. I know you like sweet things. I made a chocolate cake and I brought you one tiny bite.”
He looked from the fork to her and almost laughed,
“You are risking Barnett’s wrath so that I can have one bite of cake?”
“Yes. You’ve had a rough week Ilyusha. Have one nice thing.”
He certainly wasn’t going to say no, and he nodded, letting her feed him the bite. He closed his eyes as it melted in his mouth and nearly groaned.
“Fuck you. Go away.”
“You didn’t like?”
“I did, and I cannot have more. I do not want to get sick or whatever he is worried about. It’s so fucking good.”
She smiled and set the plate on the dresser across from him. She came and pulled Cliff’s chair close to the bed and sat in it, pulling her legs up underneath her. Reaching over, she grabbed his good hand and leaned over, pulling it closer to her, just holding it.
“I’m sorry Ilyusha. I feel like this was our fault somehow. Well, I’ll blame Daddy. His fault.”
He shook his head, staring at their hands together,
“It doesn’t matter. It happened. Those men who betrayed your father are likely dead now. The man who tried to shoot Shane is hopefully dead now. I am not dead. It all worked out.”
“But now you’ve had to run.”
He stopped her,
“No. That was going to have to happen anyway. It would have been different, but I still had to leave.”
“Do you want to talk about it? About him?”
He looked away from their hands and up to the ceiling.
“There is not a lot to talk about. He found out. About me. He did not turn me in, he was conflicted. I did not want him to have to make a choice. If he chose me, it would kill him. Maybe not now, but eventually. He’s not a liar. He’s so good and kind. I would not do that to him.”
She nodded and kissed the back of his hand.
“I’m not sure how you do what you do to be honest. You seem too kind for it.”
He just shrugged, not answering. Knowing he was done, she changed the subject and her tone lifted,
“Guess what? I already found a surf instructor. I was only here a day and already found one before I knew you were coming. Do you know how close this house is to the beach? It’s so perfect.”
He smiled,
“Of course I did. You said you wanted to be a beach bunny. I would not put you far from a good beach.”
“Do you want to see my new bikini? I’ll show you. It’s so cute.”
He laughed and gently pulled his hand from hers.
“Not today. Maybe when I can actually walk outside, I will come watch one of your lessons.”
“So you will stay?”
“For now Eva. It’s as good a place as any. And the cook makes good cakes, I hear. My favorite.”
She beamed at him as she stood, dropping a kiss on his forehead, agreeing with him,
“She does.”
He slept more and then Barnett was there when he woke. Cliff was in the room as well and he looked at them as if they were about to gang up on him.
“What?”
Barnett answered as he came over and turned the IV off for the moment. He unhooked the tube so that Ilya’s hand was free.
“Time for you to move. You haven’t been out of that bed in a week and that’s too long. I need you up. Maybe just sitting, but it’s time to get to work before that arm is weaker than the other for the rest of your life.”
Ilya scowled at that and nodded. Cliff hovered near, apparently there to catch him if he were to fall. Barnett put the bed up as far as it would go and helped Ilya swing his legs over the side of the bed, watching him carefully. Even that small amount of movement nearly made him out of breath. Barnett made him sit there for a good five minutes as his body adjusted to being upright again. He had a brief moment of dizziness, but it slowly drained out of him. Eventually he nodded that he was alright.
Barnett took his good arm, and Cliff stood on the other side, not touching, just close.
“I just want you to stand up. We’re not walking, not moving, just standing.”
“I can walk.”
“No, you probably can’t. You think you can, but you’ve had no food other than liquid nutrients and Cliff tells me you weren’t eating right for a week before that. Between you and Shane, it’s ridiculous.”
Ilya stared at him,
“What do you mean between me and Shane?”
Having not even realized what he’d said, he huffed and shook his head,
“Nothing. I meant you.”
“Barnett. What about Shane?”
“Ilya no, I can’t tell you. I didn’t even realize I said his name. Let’s just say that I saw him at one point and he wasn’t doing great. Before you were shot. But I told him it was considered an actual visit, so it’s confidential. Please do not ask more. He’s fine. He had a bad few days, just like you probably. Now, I want you to stand up. Slowly.”
Ilya was very unhappy with this, but tried to push it away. For now. He put his feet down and slowly put weight on them, his stomach pulling and aching, but his shoulder was on fire as gravity pulled his arm down. He held it up in front of him and it was a little better. He stood there, the dizziness coming back. He forced himself to pick a spot on the wall and stare at it until it passed again.
Barnett just held him there, watching and giving him a small nod.
“This is good. Actually good. You were dizzy for a moment it looked like, but it’s passed already? How do your legs feel?”
“Like a fucking baby deer. Like I would wobble if I tried to move. How long?”
“How long will you be like this? That’s up to how hard you push. So knowing you, not very long. But we cannot go overboard.”
He let Ilya take literally one step, just to see his coordination and was pleased with it. He kept him on his feet, Cliff holding on as Barnett took his left arm and lifted it as far as he could until Ilya literally let out a soft scream.
“Ok. ok. Sorry. I needed to see where you could lift it to. That was actually good. I’m surprised. I’m not sure why, you’ve always been a tough son of a bitch.”
He helped him sit back down, Ilya physically trembling like he’d worked out for hours. Which clearly made him unhappy.
“Do you want pain medicine?”
Ilya thought about it and remembered how he felt earlier. He knew that he wanted that so he could sleep, but shook his head no. Too easy. He would not.
“No. I’m ok.”
“Ilya, it’s ok. I won’t let you overdo it with the medicine.”
“I said no. Thank you.”
Barnett let him have some soup later after all and Ilya thought it was perhaps the best thing he’d tasted since Shane had cooked for him. Ok, maybe the bite of cake earlier, which he told no one about. The next day, he got actual food. Small amounts of very bland food. Scrambled eggs. Rice, more soup. A few more bites of smuggled cake. Cliff had walked in as she was taking the small plate away and turned around and walked out.
“I don’t want to know.”
She had giggled and even Ilya smiled. Barnett had him up on his feet several times throughout the day, every time taking more steps and moving his arm higher and higher for him. The next day was the same, a little better food, more and more getting up, some simple exercises for him to start working on his shoulder while he was in bed. His stomach wasn’t giving him much trouble, just aching and pulling sharply occasionally if he moved wrong. Two more days of the same and he was finally, finally, allowed to walk out into the rest of the house as long as someone was with him in case there was trouble. He looked around and smiled, it was bright and airy and fit Eva well. He sat on the couch, a little out of breath, with it having been the farthest he’d gone so far. He did his arm exercises while he sat there, grimacing at the pain it caused in the shoulder.
Every night he would stare at the ceiling and reach up and touch the long faded places where he’d had Shane mark him before he went to see Sergeev. Every night he stared at the phone and had to make himself leave it alone. It was better this way. For Shane. Not for him. He hated it. He wanted him. But refused to cause him more harm. That’s all he seemed to do. Cause harm. He was done.
A week after he had called Shane and nearly two weeks after he was shot, Barnett took out the remaining stitches from his stomach. He’d done tests and nothing was coming back abnormally. Just be careful, he said. No sudden twisting, no heavy lifting. Now was the hard work.
“Your shoulder is going to depend on you, Ilya. As long as I think you aren’t about to hurt it, then we’ll go as hard as you want.”
They had set up a makeshift gym in an unattached garage and the first time he had gone outside, he just stood there looking around. He could see the beach from the front of the house, and smell the salty air. It was absolutely stunning. Cliff following him into the gym, he worked out, mostly on his shoulder until Cliff made him stop.
“I can do more.”
Cliff disagreed,
“No. Enough. I understand you want it to be strong, but you’re still weak and need to be careful. You’ve only been out of bed a week. Take it easy.”
Ilya sniffed but shook his head. He still had the IV site in, but Barnett let him unclip it often and was thinking about taking it out completely.
“You know I have a job soon.”
“I know you’re crazy if you think that.”
Ilya shook his head,
“I did not do all this to not finish it. I need Sergeev out of the way. I need to be ready when Sergei tells me they are going to meet.”
“Ilya no. It’s done for now.”
“No, it is not.”
He stopped for now though. He showered and changed clothes, bringing both phones and a beer out to the porch with him. Cliff sat with him, watching the waves in the distance. He made a call and the number was disconnected. 
“Fuck.”
“Ilya?”
“I can’t get Dmitri. He should have been here with us. I’m going to try Alexei.”
He called and it just went to voicemail.
“What the fuck.”
He tried them both on and off for the next few days and got nothing. He slowly settled into a routine. He would eat breakfast with Cliff and Eva before working out his shoulder. He would ice the shoulder and wander down to the beach to watch Eva with her surfing lessons, just sitting on a blanket on the sand thinking as she worked on her form and flirted with the instructor. Sometimes Cliff would come, not always. Barnett had gone home for a few days, but was back now, watching his progress carefully. He ate lunch with all of them before doing a normal full body workout, more careful with his shoulder. Afternoons were a lazy affair, walks to build his strength up, wandering the small town above the beach, or just napping sometimes if he had over done it earlier. One afternoon after lunch, he had Cliff help him film a video that he sent by email to Svetlana for the opening of their latest venture. He watched it online later and gave it a small, genuine smile. Late afternoon was another shoulder only workout before dinner. After dinner was vodka or beer on the patio, watching the sun go down. 
Cliff was watching him carefully these days though and noticed his mood slipping more and more. Every day he would do the same things, but the smiles stopped reaching his eyes. He would nod and smile and do the right thing, but Cliff would catch him occasionally looking at the pictures of Shane from his old phone on the laptop. He would always shut it down right away, but it wasn’t hard to figure out. It didn’t help that he wasn’t reaching Dmitri. He’d finally given up and rarely touched his phone or the laptop, other than to look at the pictures. 
It had been nearly three weeks since he’d spoken with Shane on the phone and they were sitting on the patio one evening when Eva called them inside, sounding odd.
“Ilyusha, Cliff, you should see this. It’s from New York.”
They walked into the living room where the large TV was and she had paused it.
“Ilyusha, what is your brother’s name? Alexei yes?”
He nodded,
“Why?”
She pointed to the TV and hit play.
Ilya and Cliff stood there watching as it looked like a press conference was happening. Cliff looked over at him as Scott Hunter came up to the microphone flanked by men in suits, the Mayor and someone else. Scott started to talk and then waved someone up to join him. Ilya’s breath sucked in as he watched Shane walk up next to Scott. Cliff glanced at him and brought him a kitchen chair over, which he sunk into gratefully.
He couldn’t take his eyes off of Shane and eventually a name caught his attention. Alain Coste. He bit his lip and finally started listening,
“With the help of our consultant, Mr. Shane Hollander, we are pleased to announce we are charging Alexei Rozanov, whom we do have in custody and look forward to bringing to justice, with the homicides of Anastasia Medvedev, Alain Coste, Misha Bolshov,...”
Ilya took a deep breath and watched more carefully as he recognized all the names, another five or six that they listed. Scott continued,
“Also, in tandem, he is being charged in several other countries as well for homicides committed there.”
He proceeded to read another list that once again, Ilya recognized all the names of.
“We are pleased to bring an end to a killing spree that spans multiple countries and years.”
His eyes were on Shane, knowing what he had done. The documents he’d uploaded had been discovered clearly, as well as probably the financial records. He also knew it should not have been enough. Shane was smart. He would want more than circumstantial evidence. It’s partly why he hadn’t turned in Ilya at the time, he was sure. He was blinking at the screen as Shane came up to the microphone at Scott’s nod. The next words out of Shane’s mouth were for him. He knew they were. He knew Hayden had to be having a fit. His Shane walked up and lied. For him. And Ilya fucking hated it and loved him even more at the same time. It was his way of letting Ilya know that he was choosing him. Even after Ilya had told him no.
“We would like to take this time to recognize that alongside Alexei Rozanov’s arrest for the murder of multiple people across the United States and Europe, we would like to commend his brother Ilya Rozanov. Without Mr. Rozanov’s assistance, myself and another esteemed agent, Agent Pike, would probably be dead today. Due to his presence, one of Alexei Rozanov’s associates plan to kill myself was thwarted. Mr. Rozanov put his own life in danger to save the lives of myself and Agent Pike, in the meantime becoming seriously injured himself. Mr. Rozanov has been an upstanding business owner and helps the city of New York with his many charitable initiatives, including his newest one, The Irina Foundation Meal Shelter. We would like to thank him, wholeheartedly and welcome him back home to New York, when his recuperation is complete. Thank you. We will not be taking questions today.”
Eva and Cliff both looked over at him, their faces concerned. Cliff tried first,
“Ilya…”
He shook his head, his face unreadable.
“No. Not right now. I’m going for a walk. Alone.”
He walked along the beach, eventually stopping to sit and just stare up at the stars. He had felt his mood slipping lately and he knew that Cliff was aware. Nothing he had tried was helping. He would not give in to what he wanted. He would not. He was not ruining the rest of Shane’s life. He still had to take care of Sergeev, and he wasn’t putting him through another bout of lying. He lay back and gazed up, trying to think of anything but those freckles that he’d just seen on the screen. welcome him back home, back home, home
 

 
The morning after he had put on Ilya’s necklace, Shane woke slowly, stretching and looking at the clock. He looked at it again when he realized what time it was. He lay in bed for while, just holding onto Ilya’s necklace. He was finally about to get up when his phone rang. He nearly ignored it, but finally groaned and grabbed it. 
“Hello.”
He’d heard nothing and sighed, annoyed he’d bothered to grab it.
“Hello? Anybody there? I’m hanging up now.”
When he’d heard that voice though. A single word,
“Wait,”
It had been hoarse and quiet, but as soon as he heard it, his heart started racing, his voice trembling as he asked, 
“Ilya? Oh fuck, Ilya, please is that you?”
When he heard his name come through the phone, he thought he might actually pass out. The conversation was embedded in his brain, he could repeat it back word for word.
When Ilya had said that he couldn’t come see him though, he started blinking, his breath going ragged. He knew he had started begging then, his voice getting more and more needy, until finally he had pleaded with him,
“Ilya please no. Don’t. Don’t leave me.”
His heart nearly shattered at Ilya’s answer, hearing the pain in his voice as he told Shane,
“I will never leave you. I will always be yours. But I cannot let you choose me. I will not take away what makes you who you are by having to lie about me. You will be better this way. Some day. I mean what I said in letter. Forever. Goodbye kotik.”
Shane had started to speak, but the call had disconnected. He yelled into the empty room, staring at the phone that had no caller id. Unknown number. He could give it to the lab to trace, but somehow knew it would probably come up with nothing.
His breathing was going and he gulped in a breath, trying to force it down. His hand reached up to grab the necklace, holding it tightly and hearing Ilya’s voice in his mind over and over again. He eventually calmed, his breathing evening out as he just repeated one thing over and over again. he’s ok he’s ok he’s ok he’s ok  
He got up and showered, staring at the necklace for a while before dressing. He would call back. He had heard his voice and he sounded as miserable as Shane did. He would call back.
He didn’t.
The next week passed slowly. He went in to work occasionally, still not having given any feedback on if Alexei had done some of his cases or not. They charged him for sure with Medvedev and Coste, which was keeping him in custody and off of bail. His lawyer was still working hard on getting him deported instead, which they were fighting every step of the way. He’d finally filled Scott in on Daniil and Ilya, giving it a very positive spin. Hayden heard and  made a small face, but said nothing, maybe his way of trying to get back in Shane’s good graces. Jackie had invited him to dinner, to make peace no doubt, but he just wasn’t there yet and refused. He stayed home more than not, but was sitting at the office eating lunch when Hayden came into the room and turned the screen on.
“Thought you might be interested in this.”
Shane glanced up and made a face. It looked like a fluff piece on a new homeless shelter of some sort. Not that he wasn’t happy another shelter was opening, New York needed all the help they could get, but he wasn’t really in the mood. Hayden sat down and nudged him though,
“Pay attention.”
Shane nearly growled at him, but looked up. It was a prominent piece of real estate near the east entrance of the park. There was a middle aged man standing there in jeans and a shirt, looking nervous to have to speak. The shot cut to a woman standing outside the building, a large sign being put up. Shane stared at it, thinking he was reading it wrong, ‘The Irina Foundation Meal Shelter’. 
“What is this?”
“Just watch. I went to all the trouble to tape it and turn it on in here.”
The woman started talking about the newest meal shelter that was being opened by the Irina Foundation, the number of meals they would serve, the number of beds they could have on normal nights. The focus though was on feeding the hungry. Anyone could come, down on their luck, homeless, broke, anyone. A quick cut went to a video and he nearly gasped as Ilya’s face was there. His face looked skinnier, faint circles under his eyes, but he was there. Smiling. It clearly had been filmed somewhere else, a very nondescript background of a wall behind him.
It was just a quick video, talking about how excited he was to help people in New York. That he had met a friend who had helped him and helped him realize exactly how many hungry people there were every day. He wanted to help be a solution to that. To please welcome his new Director of Outreach, Andy Jackson.
When he disappeared, Shane just wanted to rewind and watch it again, but he made himself watch the rest. A cut went back to the woman and the nervous looking man as she interviewed him.
“Can you tell us where you and Mr. Rozanov first met?”
The man smiled and when he began to talk, the nervousness evaporated away.
“I met Ilya in the park one night, not very long ago to be honest. At the time, I was homeless and there’s a nice secluded spot which I’ll keep to myself, but it’s a nice spot. I used to sleep there a lot. He was there. He was in a bad way that evening. But we spent the night talking. All night. About him, about me, about things that could help us both. When he left he gave me some things. Some money and a nice watch. He came back again not that long after and when he asked what I did with those things, I told him the truth. I gave it away. At the homeless shelter over on North Avenue, because they run out of meals so fast and so many people get turned away hungry. He seemed surprised by that. But I can’t stand to see anyone hungry. I know how that feels and I don’t want anyone else to feel that way. He gave me more money, which I used the same way. The last time I saw him, he told me he had to go away for a while. For business. That he might not be back for a long time. He wanted to offer me a job though. I didn’t think I could ever work somewhere again. Once you’re homeless, people tend to look down on you some. But he told me about this place, that he wanted to start. He wanted to give me a fancy title and what not. I don’t know about that title, but I know what my job is. To feed people and keep them safe and not hungry. To make them feel safe. And that’s what I intend to do. I’ve met his partner, a wonderful woman, and she’ll be taking care of all the business parts of things, but I’ll be out there, getting people to help, to volunteer, and bringing people in to eat. At the end of the day, I think that Ilya and I helped each other. And wherever he’s at right now, I hope he can look at this place and see that I’m going to do what he wanted. To help people.”
The piece went on and talked about The Irina Foundation a little and eventually ended. Shane could see why Ilya liked the man. Something about his voice was very soothing. He looked up at Hayden and smiled,
“Thanks Hayden. I appreciate you showing me.”
“You’re welcome. I just wanted you to know he’s out there somewhere. Still trying to act like a nice guy.”
Shane gave him another smile and stood up, throwing the rest of his food away.
“Where you going?”
He nodded at the TV, 
“There. To help people.”
He got out of the car and walked into the building, looking around. It was a no frills space, but very modern and clean and looked like it could serve a lot of people. He found a woman who was helping direct a group of workmen set up tables and asked her if he could speak to Andy Jackson. She pointed over to a corner, where the man from the interview was standing talking to a small group of men. He waited patiently until they were finished and then stepped up to introduce himself, holding out his hand.
The man stared at him for a moment until a smile lit up his face and he shook it. Shane started to speak,
“Hi, I’m..”
“Sunshine.”
Shane frowned just a little, as he pulled his hand back.
“I’d know you anywhere. He described you perfectly. His sunshine. That’s what he called you  when he would talk about you.”
Shane stared at him,
“You’re talking about Ilya. He talked about me?”
“Oh yes. You were nearly all he talked about. I mean, he would tell me other things too, but it was mostly you. And his job.”
“He told you about his job. At the company.”
Andy looked around and pointed to the corner of the room where a table had already been set up.
“Do you want to sit for a minute?”
Shane nodded and walked with him, sitting down, watching him curiously.
“He told me about his company. But he also told me about other work he did on the side. Work that he thought would eventually tear the two of you apart. Work that did, apparently, tear the two of you apart.”
“How do you know that?”
“Because he came to tell me. And to offer me this job. He said that his sunshine had finally figured him out. That you didn’t want anything to do with him anymore. That he was leaving so that he didn’t hurt you anymore. He couldn’t stand that he was hurting you. It was tearing him apart. Every time I saw him it was because he was falling down a deep hole about hurting you. Don’t get me wrong, I’m sure it’s not easy on you either. He told me about your job, that you were looking for him, even if you didn’t know it. And how he knew it was going to tear you apart. He didn’t want that. So he left. Or was going to leave. He didn’t want you to have to choose.”
“To choose.”
Shane was entranced by this man. He understood why Ilya had laid outside all night talking to him. He also was a little astounded by the fact that Ilya had literally actually told him everything.
“Yes. He didn’t want you to have to choose between him or you. Your job. Who you are. He said you were like the literal sunshine, so good and so pure. He didn’t want to ruin that.”
He suddenly looked embarrassed,
“I’m so sorry. I get rambling sometimes. You probably didn’t want or need to hear any of that. I just can’t believe how perfectly he described you. Was there something I could actually help you with?”
“Ummm, yes. I would like to help. Here. For him. What do you need? Money? Work?”
They talked for a bit and Shane left, smiling a little. The man’s words had thrown him though and he knew that he’d be running them through his mind for a long while.
The next week was uneventful. Ilya didn’t call back. Shane spent a decent amount of time trying to find him and coming up short. He’d found a few chartered planes that had left in the few days after the shooting, but he kept running into roadblocks since he couldn’t use his official status without having a good reason. He’d gone through the evidence against Alexei though and other than the cases where the shell casing was found, the rest was entirely circumstantial. He wasn’t sure he believed it. 
He worked every night from four to six in the evening, helping Andy feed people at the kitchen. It was calming and soothing and he found that he actually loved talking to the people there. His small quirks didn’t bother them and he would find himself most evenings after six, sitting and talking with different groups of people. Andy was there most nights and sometimes he would see the man watching him and smiling. He didn’t really know what to make of that. They would talk sometimes, mostly about Andy. He did tell Shane a few things about Ilya though, things they had talked about. Stories he hadn’t heard before. 
At the end of the second week there, he made his decision. He didn’t know if it would help, or if Ilya would even see it, but he would try. He called Scott in the next day and spent almost all morning going over things with him, showing him the flight logs, putting the financial information to match up with his cases. Scott was a little annoyed that he had sat on the information this long and he was damn near livid when he’d told him Ilya had been there and shot Daniil. He was like Hayden, and not thrilled with how Shane wanted that part to come out, but with the clear evidence against Alexei for the Medvedev girl, he agreed that whatever the reason Ilya had been there, it was more lucky for them, rather than something nefarious.
They had talked a long time about the cases that the FBI were calling the Polaroid killer. A few of the flights for Alexei matched up for those cases, but there were several that did not. In the end, Scott shrugged. Said that he would just hope they were all Alexei, since they could put him at a few of the places for sure, especially Coste. Where there was the picture, finger prints on a gun and a shell casing. They weren’t charging him with all of them. But if they got a guilty verdict, they would most likely close out all of the polaroid cases, even the ones they didn’t charge him with. Shane gave him a few of the overseas cases to add also, once they contacted appropriate authorities in each country. Those cases wouldn’t matter, as they were hoping to put him away for life here in the US, but they were there to fall back on if they had to.
Shane went home that night and stared at himself in the mirror, his gaze going to the picture of Ilya and himself. He had stopped touching it, but he looked at it often. He knew these cases were not all Alexei, but he had made his decision. He could talk himself into believing that Alexei did them all. Ilya didn’t want him to choose. But he was. He wanted Ilya. Even if he couldn’t have him, or never saw him again. He was choosing.
Scott set up a press conference for the end of the week. He insisted Shane be there and speak about the part with Ilya. He managed to do it without stumbling too much and he felt better once it was done. It was over. If Ilya saw it, he hoped he would take it for what it was. An invitation to come home. Without worry.
He got home and felt lighter than he had in quite some time. Ilya was alive. Alexei was going to go away, hopefully for a long time. Shane had chosen. Even if it did no good. After his shower, and dinner, he watched part of a hockey game before giving up and going to bed. He stopped at his mirror, staring at the picture, smiling at it while he touched Ilya’s necklace. That’s how he thought of it. As Ilya’s. Not his. He was just holding it for him. Reaching out, he touched the picture like he used it. The old, brittle piece of tape finally gave out and the picture fell. Shane leaned over and swiped it off the carpet before climbing in bed. He lay down and held it, looking at it. Smiling at it. The ridiculous pout that Ilya had on his face. The face he hoped to see one day again.
He reached behind him to put it on the nightstand when his finger snagged a rough spot on the picture. Hesitating, an odd feeling coming over him, he pulled it back to him and turned it over. He stared at the back of the picture. His eyes went to the bottom corner, he sucked his lip into his mouth and his teeth immediately started chewing on it as he sat up. He inhaled a huge breath and let it out slowly as his index finger ran lightly over the small scratch on the corner. The scratch. On the corner. Shane just stared at it. Choose. Didn’t want him to choose. Didn’t want him to lose who he was. Blinking at the picture, he slowly set it down gently on the nightstand. Laying down, he curled around the pillow as he thought. Choose. He didn’t want you to have to choose. He didn’t want to ruin you. 
He lay there, the picture behind him, if he couldn’t see it, it wasn’t real. Wasn’t real. Choose. A small scratch. Just like the other pictures. If you had the camera, you have the man. Choose. Shane blinked and sat up again. He picked up the picture. Looked at it again. Ran his finger over the small distinctive scratch on the back. He looked at the front, at the picture of Ilya’s pouting face. He stared at it. Choose. He opened the nightstand drawer and dropped the picture inside for now. Closing the drawer. Curling back around the pillow, he lay there a long time, but eventually drifted to sleep.






      

  












      Chapter 55: I'd do anything so that I could take you home
  


    Chapter Summary

    Ilya is spiraling, Cliff goes to see Shane, Shane goes investigating



    Chapter Notes

      My boys. They might see each other in this chapter. Maybe.

They might see each other, but let's not forget that Sergeev is still hanging out. Somewhere. Will that cause issues? Maybe.

Chapter Title is from Ashes by Stellar
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  Ilya spiraled after seeing the news conference. He had stayed out nearly all night the day he watched it and Cliff watched him wall himself off more and more. He still did all the right things, including working out even more which was starting to cause him a great deal of pain, Cliff could see it on his face. He was getting stronger, but even Barnett had told him to slow down. Getting stronger was great, but the inside still had to heal. The bullet had been up against bone and it would be slow, no matter how much muscle got put back on. Ilya would shrug and nod and just work out more the next day.
Eva had taken to flirting with Ilya again, just trying to get a rise out of him. Anything. Cliff watched her press herself against Ilya once and give him a big hug, her face dangerously close to being buried in Ilya’s neck. When Ilya’s hand actually went around her waist to hold her there, Cliff had seen enough. He pulled her aside later that afternoon,
“Stop with the flirting. I know what you were trying to do, but if you let it go further, I’ll take him and we’ll leave. He’s not himself right now. And I’m not going to have him falling into bed with you while he’s like this. If he chooses that later, that’s up to him. But not like this.”
“I wouldn’t. I just want something. Anger, frustration, anything. He’s like a fucking robot Cliff.”
“I know. I’m going on a trip for a couple of days. I’ll tell him, but he won’t care. You need to keep an eye on him. But DON’T fucking sleep with him Eva. Just don’t. Please.”
“Oh my god, I won’t. I don’t think he actually would anyway. I know what you saw, but he was stiff. It wasn’t like he was about to go ravage me. Unfortunately. WHAT? I’m kidding. I swear, I won’t. I think I’m going on a date with my surf instructor later anyway. Unless you’d like to…”
He smiled and shook his head, although he couldn’t deny the thought had crossed his mind a few times lately. She was different here. Softer, not as crazy. Usually. But no, bad idea.
“Have fun.”
He went into Ilya’s room and took his laptop. Hooking it up to the printer, he logged on. Ilya would probably be furious if he knew Cliff knew his log on, but he had for over a year. He pulled up what he wanted and printed copies. Adding a few others, just in case. When he was finished, he put everything back where it was and got on his phone, making arrangements.
While Ilya was working out that afternoon, Cliff brought it up.
“Hey, I’m going to leave for a few days, you ok with that?”
Ilya looked up at him for a moment and then nodded,
“You are coming back or you have had enough?”
“I’m coming back asshole, you can’t get rid of me that easily. I’m just going to meet Rose for a couple days, have a little fun. Then I’ll be back.”
“You are going to the states? Be careful. I know what Shane said, that doesn’t mean he hasn’t changed his mind.”
“No, going to Mexico. I’ll be fine. It’s just a weekend fun trip. You sure you’re ok? You won’t overdo it? That’s a dumb question I know.”
“I’ll be fine Marleau. Go relax.”
“Don’t do anything stupid while I’m gone.”
Ilya gave him a faint smile and nodded,
“Of course.”
Cliff left that same day before dinner. Ilya watched him get in the car that had come to get him and honestly thought he might not see the man again. Cliff might joke about wanting a beach vacation for a year, which he basically had now, but Ilya knew he wasn’t used to sitting around so much. Neither was Ilya. He hadn’t minded when he was in New York with Shane, but now he was just feeling isolated and getting fidgety. He logged onto his laptop that afternoon and checked a few emails. One in particular had several messages. He went through them slowly, reading them carefully. Job offers. Before he’d gotten tired of it all, he’d had a steady stream of offers from outside places. Governments, people like Eva’s father who had a delicate situation they couldn’t handle. Jobs that had nothing to do with Sergeev, and everything to do with his reputation and efficiency. It was actually where the largest part of his income had come from. Rolling his shoulder and wincing at the sharp pain that was still there every day as he read through them, he seriously considered taking one. He couldn’t have Shane, so why the fuck not. Because it was wrong Ilya. He could hear Shane’s voice in his mind. He closed the laptop without replying, but the thought was planted in the back of his mind.
He went to eat dinner with Eva, Barnett was gone on a trip to see his wife again. Ilya was trying to convince him to just go back, but so far he insisted on coming back here every time. They ate and then sat on the couch watching some stupid show and when she leaned up against him, he put his arm over her shoulder, letting her. It was nice having someone against him, even if it was the wrong someone. He knew Cliff had been watching them and why. But he would never. It was nice and he was becoming more casual with her, but it wouldn’t go any further. He wouldn’t let it. He didn’t actually think that she would either. He’d seen her watching Cliff. She didn’t make any overt moves, other than her normal forward joking, but he’d seen. Although she had a date tonight, so maybe he was just off in more ways than one. When she stood up, proclaiming she needed to get ready for her date, he smiled.
“Have fun. He’s not as tall as Marleau. Kind of short actually for you.”
She glared at him,
“Shut up Ilyusha. I can’t have you even though you’re single now. Cliff doesn’t want me. I have to have fun somewhere.”
He smiled again,
“Yes, of course, go have fun. Have you heard from your father?”
“Yes, he says a few more weeks maybe.”
Ilya nodded and waved her off.
“Go. Be careful. I do not want to have to kill a surf instructor.”
When she was gone and it was just him, he turned the TV off and got a glass of vodka. He took it into the bedroom with him and sat on his bed, taking a large drink. He lay down, staring at the ceiling, pulling up a picture of Shane that he had put back on his phone. The very first one that Shane had ever sent him. Finally putting the phone away, he finished his drink and opened the nightstand drawer and pulled a bottle out. Rolling onto his back, he held the small orange bottle above him staring at it. He hadn’t gotten them from Barnett, although he probably could have. He didn’t want to examine his thought pattern the day he’d gone looking. It wasn’t hard to get a prescription from a different doctor in town. One look at his recovering shoulder and he’d written it, telling Ilya where to go to get it filled. He didn’t take them. But he lay here staring at the bottle more and more often. He finally threw it back in the nightstand and forced himself to close his eyes, trying to ignore the dark smokiness that was filling his head with violent thoughts.
 

 
Shane woke up the next morning after finding the scratch on the picture, immediately touching the cross. When he finally got up, he opened the nightstand and pulled out the picture, looking at it, before turning it to the back again. He knew if he had seen this before the press conference, it might have changed his mind. It’s not as if he thought Alexei had actually killed all those people. Maybe some of them, Shane wasn’t sure at this point. But it let him have the doubt in his mind about Ilya that he had needed. That doubt was gone now. Not that it mattered. He’d given them Alexei and wouldn’t try to change it now. But he realized as he sat there, that maybe it changed his view on Ilya a little. Back to the horrified one that he’d had when he first realized. How does someone just kill that many people? He didn’t understand, couldn’t wrap his head around it. He put the picture back in the nightstand, trying to push it from his mind. So many people. Dead. Gone. Ilya did it. But I love him. If you love him, you should get rid of that picture. It’s evidence. Not going to fucking happen. He kills people Shane.
“FUCK.”
He realized it didn’t fucking matter. It’s not like Ilya was here and he had to actually make a real choice. He’d made one with his statement, but Ilya was gone. He didn’t know where he was. It didn’t fucking matter. Shane could sit here and fall apart, or he could start trying to move forward. He knew the right answer of course, but it was hard. So fucking hard.
He got dressed and went to the office, telling Hayden he’d like to start running again. He would get past his anger and get his life back. He needed his life back. He’d lived without Ilya for years, he would do it again. Who cares that it was like black and white versus color. Hard to go back, but he would. They went over details of Alexei’s case. A lot of Shane’s cases were absolutely circumstantial. But they should be ok even if he was only convicted of Medvedev and Bolshov. Those they had him pretty good on. Murder weapons, blood on the knife, fingerprints.  The day passed quickly and Shane was happy with the progress they made.
He went to the shelter and worked with Andy, the other man sensing something was off with him, but not questioning too much. The next few days, he got back into a routine. He started running again, the tension a little thick at first, but soon thawing as they stuck to neutral topics. He would work at the office, go to the shelter, come home, eat dinner, go to bed. Boring. Calming. He tried to stop thinking about Ilya every night, but that was nearly impossible. He’d gone so far as to take the necklace off one evening, so that he would stop fucking touching it. That had lasted all of five minutes before it was back in place around his neck, his fingers on it as he took a deep breath. FUCK.
It was a Saturday morning when someone knocked on his door. He sighed and called out, assuming it was Hayden. He was the only one who would come by unannounced.
“Just a second Hayd,”
He put his book down and walked over to the door, flinging it open harder than he meant to. He stared at the man at his door before taking a step back, his mouth opening a little in surprise.
“Cliff? Is something wrong with Ilya?”
Cliff just looked at him and shook his head,
“Is there ever something not wrong with Ilya? Can I come in?”
Shane nodded, but hesitantly. A week ago, he would have been elated to see Cliff and peppering him with questions about where the fuck Ilya was. Now he wasn’t sure. He wanted him. He did. He loved him. But he wasn’t sure he could live with what Ilya had done. He was trying to come to peace with it, but it swirled around in his head like a storm most days.
Cliff walked in and set a folder down on the island.
“Look Shane. I’m sorry I didn’t call you back. It was a mistake, and I’m truly sorry.”
Shane sat on a stool on the other side of the island and tried not to remember all of his panicked phone calls.
“It was a dick move Cliff. I just wanted to know he was fucking alive. Then your phones were off, you moved out of the apartment. I felt like I was the one dying.”
“I know. And truly, I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking straight. I was mad at your friend. I was mad at Daniil. I was mad at myself for not being faster. I was just mad.”
Shane nodded and started chewing on the side of his thumb.
“What do you want? I know you aren’t going to tell me where he is, so what?”
In the back of Shane’s mind, he was trying to figure out how he could get a tail on Cliff to just follow him back wherever he came from.
“We saw the news conference. Alexei huh?”
Shane nodded slowly,
“Yes. We had some evidence for a few cases. Is Ilya angry?”
“No. He hasn’t really said much about it to be honest. But he’s been worse since then.”
“What do you mean? He’s not ok?”
Cliff shrugged,
“His body is healing. Slowly. He nearly died. Bled out in the car. Was in surgery for hours. He’s overdoing it of course. Probably going to make himself worse by accident. But he’s just different. Distant.”
“If you saw the news conference, then he knows he can come home. I’m not going to turn him in. He can come here and we can fix it.”
“You know he won’t. He doesn’t want to hurt you more.”
“He fucking hurt me by lying. For months. I’m not sure it can get any worse.” but it can, you found a picture and now it’s worse. worse he did it no hiding
“But maybe you’re right. I know what he did. I know Alexei didn’t do them all. There are so many others that he’s not charged with. I just keep seeing their faces Cliff. I don’t understand. I don’t understand you either. How do you help him with that? You’re killing people. I know some of them are scumbags, I understand. But not all of them. Some of them are bankers, or investment guys. Who just happened to piss off the wrong fucking Russian people.”
His anger was bubbling up out of him. All of it that he’d tried to push down and ignore, was there, and his voice was angry and cold.
“So if he were here right now, is that what you’d say?”
“Fuck you Cliff. Don’t act like I don’t have a right to be fucking angry. He knew what my job was well before I knew his. He knew what I did. He knew that I was on his fucking case. And he didn’t fucking care.”
Shane took a breath and let the words of the letter calm him.
“That’s not true. I know he cared. I know he did. But there are times, like right now, when that doesn’t help me and I have to try and look past the fact that he killed people and I still fucking love him and what kind of person does that make me and can I fucking live with myself as that person.”
He inhaled sharply, having just spit out one long rambling line of words.
“And I don’t know. I don’t know if I can live with myself.”
Cliff nodded,
“I get it. I’d like to tell you some things about Ilya. Things that you might not know. I’m not doing it to make you feel sorry for him. Just so you understand. I’m not going to tell you he didn’t kill people. He did. He hated it sometimes, but he did it. But you need to understand why.”
Cliff sat on a stool, the folder underneath his fingers.
“The first time he said no to them. He was still in training. They teach them how to kill people. Part of that training is learning to follow orders unquestioned. They took him out to a city, not just him, his unit, so all five of them. They took them to a city and to an empty building where there were five people. Five people tied up and helpless. People that those boys, and that’s what they were. They were fucking teenagers. They told those teenagers to pick a person and fucking kill them. However they wanted. It was just to see if they would follow orders. Three of them did. With no hesitation. Three dead people, innocent or not, who knows. The other two hesitated. One of them, because he didn’t want to do it, said he wasn’t killing an innocent, helpless person, and one of them in solidarity with the first one. When their superiors saw they were hesitating, they threatened the two of them. They’d kill the random people anyway, and then they’d flip a coin. One of the boys would live, one wouldn’t. Random. Ilya convinced the other boy to do it. So he did, he picked up a gun and killed one of them, the fastest way he knew, which was a gunshot to the heart. No suffering, just gone. The last boy though, still refused. He said to go ahead and fucking kill him. And they nearly did Shane. They beat him in front of the one person who was still alive and in front of his unit. They hit him and kicked him and cut a stripe down his back that ended up getting infected and he nearly died. Because he wouldn’t kill a helpless person in front of them. Who they killed anyway. In front of him, while he lay bleeding on the ground. Whatever they did during that beating snapped something in him. He wasn’t the same anymore for a long time. And when he was better, months later. He did what they told him.”
Shane wasn't looking at him, he was staring off at the wall, his eyes moist.
Cliff didn’t stop,
“So that is why he did it. The two times he tried, he was hurt. The first time wasn’t so bad, a cigarette to the shoulder. The second time nearly killed him. Even when he was better, they threatened him. He was the best they had seen before and they wanted him. No matter what. So they threatened the only person he could confide in. They would kill him if Ilya didn’t fucking do what he was told.”
Shane looked over at him.
“Dmitri? They threatened him?”
Cliff just nodded,
“I don't tell you that so you feel bad. Just so you understand. Why he did what he did. For years. He disassociates himself and his description, not mine… shoves everything human about him in some tiny box he’s constructed deep inside. He puts himself there and leaves it. As far as me? I guess I’m just a bad fucking person. I don’t have that box. I did what I did before because I was selfish and wanted to live decently. When I met Ilya, he was so much better than my old boss that I was thrilled to work with him, I’d have done anything for him. I still would. I don’t have those stories though, it’s just for him. I would fucking die for him at this point Shane. With no hesitation. So if you’re looking for the bad person in this story, it’s me, not him.”
Shane’s voice was hoarse, his hand touching something under his shirt. Cliff had seen that gesture a thousand times from Ilya, but said nothing.
“I didn’t know. But it still doesn’t change that I’m not sure I can live with myself knowing I just ignore the things he’s done. I want him so much, but I’ve been on cases for almost two years and to know all the people that are gone, horrifies me Cliff. All the lies, also. The two of you lied to me nonstop. It’s hard to get over.”
“We did. I’m sorry. I’ll clear one of those up right now. His knife wound. We weren’t in Montreal, you know that. We were in Paris. Meeting with his old commander. The man who won’t fucking let him go. Denis Sergeev.”
Shane just looked at him, knowing some of this, but waiting to hear Cliff’s side.
“We went there because Alexei had these.”
From the folder he drew out the two pictures that Shane had seen at Alexei’s house and it made him frown.
“Why did he have them? I saw these at his house.”
“Because Sergeev threatened to kill you. He sent them to Alexei so that he could threaten his own brother. To kill his fucking boyfriend if he didn’t come back to work for them. He was out. Almost anyway, he’d gotten away from Russia and they couldn’t really control him anymore. Until he suddenly had a boyfriend.”
Shane blinked rapidly as he looked up at Cliff.
“So he agreed to go meet him. To meet Sergeev. He agreed to work for him again. To protect you. That was the deal. He did jobs for Sergeev but you were off limits. To everyone. Which was working until Daniil got stupid. But while he was there, they wanted to punish him for not working the whole time anyway. For not following orders again. So they said they would do whatever his punishment was to me instead.”
“He told me. They threatened you. Not the rest. Not that it was my fault.”
“It wasn’t your fault Shane. That’s not what I’m implying. He didn’t blame you. I don’t blame you. It’s just to show you that he fucking tried to get out. Ilya wouldn’t let them touch me, he made them pull me out of the room screaming. And then they fought. Five of them against him. Five normal guys he could probably kick their ass, but these men were trained, nearly as well as him. He killed one of them. He broke bones in two others. But they finally got him down and beat him senseless. You saw the bruises and his ribs. You know. Then they sat on him and did the other. The wound. I’m not talking about it in detail, but it was awful to see in person Shane. I still have nightmares.”
Shane wiped at his eyes and closed them for a moment. to save you, he did it for you
“You’ve been on his case for two years. Can’t get over all those people he killed. I’m going to show you something and he might actually kill me for it. But I cannot stand to see him like he is. He’s going to do something stupid soon, whether it's taking a new job or something else. I can feel it.”
Cliff opened the folder and took out a stack of papers, spreading them out. They were nearly like Shane’s own case files. Headshots and names. He looked through them, realizing.
“These are people he killed Cliff. I know them all by name. Every one. This does not help me get over thinking of him as a killer.”
“Well it should. Because none of them are fucking dead. He killed a lot of people. But in the last two years, nearly none. One here and there that we couldn’t convince, but these people. They’re not dead Shane. He decided he was done with it, and he started coming up with ridiculous elaborate plans to kill them without killing them. He’d take the job, he’d go to them and tell them about it, and then set up their deaths, while instead he got them new identities and moved them out of the country. They’re all out there happily alive.”
Shane picked up the first one, one of the first cases he had worked. In Barcelona. A banker. His body was missing, but the blood matched his.
“No. That’s not possible. We would have known. There was blood, most times it was their own blood. This one Cliff, his fucking daughter is gone. He killed a man and his daughter is missing or dead.”
Cliff was just shaking his head.
“This was actually the first. Look at her name. And if you think Ilya would kill a fucking child then maybe you’re the one who doesn’t deserve him.”
“I know her fucking name Cliff. It was Madelyn.I know all their fucking names. Every fucking one.”
Cliff pushed the paper over and pointed at it.
“You’re right. Her name was Madelyn.”
Shane looked down and read it at the same time Cliff said it,
“Madelyn Irina Garcia. Her grandmother was Russian and her middle name was after her. She goes by Irina. She was five then. She’s seven now. And Ilya sees them. He goes to visit. Because this little girl fucking loves him. She calls him,”
Shane chimed in, remembering Ilya’s drugged ramblings,
“Her angel. Her angel in black.”
He shuffled through the pictures. They all had addresses on them, almost all in other countries.
“All of these people. Are alive?”
“Yes, I put the addresses there. Go check. But if you let this information get out, to anyone, then they’re right back in danger. I am begging you to not tell anyone. Ilya will hate me when he finds out I told you. But I can live with that if it means he comes back to himself. Right now he’s not. He’s spiralling and it’s getting worse and I’m getting worried.”
Cliff stood up and ran a hand through his hair.
“You can keep those. Please dispose of them if you don’t want them. Go check on them. See for yourself. Talk to them if you want. He hates killing people. He tried to get out. At great risk to himself. If you want him, then you have to fight for him. He will not come to you. He thinks he’s doing you a favor. By staying away. So that you don’t have to fight your own thoughts, so that you don’t hate yourself or him eventually. So you go check, think about things. Figure out what you can live with.”
He walked to the door and looked back at Shane, a serious look on his face,
“I won’t have him hurt more though. If you can’t live with what he’s done, then you don’t deserve him. I want him to be happy, and if it’s not with you, then I’ll do what I can to help him get over you. I know you sort of chose him by turning Alexei in. But you have to be sure. You know he killed people. He did. But not these. Not lately. So you figure out what you want. What you really want. And what you can live with. If it’s the right decision, the one he should have, I’ll come back and take you to him.”
He pushed the papers aside and smiled as he saw Eva’s face.
“You should be careful with these. I know you charged Alexei with this one. Don’t let your friend see this or your whole case might fall apart.”
Shane looked down and his eyebrows went up.
“She’s not dead? There was a body, Cliff.”
“No. She’s not. Ilya does crazy things sometimes. Do what you need to do, figure it out. I would go talk to some of them. So you know I’m telling the truth. He deserves someone to be happy with Shane. So do you. I’ll be in touch.”
He left Shane sitting there as he let himself out, praying that it was enough.
Shane watched him go and then looked through the papers again. There were a lot. He thought back through his cases and realized they did match up to all the ones where there were no bodies. Other than the last one. The Medvedev woman. He put them all back in date order and stared at the top one. The banker and his daughter. Irina. A daughter of a friend he had said. He thought about the photo, and then looked down at the pictures in front of him. He would sleep on it. No drastic decisions.
Ten minutes later he was leaving Scott and Hayden messages telling them that he’d be out for a week or two, maybe longer. Just some loose ends to tie up. He called Andy at the shelter, telling him the same thing. He was on a plane to Stockholm by six o’clock that evening. With a layover and changing flights, he arrived in the city nearly twelve hours later. He found a small cafe that was open and had a coffee while he waited for the city to wake up. Needing to waste more time, he ate breakfast eventually also, before venturing to the address he had written down from the photo.
The address was just on the outside of the city proper. A small cottage with a lovely yard and white fence around it. To one side was another fenced area, with what looked to be two tiny white goats running around and playing. There was a young girl in the pen with the goats, holding out something in her hand. They would run up and eat every time she got a new handful from a bucket she was holding. Dark curly hair and tanned skin, she was a beautiful little girl. He looked around and saw no adults near. Not wanting to startle her, he said hello from a distance and smiled at her as she looked up and saw him, waving. No fear of strangers whatsoever.
He walked a little closer as she came to her side of the fence. Looking down at her, he finally said in Spanish, not know what language she spoke, but hoping since they were from Spain,
“Hi. My name is Shane, what’s yours?”
She smiled brightly and replied, “Me llamo Irina.”
He smiled at her, continuing in Spanish, slowly as he fought for the right words,
“That’s a beautiful name.”
She nodded and gently pet the goat that was nudging her hand. He had a picture of Ilya pulled up on his phone and was holding it at his side as he asked her,
“Is your papa around? I’d like to see if I could talk to him.”
She nodded and then saw the picture on his phone and squealed, pointing at it, dropping the bucket of food she had.
“Mi ángel.”
He looked down at the phone and smiled,
“Mine too Irina, mine too.”
A man’s sharp voice cut in, in English,
“Irina, come away right now.”
Shane held his hands up, the photo of Ilya still showing,
“I didn’t mean anything, no harm. I was looking for you. Mateo Garcia?”
“That’s not my name, can you please leave?”
“Sir, please, I’m not here to harm you, or to turn you in, or to tell anyone else where you are. Luis Cruz then. That’s what you're going by now?”
He turned the phone so the man could see Ilya.
“You know this man?”
“No. Please leave. Irina, go inside.”
“Pero papá es mi ángel”
“English please Irina,”
The man sighed and waved towards the house,
“Please come inside.”
He offered Shane a drink, which he accepted. Irina was sent to her room to play while they talked. Shane showed him Ilya’s picture again,
“So you do know him?”
“Of course. You know I do or you would not be here. We will have to leave now though.”
Shane shook his head,
“No one else knows. I’m not going to tell anyone. You should be safe here still. I promise. I just want to know about the man. How you ended up here.”
The man stared at him for a moment, covering his unease by taking a drink. 
“It’s because of Irina, I think. That I’m alive.”
Shane looked at him curiously,
“What do you mean?”
“He showed up, all in black in my bedroom one night. Normally I would have been asleep, but I had gotten up because Irina didn’t feel well. She was only 5. Her mother died when she was born and it was only us. I had just walked back into the bedroom and he was there, gun pointed at me. Said that it wasn’t personal, that he had to do it. He was sorry. I knew why. I had angered some important people in Russia, it wasn’t really a surprise. But before he could do it, she walked in. He immediately put his gun away and for whatever reason she went straight to him, holding her arms up like she wanted to be picked up.”
Shane pictured him with Ruby on his lap and gave a small smile while the man continued.
“He told me to stay put, which of course I did. I would never risk her. He picked her up and asked her why she was out of bed. She told him she didn’t feel well. He asked her name, she told him Irina and he just looked from her to me. ‘My mother’s name was Irina. She was beautiful just like you.’ That’s what he told her. Then he proceeded to sit in an armchair and sing her a song in her ear. The man that had come to kill me, sang my child a song while she didn’t feel good. She fell asleep on his lap and he sat there staring at me. He eventually brought her to my bed and laid her there, motioning me out to the hall. He told me I had two options. He could kill me and take her away somewhere safe. Or I could disappear to a new life with her. If I chose the second, then it was forever. No coming back. No telling anyone. He also said it would take him a while to set it up. He had never done it before. That if he let me have our life back, I had to stay, not run, not do anything stupid, not try to tell anyone or set him up. That if he didn’t do it, someone else would and they would likely kill her also. He said she made him realize that he couldn’t do it anymore. He wanted to stop. I didn’t understand at the time, but he comes to visit now and we’ve talked some.”
Shane was staring at him, almost in disbelief,
“So you did it. Gave up your life and disappeared.”
The man smiled,
“I did. He did what he said. I was nervous he would change his mind, but two weeks later he was back. He staged my room to look like I was dead. He took a picture and sent it to someone. Whoever wanted me dead I suppose. Then we left. We both had new passports, ID, credit cards, birth certificates, and bank accounts. This house. We’ve been here ever since. The first time he showed up here, I nearly fainted, I thought he’d come to finish it. But he just wanted to see her. He brought her presents and we had lunch before they went and played with the goats. She calls him her angel. Sometimes her angel in black. She remembers he was dressed all in black before.”
The girl chose that moment to run out into the living room and stand in front of Shane. In accented slow English, she asked him,
“You know my angel? He saved me and brought me here to play with the goats.”
Shane smiled at her, his heart fluttering as he stared at her innocent eyes.
“I do. Can I take a picture of you for him?”
He looked at her father,
“No one will see it but him, I promise.”
He nodded at Shane, who got his phone out. She nodded,
“With you.”
He laughed and as she climbed into his lap, he was nearly holding his breath. He held out the phone and took a photo of them, showing it to her for her approval. She laughed happily and told him it was good before scrambling down.
“Can I finish feeding the goats please papa?”
“Yes Irina, go finish. Make sure you latch the gate.”
She waved at Shane before skipping out the door. Her father watched her with a fond smile. Shane stood up and shook his hand.
“I promise you nothing changes. No one knows where you are, or that you’re alive. It will stay that way. Thank you for talking with me.”
“Thank you for keeping our secret. Truth be told, I thank him every day. Our lives are so much better here than they were. Please tell him that Luis says hello.”
Shane nodded and left, going straight to the airport. He stared at the picture of himself and the little girl while he sat there, finally moving it into a private locked folder. By the time he got home, he was exhausted, having not slept in almost two days. He slept for fourteen hours before getting up and making another plane reservation. Over the next two weeks, he proceeded to visit several of the people from Cliff’s pictures. Every story was basically the same. He showed up in their bedroom, ready to kill them, but gave them a choice. Die then, easily, fast and painlessly, or start a new life. By the time he was done talking to them, they all chose a new life, rather than taking a risk that someone worse would come after him. He was very persuasive apparently. He had no intention of visiting them all. It was clear that Cliff had told the truth. But he had two more on his list.
The first was in Sydney, Australia. Shane pulled up to the apartment and looked around. It was a bustling urban part of town, bars and restaurants everywhere. An interesting choice for his next visit. He knocked on the door and had to look twice at the man, he looked so much younger and care free. The man recognized him immediately and sighed, opening the door.
“Mr. Hollander. Come in.”
“Mr. Ivanov. Imagine seeing you here. Alive.”
“I can explain. It’s Abrams now”
“Oh I know, and you will. Mr. Abrams.”
They walked into a small living area and Shane sat on the couch as the man sat across from him in a chair. Shane looked at him and started,
“You knew. When I came to you telling you that you were in danger, you knew. He’d already been there.”
“Yes.”
“That’s why you didn’t look surprised or even very concerned.”
“Yes. He’d been there two weeks before. Explained what was going to happen and what my choices were. I was tired of that job, tired of dealing with dangerous people, it was nearly a dream come true to be able to leave and start over.”
“He was there. The night I was on security.”
“Yes. I let him up through the escape tunnel. He knocked out my guard and did some intricate measuring and splattering blood around. He was very precise.”
Shane thought about the handprint, the patterns that looked perfectly sprayed across the door and just shook his head. He would never have thought that it was manufactured and fake. It also meant that he had left the shell casing from his brother's gun for them to find. Ilya’s resourcefulness was quite something and honestly a little scary if Shane were being truthful with himself.
“He said we had to hurry, that he knew someone was there looking out for me. He took a picture, and we left. He had knocked a guard out by the fence, and he helped me get over before he scrambled over, making it look easy honestly.”
Shane nearly rolled his eyes, remembering how he thought at the time there was no way he could get over that fence. Fucking showoff.
“I had changed clothes, he gave me new documents, told me where to go and what to do. And here I am. Alive and happy. Are you here to ruin that?”
Shane shook his head.
“No. I just wanted to see that it was true.”
They talked for a while longer and Shane left, thoughts about everyone he had talked to swirling in his head as he went home. He stayed a couple of days before heading off again, he had one more that he was curious about, but made another stop first, which didn’t take long. Feeling lighter as he left and somewhat amused at the conversation he’d just had, he headed to the airport.
He sat on the plane, pulling his backpack into his lap. He pulled out the polaroid, which he took everywhere with him. He no longer looked at the back, just at the picture of Ilya. He took a deep breath and put it away, fidgeting in his seat. He was tired of planes, he’d never flown this much in his life. This was the last one though. This one was harder for him to believe. He arrived at the airport and groaned when he found his destination was still at least two hours away. It was early, he should be there before 10am as early as his plane had arrived. The car he’d hired was waiting and he tried to sleep in the back, but ended up just watching the scenery as they drove. He sent the car away, making arrangements for it to come back in a few hours.
He walked to the door of the well maintained house and knocked. No one answered, he knocked again. He groaned, perhaps he should have checked that someone was home before he sent his car off. Looking around, he decided it was fine. It was a beautiful area, the beach just down a path from the house it looked like. He walked down the path, taking his shoes off and carrying them. He turned away from the house and walked along the top of the beach, looking out at the water. Finding a secluded little spot, he sat down and leaned back, just watching the water. The sun sparkling off it was mesmerizing. He understood people that wanted to live in places like this, he thought he could possibly sit there forever. 
He eventually heard squealing and laughter and turned to look down the beach the other direction. There was a woman in the water surfing, along with a man on another board next to her. He watched them for a while. Every time they would come into the shallows, the man would show her something and they would try again. A lesson then. Eventually it looked like they were finished. They pulled their boards out of the water, the man collapsing on the sand as they laughed. She walked further up, away from the water. From here she looked lovely. Dark hair dripping down her back, a red bikini on, he wasn’t really sure how she was managing to surf with it staying on to be honest. She waved to someone he couldn’t see and he looked away, looking back over his stretch of water. 
As he thought about it, he wondered if that’s who he was looking for. She did have long dark hair. Of course that was a lot of people. It was hard to tell from here. He would wait and see if she or anyone was back at the house in an hour or so. He was just standing up, thinking he would walk more when he glanced up at where the people were. She was standing there wringing her hair out, leaning over partially. A man walked into view from the top of the beach, wearing a pair of shorts and nothing else. Shane’s breath caught in his chest as he looked at the man’s body, the body he knew intimately well, before slowly moving up to that curly hair that the sun was shining on like a halo. He felt like maybe he was in heaven as he watched him. But then his heart nearly stopped. He watched as the man walked to the woman and she hugged him tightly, giving him a kiss on his cheek. His arm went around her waist as she hugged him. Letting go, they waved at the man near the surfboards. She grabbed his hand, holding it, and pulling him back towards the path that Shane had come down. They walked together, her talking animatedly and him nodding and listening, holding hands the whole way as she tugged him along. 
Shane sank back down to the sand and watched the spot they had disappeared. He sat there for almost an hour, finally realizing he was being a coward. Getting up he walked back up the path, not seeing anyone along the way. He knocked the sand off his feet and slipped his shoes back on before knocking on the door. He heard a woman’s voice yelling to come in, Shane assumed she was expecting someone else. He opened the door, but didn’t actually venture inside. His heart was pounding though, he would kill Cliff if he ever saw him again.
“Hello?”
The woman walked over, frowning as she looked him up and down. She had pulled on a sundress over her swimsuit it appeared. He clearly was not who she was expecting to see. She looked remarkably like the body he had seen however. And exactly like the picture Cliff had left him. It was a little disconcerting to think he’d seen this woman dead. Or thought he had.
She stared at him for a moment, before waving him inside.
“Well come inside, before you let all the flies in. Shoes there.”
She pointed and Shane nearly smiled as he toed his shoes off and put them by the door. Another pair thrown haphazardly somewhat close to the door, something he’d seen many times at his apartment. She waved him in and pointed at the table, going into the kitchen. He didn’t go though and just stood looking around, finally asking her,
“You would be Anastasia Mikhailov?”
Without looking back at him as she reached up into a cabinet, she shook her head and spoke,
“That is not my name.”
She turned back to him with a gun in her hand, pointed straight at him.
He stared at her for a second and held his hands up slightly in front of him to show he had nothing.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you. It’s your old name isn’t it? I’m not here to cause trouble.”
She glared at him as she walked around him, giving him a wide berth and went near the hallway and just yelled,
“Ilyusha. Please. I need you.”
She looked at him again as she waited,
“Why are you here?”
“I just wanted to see that you weren’t actually dead. I swear. Nothing else. No one else knows. You are her, right?”
She pointed again at the table.
“Sit please.”
He walked slowly to the table and sat, not taking his eyes off the gun. She sat across from him, the gun on the table, her hand still on it as she looked at him.
“Why are you really here?”
“I told you already. I wanted to see if you were actually alive. I had doubts.”
“Who told you?”
He shook his head, unwilling to give that information right now.
“Are you here to turn in Ilyusha?”
“No. I would not. If I was going to do that, it would have been weeks ago.”
“You should not be here. You should just stay away.”
“I didn’t know he was here. I really came to see you.”
She laughed, it would have been a nice laugh had her hand not still been on the gun.
“I don’t believe you.”
He shrugged,
“It’s the truth.”
Shane heard grumbling and he nearly melted as Ilya walked in, clearly having showered, a different pair of shorts on and his curls towel dried and still damp. He was running a towel through it still and not looking up.
“Eva, did you yell at me?”
“Yes. Took you long enough.”
“What did you wa…”
He pulled the towel off his head and looked over at them. His mouth snapped shut and he just stopped talking. They both just stared at each other. When their eyes met, Shane felt his entire body warm, an explosion happening inside of him as his heart started working overtime. The blood was rushing through his veins, a pounding sound in his ears. He stood slowly, keeping a hand on the table to steady himself. It was as if his life had been moving in slow motion without him even realizing it and suddenly everything crashed together in a blur. Too many thoughts were running through his head, he just stared, saying nothing, trying to blink away the emotions he was feeling.  
The woman, Eva, stood up, the gun still in her hand, pointing in Shane’s general direction.
Ilya noticed it and frowned, walking to her, his eyes going back to Shane, flitting over every feature of him even as he spoke to her.
“What the fuck are you doing. Give me that.”
She handed it to him, leaning slightly against him as she did. He took it from her and stepped away, frowning down at her.
“Do not ever point a gun at him.”
She rolled her eyes, walking off a few steps, watching them.
“He shouldn’t be here Ilyusha. You know that. How did he even know where we were?”
Ilya was not listening however. He set the gun down on the table as he stared at Shane, not sure he was seeing things correctly. Maybe he was hallucinating. Shane watched him take a step, then another, until he was around the table and right in front of Shane. He inhaled sharply as those strong fingers reached up and brushed across his cheeks as if testing to be sure he was real. He blinked up at those eyes that were definitely green today and suddenly his thoughts stopped functioning as those fingers were on his chin, tilting his head up, holding him still as Ilya’s lips came crashing down on his as he was pulled tight against Ilya. Shane’s body had not forgotten in the months they had been separated and it molded to Ilya’s like they’d never been apart, one hand tangling immediately in those damp curls, as his mouth yielded to Ilya’s tongue and let him take what he wanted.
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      Chapter 56: Would you lie with me and just forget the world?
  


    Chapter Summary

    Ilya and Shane meet up again. They might, just might have some hot reunion sex. Eva is up to her silly teasing and Cliff gets an earful about telling Shane things.



    Chapter Notes

      Honestly, this is reunion smut. There's a little tiny bit of plot talking. Cliff comes in, gets yelled at a little. Eva tries to play her games. But it's mostly reunion smut. If that's your thing, enjoy. ❤️

Chapter Title is from Chasing Cars by Snow Patrol







  Cliff had come back and Ilya had to admit to himself that he was glad. He had breathed a sigh of relief when the man had walked back in after his weekend away. He’d been light on details about what he’d done, just laughing at Ilya, saying he didn’t kiss and tell. He was still watching Ilya very carefully, so he tried to keep a smile on his face most of the time. Even if it wasn’t reaching his eyes. He looked at his email often, just staring at it, arguing with himself in his head, until he would finally close the screen, just to shut the voices up momentarily. He didn’t want to do it. But he was sinking lower and lower every day and he could feel it.
Eva was doing her best to keep him occupied. She dragged him along on all her errands to town, for walks on the beach, and made sure he ate with her. The flirting still happened non-stop but now it was more of an almost joke to them. To him anyway. He had a feeling if he suddenly turned to her and told her he was interested, that she might still take him up on it. The thought never even crossed his mind though. 
He’d been in the beach town one evening and stopped to have a drink, sitting out on a patio at a small pub there. Another man had sat, uninvited with him, bringing him another drink. He was attractive. Tall, slender, blonde, outgoing, cracking jokes. The exact opposite of the man who was imprinted on his brain. Ilya let him sit though and drank his drink, smiling at the right times. He flirted a little as he watched the man speak about another bar they should go check out, maybe do some dancing. Ilya tried to picture the man’s hands on him, Ilya’s mouth on him. It nearly made him want to vomit. He stood suddenly, thanking the man for the drink and apologizing. He dropped money on the table to cover the drink and walked away, the other man apologizing as well. For what, Ilya wasn’t sure.
He walked back to the house and lay in bed, looking at the pills again. Going so far as to open them and dump the entire bottle into his hand. He thought about his mama. Wondered how her accident had happened. Like this? Was she just lying in bed that morning and suddenly she just never woke up? The thought had him dumping the pills back in the bottle and dropping it back in the drawer.
The next two and a half weeks were the same. He exercised too much, walked, started running again, even threw in some swimming, all trying to get his strength where it used to be. The pain was a constant at this point. He’d talked to Barnett who came back and forth a lot. They’d even gone on an almost three hour trip to a larger hospital where he got them to run some extra tests and MRI type scans. He’d looked at the results and pointed a few things out to Ilya. The spot in the bone where there was still a small fracture, the scar tissue that was surrounding it and trying to grab hold of the bone. Ilya just wanted the worst outcome. Barnett told him, matter of factly,
“The worst outcome is this. You get the strength back, but there’s always pain. The best outcome is that you get the strength back, that small fracture eventually heals and it feels better. It’s probably never going to feel as good as it did. You’ll be just as strong. But you may always have twinges of pain there, maybe sometimes sharp ones. Hopefully not though. It’s slow. Could be six months before we see if that fracture heals.”
Ilya rotated the arm and nodded. Pain he could live with. Maybe. As long as he could do what he wanted with the arm.
Barnett had gone back to New York to discuss what he wanted to do with his wife. He was partly waiting to see what Ilya was doing. Were they staying there? Ilya didn’t know. He’d talked with Cliff about it a few times and they were undecided. For now, they were staying. They were hidden, Ilya had plenty of ways to work out, and Cliff could come and go if he wanted. It worked. Eva liked the company also. If it were up to her, they’d stay permanently. Maybe they would. Maybe he could work from here. Once in a while. Just to get the violence out of him. Maybe.
He had gone down to the beach to watch one of Eva’s lessons, she was actually getting pretty good, although he thought she and the instructor flirted more than actually learned anything new at this point. When they were done, he’d gotten up from his seat and walked down closer to the water where she was wringing out her hair. She looked up and was grinning as she gave him a hug, kissing his cheek, clearly excited at her progress. His arm slipped around her waist as she hugged him, just a familiar gesture at this point. He let go and they waved at Marc, who maybe was coming by later for dinner. Ilya couldn’t keep up. Eva grabbed his hand and pulled him along the beach, chattering about the last run she’d had and did he see, and did he think it was better than the day before. He let himself be tugged along, a smile on his face as he nodded, yes it was so much better. He laughed as she just pulled him along with the promise of some kind of cake for after dinner.
They’d sat on the porch and drank some lemonade, his with a tiny drop of vodka in it. Eventually, he went inside to shower while she was going to figure out the cake she wanted to make for him. It was for him, he had no doubt. She always tried to keep something he would like, tempting him to eat more.
He was still in the shower when he heard her yell something. He just rolled his eyes and finished rinsing his hair. She was always yelling about something, he’d learned to tune her out on most occasions. When he was finished, he dressed in a new pair of shorts and walked out while he was trying to towel dry his hair. He needed a haircut, the curls were getting ridiculously long. His head was tilted down as he rubbed at the back, asking if she had yelled at him. She confirmed that she did and he was asking her, as he pulled the towel off his head and shook it lightly,
“What did you wa…”
He froze. His eyes closed for just a second as he shook his head again. He had maybe been out in the sun too long. He stared at those dark eyes, nearly drowning in them, they were here, looking at him, and not with hatred. His eyes caught movement and he gave a quick glance at Eva, frowning as he realized she was holding his new gun. What the fuck was going on. He went to her, holding out his hand, even as he still kept his eyes on Shane. Looking at his eyes, his hair, his beautiful fucking freckles, that body that Ilya wanted to worship.
“What the fuck are you doing? Give me that?”
His eyes finally came to her as she placed it in his hand and purposely leaned against him. No, he would be having none of that shit right now, not while he didn’t know what was going on. Not to mention she was holding a gun on his Shane. He stepped away so she was no longer against  him as he took the gun and gave her a warning,
‘Do not ever point a gun at him.”
He watched as she rolled her eyes and took a few steps back.
“He shouldn’t be here Ilyusha. You know that. How did he even know where we were?”
He had stopped listening to her though as his eyes were back on Shane. He didn’t know how he was here, he didn’t care how he was here. He was here. Ilya wanted to launch himself at the other man, but managed to take slow steps around the table. His hand reached out and he let his fingers brush gently across the freckles, taking a sharp inhale when they actually met warm skin. He was real. Ilya wasn’t going crazy. He didn’t ask what he was doing here, he said absolutely nothing. His fingers moved to Shane’s chin and tilted his face up and he let his lips frantically crash down on Shane’s. He felt that body press against his and his hand, oh god his hand in Ilya’s curls nearly sent him to his knees. He had missed it so much. Shane’s lips opened to Ilya's seeking tongue and Ilya moaned his happiness. The kiss was all tongues and teeth clashing, soft noises from both of them as Shane’s hand tightened in his hair. Ilya could have kissed him forever if Eva hadn’t been her normal, smart ass self.
“Fucking hot. Damn.”
Ilya ignored her and his mouth pulled away, only to find Shane’s ear, his neck, his collarbone. Ilya’s tongue leaving a damp trail as he scattered kisses along and followed with his tongue. Shane was hardening against his leg and Ilya wanted him so badly. He didn’t know what he’d done to deserve this fevered dream of a day, but he would take it. He would worry about other things later, right now, he just needed him naked. His hands were at Shane’s shirt, tugging it up when she finally spoke again, drawing Shane’s attention, which then drew Ilyas when Shane’s body pulled back.
“Ok, while it really is hot and it would probably do crazy things for me just to keep watching, perhaps you want to go to your room Ilya? Or better yet, Barnett’s house? He’s in New York isn’t he?”
He continued pulling Shane’s shirt over his head, the other man not really resisting even though he was looking at Eva and finally back to Ilya, his eyes so gone already. They still hadn’t said a word to each other, Ilya having been on him so fast and his brain telling him maybe it was better not to talk.
Dropping the shirt to the ground, his mouth going down to lick Shane’s collarbone, he was finally forced to focus when Shane’s hand tightened again in his hair and pulled his head up.
‘Fuck. Barnett’s is too far. You go there.”
He tried to get back to Shane’s neck, but that hand wasn’t loosening, which was actually doing insane things to his cock.
“It’s my fucking house Ilya,”
“And I’m about to fuck him all over it, so leave or watch, I dont fucking care, but shut up Eva.”
She burst out laughing, causing a groan from Ilya as he tugged Shane towards his room,
“Not kidding, not shutting the door.”
“You’re vicious when you’re horny Ilyusha, damn. I’ll go for a walk.”
“Long one,”
Shane allowed himself to be pulled along, his hand gentle on Ilya’s curls, still having said not a word. He just kept his eyes on Ilya, drinking in every mole, every freckle, every scar. His eyes lingered on the new ones which were still dark and raised. Ilya pulled him to the bed, and fumbled with his pants, eventually pushing them slowly down Shane’s legs, his boxers going with them. Ilya was on his knees in an instant, pulling them down and watching as Shane stepped out of them. He stayed on his knees, his lips kissing Shane’s knee, his tongue coming up to slowly lick up his thigh as one hand slowly wrapped around Shane’s cock. His eyes closed as he continued to lick his way up Shane’s leg, a low moan escaping his throat at the feel of that warm, throbbing, velvet skin in his hand again finally. He stroked him gently, his mouth working its way up, his tongue coming out to lick over one of his balls before following his finger up the underside of the cock that was jerking in his hand. 
Being on his knees gave Shane another excuse to grab his hair tighter. The room was cool, but the warmth of Ilya’s mouth as it took him in, made Shane shiver, his knees nearly giving out. Ilya noticed and pulled off, Shane making a noise of dismay, an even bigger noise when Ilya forced his hand off his head.
“Shhh, lay down kotik, please. Before you fall.”
Shane, realizing how close he was to the bed, just took a step backwards, sitting on the bed, and scooting back on it, watching as Ilya’s shorts were pushed down, freeing him. Ilya climbed on the bed between Shane’s legs, his mouth immediately back on him, one hand holding Shane’s left thigh out away from him, his fingers digging into the muscle. The other was immediately at Shane’s mouth, his thumb going in as Shane took it and sucked it into his mouth. Ilya let his tongue tease the tip of Shane’s cock, licking away the liquid there and letting the tip of his tongue wiggle a little deeper as Shane’s hips flew off the bed. Smiling, he let go of the leg he was holding, and the hand went to splay out over Shane’s abs, holding him down as he swallowed all of that beautiful cock into his throat. He hummed around him, hollowing his cheeks as he fucked him with his mouth, taking him all the way out before letting him hit the back of his throat over and over. Moans and noises were coming from Shane constantly around his thumb and when that body tensed under his hand, he smiled and pulled up just enough to tease him,
“Yesss, still such a good boy for me, let me have you, let me taste you. Please Shane, now.”
Shane spoke the first actual words he had uttered since he’d first seen Ilya, tearing from his lips as Ilya made him come, swallowing hot spurt after spurt of him down,
“Fuuuckkk, oh my god Ilya, pleaseee.”
When Shane was soft in his mouth, Ilya let him slide out, his tongue trailing along the top of him, and he moved up to lie on top of the body that was trembling under him. Shane’s cheeks were wet and Ilya swiped at them with his thumb before letting his lips take Shane’s again, his tongue exploring slower and gently this time. He sucked softly on Shane’s tongue before pulling back and pressing his lips against the corner of his mouth, finally looking down at him. The eyes looking back at him were blown and unfocused and the most beautiful thing Ilya had ever seen.
He let his hand run through that dark hair and Shane’s nails ran up and down his back before coming to his jaw and holding Ilya still. His voice was soft and almost serious as he whispered,
“I hate you.”
There was a smile on his lips though and Ilya gazed back at him with an almost overwhelmed look,
“It’s ok, I love you enough for both of us.”
He kissed his lips again, then his neck, then his nipple, sucking it softly before nipping at it. Shane’s hands tangled in his hair again and pulled his head up, staring at Ilya for a few seconds, searching his eyes.
“What is it, Shane? Just say it.”
He got a lazy smile,
“Will you fuck me please.”
Ilya sucked in a breath, having been sure something had been about to crumble his happiness. Nodding slowly, his own eyes going a little unfocused,
“All day and all night. You will have to beg me to stop.”
He reached into the nightstand, grabbing a bottle of lube and glancing down at Shane as he realized,
“Shane, I don’t have condoms. Do you want to wait?”
A shake of the head,
“No. Now, I want to feel you. All of you. Want to feel you fill me up and explode in me.”
Ilya needed no further encouragement.
Shane’s legs were up, Ilya’s fingers gripping them tightly as his tongue went immediately to his opening, circling gently, teasing, lapping at him as the body he was holding moved against him, trying to force him in. He pulled back and leaned over to nip at a thigh he held,
“Hold still.”
His eyes closed as Shane did exactly that, nothing moving, just muscles under Ilya’s hands twitching as he tried to hold himself without moving. Cooing at him, Ilya teased him, his mouth right in front of that hole, his breath hot against it,
“Such a good boy. Still all mine.”
“Yess, oh my god yes. Only for you.”
Ilya let his tongue press firmly against that muscle, lapping at him again, eventually pushing slowly into that firmness until it gave way and let him in. Shane’s back arched off the bed and he let out a soft whimper, until he covered his mouth with his arm, trying to be quiet. Ilya immediately pulled his tongue back, causing a cascade of noise to come from under that arm. He hooked one of Shane’s legs over his shoulder so he could reach up and pull the arm away from those red, lush, lips.
“No. I want to hear you. Every moan, every whimper, every noise that you make just for me. I want to hear it all. She’s gone, she will not hear. I want it. It’s mine.”
“Ohh fuck, then do it, I want to feel you. Please Ilya.”
Ilya’s eyes closed as he heard his name come from that mouth,
“Say it again”
Shane looked at him, breathing hard through his mouth,
“Say what,”
“My name. I want to hear it, I have missed you saying it and screaming it.”
Shane smiled and reached a hand up to touch Ilya’s cheek, his voice was raspy and low,
“Ilya. My Ilya. Only mine. Will you please fuck me now, I’ll be good for you. Please Ilya?”
His tongue was back inside Shane instantly, groaning against him, he let Shane move and let that ass come up again and again, pushing his tongue in farther as he sucked at him. When he finally pulled back, Shane was whining,
“Please Ilya, now.”
He dripped lube on his fingers and  wasted no time in pushing one inside, Shane’s contented sigh making his cock throb against his stomach and the bed, leaking out onto the sheet.
“Fuuck yes, more, more please more.”
He watched his finger go into that hole a few times, crooking ever so slightly until Shane arched off the bed again, howling Ilya’s name. A slow smile grew across Ilya’s lips, pursing into that cupid’s bow that Shane loved to look at. Another finger joined the first and began moving, watching as Shane pushed against his hand, fucking himself on Ilya’s fingers. Those fingers moved, opening him slowly, scissoring back and forth, one of Ilya’s hands reaching down to play with his cock at the same time. 
“Fuck Ilya, now, I want it now. Hard. Please. Please,”
“Shane, if you haven’t been with anyone, this is not enough, you’re not ready.”
He realized as he said it that he didn’t want to know the answer to that, but Shane shook his head,
“No one. Only yours. I told you. Forever. I want you now, it’s good enough. I don’t care, fucking put your cock in me now Ilya.”
Ilya stared at him for a moment before letting his fingers come sliding out, his entire body shuddering at the noise Shane made as he begged for Ilya’s cock. Letting lube fall onto him, he slicked himself up, and nudged up against Shane’s hole.
“You are sure kotik?”
Shane pushed back, letting the tip of Ilya slide into him as he moaned and pushed back farther. Ilya watched as that hole stretched impossibly wide around him and Shane whimpered. It sounded like half pain, half pleasure and Ilya looked down at his face, gauging,
“Ilya now, I want it, don’t care if it hurts.”
Smiling, and grabbing those hips tightly, he pushed slowly all the way in, until he was fully seated, his balls against Shane’s skin. Shane let out another whimper, his mouth open, eyes closed, back arched, sweat covering his chest. Ilya let him adjust and then moved, all the way out, Shane’s cries like music to his ears. He leaned over as he pushed in, looking at the cross on Shane’s chest. He kissed it once before moving up to those swollen lips and capturing them as he fucked him slowly. Only when Shane was begging against his mouth, did he reach down to grab the cock that was leaking onto Shane’s stomach and begin moving faster, harder, skin slapping into the room as Shane made those delicious noises that he wanted.
His hand played with him, as he moved his hips just a little to start hitting that spot that Shane loved. It didn’t take long again before he was begging Ilya to come.
“Oh my fucking god Ilya, so good to me. I love you so much, please I need to come, please.”
Ilya stroked him a few more times, biting his own lip so that he didn’t come, as he whispered to him,
“Yes, come all over my hand. Right now Shane.”
He slowed his hips down, barely moving as Shane panted and groaned while his cock let loose all over Ilya’s hand and Shane’s stomach. Ilya watched it, fascinated with it shooting out across their skin together. His own cock was being squeezed and teased and he was completely still now, not wanting to come yet. His breath was ragged and he waited for Shane’s trembling to stop before he removed his hand and brought it to his mouth, licking Shane’s come off it before leaning over Shane,
“Open, take it.”
Shane’s eyes were barely there, but his mouth opened obediently, his tongue waiting. Ilya spit the come into his mouth and watched Shane swallow it. His mouth crashed down onto Shane’s, tasting it again, their spit and come covering both of them. He was still hard inside of Shane and he wanted so badly to flip him, but wasn’t sure his shoulder would manage. He pulled slowly out, Shane protesting the whole way.
Ilya tapped his hip and whispered, wiping his sweaty curls off his forehead,
“Over. On all fours.”
When Shane was up, he lined his cock up with that hole and watched it take him as he pushed all the way back into it. Shane’s hips slammed back against him and they both gave up, noises coming from them both, Russian, English, names, nonsense, it all came tumbling out as Ilya pushed his head down to the bed, that back arching impossibly as Ilya fucked him. Ilya whispered against his shoulder,
“I want you to come again for me Shane, yes? You can be good for me? A good boy? Do what I want?”
His head shook no against the bed and he cried out, both in pleasure and frustration,
“I can’t. I don’t think I can Ilya, please. Too much.”
“Mmmm, I think you can. I think you want to. For me.”
Shane nodded, whispering,
“Please, yes. Make me. For just you.”
Ilya smiled behind him and leaned over, reaching around those hips which for all Shane’s protests were slamming back into him over and over. Taking hold of him, he stroked him, squeezing gently every time, teasing him back to life as he lifted a foot and went at a different angle, suddenly hitting the right spot with every stroke. Shane was biting the blanket as he made noises, and Ilya pulled on his hair until his head came up away from the bed.
“I want to hear it.”
Shane nodded, his head going back down, but every noise he made was audible now,
“M'sorry, yes, oh fuck yes. Oh god, too much too much too much, fuck.”
His cock was jerking in Ilya’s hand, but he slowed down a little,
“Color?”
“Green fuck oh my god.”
Ilya was about to explode and didn’t think he’d be able to stop himself this time. He leaned over and bit Shane’s shoulder, sucking on it, as he slammed into him again, skin slapping and sweat covering both of them as it dripped down their bodies.
“Oh god, coming, need to come, please can I.”
“Yes Shane, do it, come for me, last time. Please, right now.”
Ilya felt it, he didn’t have a lot left, but a warm wetness spilled out from Shane and onto Ilya’s fingers again. This time as that tight hole clenched and moved around him, the walls tightening around him, Ilya let go, his orgasm crashing over him in waves as he felt himself filling Shane’s hole with his own hot come, exploding out into that tightness.
Shane collapsed onto the bed, panting and still letting out an occasional soft noise as Ilya let himself lay on top of him for a few minutes, staying inside him, just feeling the wetness leak out around him. He finally pulled back and rolled to the side, leaving a leg thrown over Shane’s as his fingers slowly caressed the other man’s back. Shane eventually turned his head so he was looking at Ilya, his eyes looking at every spot on Ilya’s face.
He let a finger come out and touch the mole on Ilya’s cheek before leaning towards him and kissing him gently.
Ilya was watching him, afraid to speak too much, afraid that anything they said would break the spell and things would go back to how they had been. But Shane just smiled and told him, his voice quiet,
“I missed you.”
Ilya took a deep breath and leaned his forehead against Shane’s,
“I missed you too. So much. I just want to lay here with you and forget the world.”
They lay there and did just that for a long while, just looking at each other, touching, stroking, neither one wanting to break contact. Eventually Ilya sat up partially.
“Come shower. It’s not as nice as mine, but it will make do.”
Shane allowed himself to be pulled up and led to the shower, looking at the scar on Ilya’s back where the bullet had exited. He bit his lip but said nothing, letting Ilya push him into the shower once the water was right. He let Ilya wash him off, but when he turned to do the same, he saw the scar on his upper chest. He leaned over and kissed it gently, his hand dropping to palm Ilya’s softness, which chubbed up a little at the touch. Keeping eye contact, he dropped to his knees and looked up through his lashes and took that semi-hardness into his mouth. Ilya groaned and let a hand rest on the back of Shane’s head, just resting, not moving. He let Shane go at his own pace, a hand playing with his balls at the same time. 
“Ohh gods, that feels good. You know what I like, oh fuck yes. You’re gonna make me come Shane.”
It didn’t take him long, the warm water soothing his shoulder and that even warmer mouth around him teasing him with that tongue, hands stroking and rolling his balls. His fingers tightened on Shane’s head as the man worked him until he came again, swallowing him down, licking him off before coming up to kiss him deeply, the water flowing around both of them. Ilya wrapped his arms around Shane’s body and held him close for a moment, finally letting him go.
They dried off and Ilya found Shane a pair of shorts that fit ok and a tshirt, and pulled one out for him also. He changed the sheets on the bed, before pulling him out into the living room. Eva was in the kitchen, cooking something that smelled beautiful, and she looked at them and smirked.
“So fucking hot.”
“Shut up Eva.”
Shane blushed and Ilya nearly dropped to his knees again at the sight. He got a Coke and a water, pulling Shane onto the couch next to him and handing him the water.
“I do not have ginger ale. I’m sorry. I will get some if you will be staying…”
His voice trailed off, hopeful and Shane just looked at him and took a breath. Eva chose that moment to pipe up,
“Oh, there was a car here for you, I sent it away. He said you could call when you wanted him to come back.”
Shane winced,
“Oh. I forgot he was coming back. I’m sorry.”
Ilya watched him,
“You were leaving again so soon?”
Shane looked from him to Eva, having a hard time thinking of her as that instead of Anastasia.
“Ilya, I told Eva earlier. I didn’t know you were here. Truly. If I had known, I’d have been here a long time ago.”
Ilya stared at him, his mind working through that.
“Then why?”
Cliff, with his ever wonderful timing, chose that moment to walk in from town. He looked at the two of them as they stared up at him and turned right back around and started to leave.
“Marleau.”
“Hmmm? I think I forgot something. Be back later.”
“Stop. Sit.”
Cliff looked from Ilya to Shane and perched on the edge of a chair near the door, clearly intending to bolt as soon as he could.
Ilya pulled Shane closer, resting his chin on the top of Shane’s head as he rested it against Ilya’s chest.
“Shane. Why are you here if you did not know I was here?”
Shane stared at Cliff and arched an eyebrow, not about to let him off the hook. Not after all those ignored phone calls and texts.
“You can ask Cliff.”
“I’m asking you zhizn moya.”
“Well I’m telling you to ask Cliff.”
Cliff tried to head this conversation off,
“Ilya. He’s here. That’s all that matters.”
“No. It is not. What did you do?”
“I might have accidentally flown to New York instead of Mexico.”
Ilya just stared, even Eva had come in to listen.
“Accidentally. And how did this result in Shane being here?”
“I might have also accidentally gone to his apartment to talk to him. About you.”
“Marleau.”
Shane just pressed closer to Ilya, one hand on his thigh, moving back and forth.
“I went to see him. You were in a bad way and I was worried. So I went to see him to tell him that if he wanted you then he needed to fight for you.”
“And you told him where Eva was. But not me. How does that possibly make any sense?”
Cliff looked at Shane who just shook his head. He did reach into his pocket though where he had put his phone, pulling it out and opening it. He scrolled through to the folder he wanted and opened the picture he had taken. Handing the phone to Ilya, but saying nothing.”
Ilya looked down at it and his mouth opened slightly in surprise. He smiled at it before turning to show it to Marleau.
“What a lovely picture of Shane and Irina. I wonder where he met her.”
Cliff just stared at him. Finally shaking his head, he started in,
“Ilya. You were in a bad way. You weren’t yourself and you were getting worse.”
He was interrupted,
“So you tell someone things about people that could get them killed?”
“That’s not fair. He’s not going to kill them. He’s not going to tell anyone. He was trying to get out of his own head about you. I thought it might help to know you hadn’t actually killed that many people, especially lately.”
“Marleau, those things could get people hurt.”
“So you don’t trust your own… whatever you are now? Boyfriend still?”
Shane sat impossibly still in his arms, not breathing. Ilya, not sure what the right answer here was, leaned over and tilted his face up, giving him a quick kiss.
“Boyfriend. I do trust him. But you should still not have done it without asking me.”
“You would have said no! You’re so hung up on not letting him get hurt, that you forget he’s a fucking adult. He can make his own decision. And if his decision is to be with you, and that’s what you want also, then you don’t get to make that decision for him. He can figure out what he can live with. Not you doing it for him.”
Ilya took a deep breath and Shane just watched Cliff’s face.
“So you tell him some people are not dead. And what, Shane, you just went to see some of them?”
He shrugged,
“Yeah. It seemed hard for me to believe. So I wanted to see. Not all of them, just a few. Irina and her father. Ambassador Ivanov, Eva was going to be the last. Her case made me curious. There was a body for that one, which to be honest, please don’t tell me about. I don’t even want to know.”
Eva was grinning at him and he tried not to smile back. He wasn’t sure what he thought about her yet, especially since she’d pulled a gun on him.
“I saw her on the beach, surfing. The next thing I know, you were walking out on the sand looking like a fucking golden god.”
Eva rolled her eyes, 
“Oh my god, don’t make his head even bigger.”
Ilya was still staring at Cliff, but spoke to Shane, holding his breath almost,
“And now that you know? What will you do?”
“Nothing. We’ve already charged someone with her murder. Some of the others as well.”
“Ahhh yes, my dearest brother.”
Shane flinched and Ilya tightened his arms around him, shaking his head,
“No. It’s ok. He’s an asshole. I told you that.”
Eva got up and walked back towards the kitchen.
“I’m finishing dinner. Shane, I don’t know what you like, I didn’t know you would be here, so you are stuck with pasta. Also a salad. If you’re staying, that is. Oh, sorry about the gun thing.”
He pulled back and looked up at Ilya, almost tentatively,
“Do you want me to go? I won’t tell anyone about the people. I’m so happy their alive, I wouldn’t dream of it.”
Cliff relaxed in his chair and Ilya was immediately shaking his head, telling him in Russian,
“I never want you to go. You know that.”
Shane thought about the words he wanted and finally answered,
“I don’t know that. You left me. I know I pushed you away, but you disappeared.”
Ilya nodded and glanced at Eva, who just grinned at him,
“We can talk about it later, away from Mrs Nosy over there.”
She laughed and spoke back to both of them, only Cliff looking at them annoyed,
“You didn’t tell me he spoke Russian Ilyusha. Hot and I can talk to him.”
She came over and plopped herself down into Shane’s lap so fast he had no choice but to throw his arms around her so she didn’t fall. Cliff gave him a wry grin and Ilya just sighed. She spoke in English though,
“I’ve decided I like you. You can stay. Maybe we can be goood friends.”
Shane had no idea what he was supposed to do with this or with her on his lap.
“Ummm, right. Maybe.”
“Eva get up. He doesn’t like women.”
“Yes, Ilyusha, so you've told me. But I’m not like most women. Maybe we can all have a good time? You do owe me you know. And you guys were fucking hot earlier. Thanks for not closing the door.”
Ilya groaned and knew Shane was probably bright red.
“You were not watching. Just shove her off Shane, she acts ridiculous sometimes. Cliff, help.”
“Oh now you want my help? A minute ago you were ready to kill me.”
“I still am. You can live five minutes longer if you get her off of him.”
Giving an exaggerated groan, Cliff stood and held his hand out to her. She took it and slowly got up, coming close and giving him a hug. 
“No one appreciates me here.”
Ilya shook his head,
“Not true, your cooking is fantastic.”
“No cake for you, all for Shane.”
“Jokes on you Eva, he doesn’t eat sweets very often. But I will let him feed it to me.”
She rolled her eyes as she walked back to the kitchen. Shane was sitting there completely bewildered by this interaction, but starting to smile. He pulled back and leaned up to kiss Ilya’s neck.
“Don’t be mad at Cliff. If he hadn’t come, I wouldn’t be here. And I’m so glad that I’m here.”
“Me too. But I can still be mad at him.”
He was smiling though, but he gave Cliff a small glare that he knew meant they’d be having more words about it later. Whatever. He’d been bitched at before, it would be fine. They ate dinner, Eva opening a couple bottles of wine. Shane told her after the first few bites,
“He is right, you know. Great cook. Thank you for dinner.”
They finished eating and Cliff disappeared to his room, to avoid any further questioning most likely. Feeling quite full and sleepy and the happiest he’d been in weeks, Shane did not protest when Ilya pulled him onto his lap on the couch, just as Eva brought him a piece of cake. He shook his head,
“I really don’t… “
“Oh it’s not for you, it’s for him. I want to see this.”
Shane realized what she was talking about and shook his head amused. Ilya however, thought it was a wonderful idea. He whispered in Shane’s ear and a slow pink started on his cheeks, to the tips of his ears and down his neck.
Eva was watching and smiled, delighted.
“Well that’s the cutest thing I’ve ever seen.”
Shane ignored her, but picked up the fork and proceeded to feed Ilya bites of cake, occasionally taking a small bite for himself. She ate her piece and laughed again,
“You guys are the most adorable thing ever. I see why he wanted nothing to do with me. Especially with those noises…”
“Eva.”
Ilya’s voice was a warning tone,
“Oh please. If he’s with you, he’s used to teasing.”
“Yes, from me. Not you.”
Shane shook his head,
“It’s fine. She wants to test. I get it.”
“No, she doesn’t. That’s just how she actually is.”
Shane laughed at the same time as Eva. He fed Ilya another bite, watching his lips slide over the fork and felt himself twitch. He wiggled just a little and Ilya tightened his arms,
“Not yet.”
Eva’s phone rang and she got up to get it, talking happily for a few minutes before glancing at Ilya.
“Mmmm, he’s sort of busy right now. I can tell him later.”
Ilya just looked at her and then back to Shane, taking another bite, letting his tongue come out and lick his lips. Deciding to be a pest, he dragged a finger through the icing and held it up to Shane’s mouth, which immediately opened for him and licked it off, much more sensuously than was called for. He groaned as Shane smiled.
“Ilya. That was my father.”
That perked both Shane and Ilya up though for completely different reasons. Shane was suddenly remembering who her father was and their interaction with the body. His reluctance to let them do an autopsy suddenly made all the sense in the world, especially considering he clearly knew where she was.
Ilya straightened up a little and just nodded at her,
“I’ll call him back later.”
Shane immediately tensed, but Ilya leaned over to his ear and licked it, before whispering to him.
“No lying. I promised. It still holds. I will tell you. After you’ve screamed my name again.”
Shane relaxed and nodded at the words. He tapped Shane on the hip,
“Up,”
Shane just leaned against him, being lazy. Ilya leaned over and whispered in his ear,
“Get up so we can go somewhere private or I am not responsible for what happens.”
Having had a glass of wine too many maybe, or maybe just because he was tired, or maybe even because he was being bratty and in a testing mood, he sat there and just snuggled against Ilya’s chest with his back. Ilya smiled behind him, loving him even more as he nodded.
“Ok. You want to play. I understand.”
Shane suddenly didn’t like the dangerous purr in his voice and shook his head, starting to get up, but found himself held down by an iron arm across his chest.
“No no, you wanted to stay. You think because we did not see each other for a while that you can be naughty.”
“Ilya no,”
“SHhhhh. Quiet.”
Eva was watching them, sipping a glass of wine from across the room, a small smile on her face.
Shane shook his head, and tried to move again, the arm tightening and Ilya’s other hand coming up around his throat, tilting his head back.
“Hold still.”
Shane stopped moving, but his breathing picked up. Ilya's mouth came to his neck and licked it, kissing it, moving down to reach that spot he loved at the base of Shane’s neck. It had been long enough, that he asked softly,
“Can I?”
Shane’s breath hitched, but he nodded, his eyes on Eva who was making no move to leave. Ilya licked him again and whispered to him,
“I want to hear it.”
Shane shook his head,
“Please not here.”
“I tried to get you up kotik, you did not want to move. I want you. So here we are.”
His mouth went back to his spot and licked and nibbled, his hand going between Shane’s legs, just resting on the fabric over his cock.
“Please.”
“Please what. Please do what I want with you? I will. Thank you.”
He licked the spot again, his hand pressing down on Shane’s cock, just touching, not moving. His teeth sank in softly and when Shane gave him the noise he wanted, he bit down firmer, closing his eyes as the softness under his hand started to harden. Shane’s head tilted and his eyes closed and he moaned softly as his mouth opened. Ilya’s hand moved gently, just a little, causing another, louder moan. He let go of Shane’s neck and looked up to where Eva was looking at them, a little wide-eyed. Her cheeks were pink, which he’d never actually seen before. He nearly laughed. She got up,
“I’m, I’m going to bed.”
Shane’s eyes opened, so far gone already, that he really didn’t care anymore, but Ilya knew he would be mortified later. He had no intention of going any further though, even if Eva was not up and moving. He was merely proving a point. He laughed outloud, taking his hand away, smiling when Shane made a displeased noise.
“Kotik, you did not want to move, you wanted to test me. I told you once to never doubt what I say. Eva, you wanted to watch so badly, yet one little moan and you are running away like teenager.”
She walked to her bedroom, regaining some of her bravado,
“I’m trying not to embarrass your boyfriend. He will be angry with you later.”
“He will not. I will make him forget all about it. Where are your keys to the car?”
She pointed at the kitchen counter.
“Why?”
“Because we are going to Barnett’s. He won’t be back for a few days, and I wish to be somewhere alone with Shane. It has been a long time, and you have shown me you don’t really wish to watch, so we will go.”
Just to push Shane a little farther he added,
“Somewhere I can discipline my naughty kitten without him being quiet about it. I like it when he’s noisy.”
Shane groaned, the words sinking in. He was perking up a little though, Ilya’s teasing sinking in and he realized what he was doing. He blinked a few times and his lips curved up into a mischievous smile that he knew Ilya couldn’t see. Two could play his game. Eva however could and she stopped for just a moment, watching him. Maybe Ilya’s toy wasn’t so easy after all.
He waited until Ilya tapped his hip again and he stood obediently. Knowing he would pay for it later, but not caring right now, he turned before Ilya could stand and sat down again straddling his lap. His hand was in Ilya’s hair before the other man could protest, yanking his head back and baring his neck to him. Ilya gasped his name out in surprise,
“Shane..”
Shane licked his neck, similar to what Ilya had done, but he didn’t ask. He lifted his mouth off that delicious golden skin and pulled his hair back harder,
“Be quiet puppy. Your kitten wants a treat first.”
He leaned down and at nearly the identical spot that Ilya had used, he bit down hard, not gentle like Ilya had started. He knew Ilya liked it hard. He felt that cock underneath him tighten immediately and he smiled as Ilya actually whimpered for him. Pulling back and leaning up to his ear, he whispered as he smiled,
“Such a good puppy for me.”
Ilya actually growled and Shane let go of his hair, knowing he’d had his fun, but not to push it. He jumped up off Ilya’s lap and blinked at him, his nose scrunching a tiny bit.
Eva bubbled over in laughter as she moved again,
“Oh Ilyusha, I get it now. I understand. Have a good time at Barnett’s.”
Ilya ignored her, standing up slowly, watching Shane back up a few steps. He stalked towards him, grabbing him around the waist and drawing him in for a long, wet, deep kiss. When he pulled back, instead of a dangerous look on his face like Shane expected, it was a soft, almost worshipping look, his voice soft and loving,
“Oh my god, I have missed you so much. I cannot do it again.”
Shane leaned up and kissed him again,
“Then don’t. Don’t leave me again, even if I push you away. Tie me up and tell me no. Can we go now so you can fuck me again?”
Ilya grinned at him and found the keys.






      

  












      Chapter 57: Don't ever give up
  


    Chapter Summary

    Ilya and Shane talk about a lot of things. Shane is really angry with Barnett and he finds a new best friend.



    Chapter Notes

      Lot of talking here. Lots. If I say sorry about the next chapter will you believe me? It's not even that bad.
Chapter Title is from When you grow up your heart dies by Gunship







  They drove the couple of miles to the house Barnett was using and Ilya practically dragged him inside, shoving him against the wall as soon as they were in. His mouth was on Shane’s neck immediately, his hand between Shane’s legs, teasing and rubbing softly. Pulling back a few steps, he walked backwards towards the couch, watching Shane.
“Clothes off. Now.”
Shane took his time, a smile curving up on his lips. He pulled his shirt off and folded it nicely, and set it on a chair. He watched as Ilya took his own shirt off and dropped it on the floor. Shane shook his head in amusement,
“Mmm, I don’t think so. Pick it up and fold it. Nicely.”
Ilya made a soft rumble of noise, but bent over and folded the shirt, his eyes never leaving Shane’s. He watched as the shorts he was wearing came off next, folded nicely and put on top of the shirt. Shane just looked at him and waited.
Ilya stood tall and slowly pushed his shorts down around his thighs, his cock freed since he’d apparently not bothered with anything else. He wrapped his hand around himself while he stepped out of his shorts and kicked them to the side.
Shane watched him and gave him a loud sigh, but he was smiling.
“Is that where your shorts go, Ilya?”
He got a stare in return and then watched as his boyfriend let go of his cock and leaned over to pick the shorts up, fold them and sit them on his shirt. Shane smiled sweetly at him,
“Good boy.”
Ilya licked his lips and walked slowly towards Shane, backing him up against the wall, whispering in his ear.
“If my clothes go there, where do you go?”
Shane made a soft noise of contentment as Ilya nibbled on his neck, his voice trembling with a hopeful lilt to it,
“On your cock?”
“Mmm, such a good answer.”
He backed off though and went back to where his shorts were. Picking them up he grabbed a small bottle out of them and threw it to Shane, who caught it, looking at the lube with amusement.
“Good thing you didn’t forget this, or we’d have been in trouble.”
Ilya just shook his head,
“Not me, but it might not have been as nice for you.”
Shane stuck his tongue out and Ilya was there pulling it into his mouth as he leaned forward and picked Shane up slowly. Shane’s legs went around his waist and he pulled back to look at Ilya, his eyes going to the scar on his shoulder.
“Does that hurt?”
“Yes, but you will kiss it and make it better.”
His mouth latched onto Shane’s as he carried him into the bedroom and deposited him gently on the bed. By the time they were finished later, Ilya having wrung every drop of come out of Shane’s body that he possibly could, they showered and collapsed on clean sheets, Shane curling up against Ilya like always, one hand wrapped in his hair. His voice was sleepy as he mumbled against Ilya’s shoulder,
“I don’t think I can have sex again for a week.”
He got a laugh in return and a playful tug on his hair,
“I will give you eight hours to sleep, then we will see if you still say that.”
They both slept deeply, maybe the first time in weeks. Shane woke first and just lay there watching Ilya sleep, curling up against him again, wanting to touch every part of him. When Ilya woke, he proceeded to show Shane that he could actually have sex again before the week was out. Shane had let his obsessive need to brush his teeth go, swearing to go into town when they got up to go shopping.
They lay there after, Shane running his fingers lightly over Ilya’s new scars when Ilya grabbed his hand and kissed the palm, muttering against it,
“I do not think I can let you go again Shane.”
Leaning up on an elbow, so he could see his face, Shane looked at him carefully, not liking the tone he was using.
“Then don’t?”
“We need to talk.”
Shane stared at his face and nodded slowly, his insides feeling as if they were about to be ripped into shreds.
“Ok. Does this need to be a get dressed and talk? That serious?”
Ilya nodded, but kept hold of him.
“Yes, but I think we will do it here, so that you cannot storm off since you are naked.”
“Oh my god Ilya, please don’t do this to me. Whatever it is. Please. I want you. Forever.”
Ilya's finger traced the chain around Shane’s neck, until it touched the cross.
“I told you no more lies. I promised. If it drives you away again, then I will never forgive myself, but I will not lie to you about what I’m doing.”
“Tell me then.”
Staring at the ceiling, biting his lip, his hand found Shane’s again, and held it, pulling it over Ilya’s heart and laying it there, his own hand on top of Shane’s.
“Eva’s father called last night.”
“I know. I remember. I met him, he’s scary.”
Ilya let out a soft huff of amusement,
“He is. I made a deal with him though. I was supposed to kill Eva. Well. Ana at the time.”
“I assumed so.”
“That was my deal with Sergeev. The GRU and the Bratva, they used to work together closely. Not so much in recent years. Sergeev and Mikhailov, that’s Medvedev, but real name, butt heads too often. Sergeev wanted him cowed and I was supposed to kill her. I went to him and made a deal instead.”
Shane nodded, just listening,
“I would save his daughter and cause enough chaos in the GRU that he can do whatever it is he’s been trying to do for the last few years.”
Shane sat up again, looking at him curiously,
“By doing what?”
Ilya swallowed and just looked at the ceiling.
“Ilya. By doing what? How will you do that?”
“By killing him. Sergeev. Mikhailov cannot do it. It would start a war within Russia. But I can. I need him dead, to get free. If he is there, I will always be looking over my shoulder. Maybe even when he is gone. But right now, I need him gone, so I agreed to do it. Mikhailov meets with him twice a year, to talk strategy between their two groups, even though they are fighting, they still meet. When they meet this time, I will be there. For after. And I will kill him.”
His body was tense and his hand moved off the top of Shane’s as if expecting him to pull away. After a long, silent moment, he started breathing again and put his hand back on top. He stayed silent though, just waiting and praying that he wasn’t alone again in five minutes. After another few minutes of just listening to Shane breath, he finally pulled up on his elbows and looked over at him.
“Shane?”
“Shhhhh. Be quiet please. I’m just processing. I need a few minutes.”
Nodding, he lay back down and pulled that hand up to kiss it again before placing it back on his chest. He hadn’t gotten up, or screamed or yelled, or even worse, told Ilya he was leaving or arresting him or any of Ilya’s nightmare scenarios that had run through his head this morning.
It was a long time before Shane sighed and leaned up over him. Ilya’s eyes were closed, trying not to think of all the horrible ways this could go. He opened them and Shane gazed at him, trying to place the look in Ilya’s eyes. When he finally did, he realized why it had taken him so long. He wasn't sure he had ever seen it before. Not on Ilya’s face. It was fear. Not fear of killing someone or what might happen, but fear that Shane would leave him for good. It nearly made him want to cry. Not nearly. It did. He rubbed at his eyes though and gave Ilya a small, tight smile.
“If you do this. This will be it? You will be done? Or there is more that you’ve yet to tell me? You can quit after? No more?”
Ilya watched him, a tiny spark of hope glimmering in his chest. He nodded slowly, figuring telling him about his email full of separate offers was not important. He would just get rid of them.
“I think so.”
Shane shook his head,
“Not good enough. What does that mean? You think so.”
“It means I will be free of my biggest problem. He is the one who will not let me go, who threatens people I love. If he is gone, I can stop. Unless the new leader chooses to send someone after me to make an example of me. But that is not something I can control.”
“But no more taking jobs.”
“No. No more.”
Shane stared at him, his mind working overtime. He shook his head and Ilya nearly fell apart, thinking he was about to leave, knowing that’s what he deserved. When Shane spoke though, he told him,
“Ok. I understand. I hate it. I don’t like it. It’s dangerous. He’s dangerous, but I’m not letting you go. Not over this. Not over him.”
Ilya’s eyes closed and that tiny glimmer filled his chest with such relief that it hurt.
“It is the last one. I swear.”
“I believe you.”
He chose to believe him. He had to. It would kill him if Ilya was lying again. He lay his head on Ilya’s chest and ran his fingers over the new scars. Ilya’s voice was hesitant though,
“What happens with your case now? You know that Alexei didn’t do most of those things.”
Shane shrugged,
“Do you want me to drop the charges?”
Ilya thought about it, thinking it would be better to let Sergei take him back to Russia and deal with him, but he wouldn’t do that to Shane. He’d already screwed him over so many times with his job.
“No. You do what you need to do. He did kill Alain, so is not all false.”
Shane leaned up to look at him,
“Really? He did? Misha too, right? We found evidence for that one at his house.”
Ilya froze and Shane looked up at him and groaned.
“He killed Alain. I promise.”
“But?”
“Shane.”
“Oh my god, please tell me that wasn’t you. Of course it fucking was. I’m such an idiot.”
Ilya’s voice was very very small,
“He was going to give you to Daniil. I could not have that. I did not mean to do it. I just went blank and it happened.”
“Ilya, do you even hear how that sounds? You didn’t mean to do it?”
Shane was up and staring down at him now,
“You didn’t mean to do it? I saw him, he was gutt… OH MY GOD, you were there minutes before I was. Why?”
Ilya groaned and tried to make him understand, his voice getting slightly frantic,
“Because I was watching for them. For Daniil and him and maybe even Dmitri. Because he was going to kill you Shane. Daniil was. He was going to take you and torture you and kill you, all because of me. He hated me and he couldn’t fucking kill me. He wasn’t good enough, so he thought to make me suffer by taking you. I will not let anything happen to you. EVER. Not even now, I do not, I will not, apologize for that. If someone tries to fucking hurt you, I will tear them to pieces, every fucking time.” 
Shane was watching him, and saw the terror in his eyes again. His annoyance disappeared in the span of one heartbeat and he dropped his head back to Ilya’s chest and blinked a few times, taking a deep breath. It was fine. What was one more in the long line of things he was trying to get past. He was past. He was. He loved him. Enough to make it ok. It had to be ok.
“Ok. I love you. I promise. I just think I’m about surprised out. I hope there’s not much more.”
Ilya inhaled slowly a few times, trying to calm down,
“Not that I know of. I’m sorry. So sorry. If it helps, it was my favorite knife and I left it there.”
Shane groaned and looked up at him again,
“Remember the no more surprises? This counts. You left it there for him? You set your own brother up?”
Ilya nodded and rolled his eyes,
“He deserves it. You do not want to know the rest. Not if you have to testify or do anything under oath.”
“I don’t. What did you do? No. I don’t want to know. You’re right. Let’s just move on please.”
“As far as Alexei goes, He’s killed many people, just not the ones on your list. But what about the rest? What will you do?”
Shane closed his eyes and took another breath, one two three four, in, hold, one two three four, out.
“Nothing.”
“What do you mean nothing?”
“It’s not my problem anymore. The case was closed. As far as they’re concerned, Alexei is the guy.”
Not liking the way Shane sounded, Ilya put a finger under his chin, tilting his head so he could see his face.
“Why is it not your problem anymore?”
The voice that answered him was soft and a little sad,
“Because I quit. It's not effective for a month, but I did it.”
Ilya shot up, not just leaning up like he had been, but sat all the way up, his head shaking as Shane sat up slowly also.
“No. You call them and take it back. Absolutely not. I will not be the reason you do not have a job. You love your job.”
“I did. Not anymore.”
“Shane please. Don’t do that. I can’t be the reason you don’t have that. Please.”
Shane leaned up and kissed him, long and slow and deep, his tongue gently pressing against Ilya’s before he finally pulled back. His fingers went to Ilya’s chin, holding his gaze, actually looking at his eyes.
“I’m not taking it back. I want this. I want us. I want to go to dinner with you. I want to go to a movie. I want to go to your gala’s. I want to tell people you’re my boyfriend, I want to scream it to the skies. I want to be seen with you whenever we want and wherever we want. That’s what I choose. For me. I cannot do that job and do that with you. Yes, it makes me a little sad. But I’ll get over it.”
He kissed Ilya again.
“I pick you. I pick us. The two of us together are more important to me than any job. Us. Навсегда (forever)”
He leaned against Ilya again, smiling as arms wrapped him tight.
“Anything else? Any other little unimportant tidbits that you need to tell me? Like you killed the Pope or something?”
Ilya shook his head, still not happy about him quitting, but answering,
“No, I turned that contract down.”
Shane looked up at him, only half thinking it was a joke. At the small smile on Ilya’s lips, he relaxed, but decided not to actually ask. He felt Ilya’s lips on the top of his head before a question,
“So what will you do now, if not that job?”
Shane shrugged,
“Why do I have to do anything? I can’t be a kept man?”
He was smiling, but knew Ilya couldn’t see it. Ilya shrugged,
“Of course. I will take care of you. Even with no more jobs for me, I think we can probably live well for a lifetime. Company is real, it makes good money, I may just have to actually work at it a little more.”
“I was kidding Ilya. I’ll get a job. I have an offer already. Just not sure I want it.”
“I wasn’t kidding. I will take care of you, we can do whatever we want, wherever we want. How do you have job offer already though?”
“It would appear that the CIA is not nearly as strict as my former employer. When I quit, my superior was on the phone in an instant and had a job for me in five minutes. I think he hoped if he helped me, I might come back someday.  But anyway, I told them my boyfriend was Russian and ex-military and maybe, just maybe, a higher ex-military than normal. They think I’m so great, they don’t care.”
Ilya chuckled,
“You are so great. Anyone should see that. You would do what? For the CIA?”
“Teach a class. Twice a year, for five weeks at a time. At the Farm. Ten weeks of work and pays nearly what I make now. It’s a little ridiculous to be honest.”
“The Farm.”
“Yes, not a real farm, it’s their..”
He pinched Shane’s arm lightly,
“I know what it is. They teach us all your training places in Russia.”
“Don’t want to know that.”
“I would be dating sexy teacher man.”
Shane laughed but nodded,
“Yes, but I don’t know if I want to do it or not yet. Right now, I just want to be with you. Ok?”
Ilya tugged on him, until he shifted and was sitting in his lap. A hand went to his cock and toyed with it gently, as lips met his, telling him before they devoured his,
“More than ok.”
They walked into the town later, holding hands and joking and laughing, eating lunch at the little pub Ilya had been at before. They wandered through shops, Ilya stopping a few times to talk to people he’d seen before. He made a point of stopping at the pharmacy before they left, cleaning out their stock of lube and condoms and toothbrushes. Shane was laughing so hard when they left that he nearly choked.
“You think we need all of that?”
Ilya shrugged,
“Maybe. You can’t keep your hands off me moya lyubov.”
Shane blushed and said nothing. They walked back to Barnett’s and Shane finally found the courage to ask what had been bothering him since he’d seen them on the beach.
“So you and Eva?”
Ilya glanced at him and shook his head immediately.
“No. Never.”
A small weight lifted off Shane chest as he nodded,
“Sorry. I know it doesn’t matter, I just saw you on the beach and she seems very…familiar.”
A hand came to his chest, stopping him as Ilya stepped in front of him looking down,
“Not even a kiss. I promise. She is… she is that way with everyone. If she thought you liked women at all, she’d be in your lap every night again. I think it’s mostly an act. Maybe. When I met her the first time, it was under false pretenses. I flirted with her and made her think that we would.. Well. We did not, and it was never my intention to. But since then, she likes to flirt. I thought for a while she actually liked Cliff, but now she dates her surf instructor, but still flirts with all of us. I do not know. She is like my sister, I am very fond of her. Nothing more. I can tell her to stop, but she does not listen well.”
“No no, it’s ok. I just wondered. I’m sorry I asked. We weren’t together, it wouldn’t have mattered.”  it would have
Ilya smiled at him as they walked again, deciding to give him what he wanted, which also happened to be the truth.
“There has been no one Shane. Not since I met you again that night at the gala.”
Shane blushed, happier than he should be with that statement. He smiled then,
“You know that night, at the elevator, when you stopped me, I nearly pulled you into the elevator with me so I could kiss you.”
Ilya laughed, a delighted laugh,
“Funny, because I almost tackled you in that elevator so that I could kiss you.”
They were nearly back to Barnett’s when Ilya moved his arm wrong and sighed at the sharp tug.
“Shane, I need to go back to Eva’s. There is small gym set up in garage. I need to do shoulder exercises. Do you want to come or stay here?”
“I’ll come. I could work out. Or maybe just watch if I’m lazy.”
Ilya smiled at him,
“Be lazy. I will wear you out later.”
They took the car back to Eva’s and changed clothes, Shane following him out to the garage. He sat on a weight bench and did a few curls, mostly just watching Ilya, who had a routine down by now.
Shane did a few more exercises, keeping an eye on Ilya, a little concerned at the amount he was doing. When he finally collapsed down onto a bench, Shane watched him for a moment before asking him,
“You do that much every day?”
Ilya sucked in a breath and nodded,
“Twice usually, with a full body workout in between.”
“You’re trying to kill yourself?”
“No. Just want arm to be as strong as it was before. I didn’t move for almost two weeks. I was weak.”
“I doubt that. But don’t over do it.”
Ilya just looked at him and nodded slowly, rubbing the spot where the scar was. Shane hesitated and figuring it was better to get it all out in one day, asked him,
“Do you want to talk about it?”
“About what?”
“What happened that night? Not with Eva. I can guess. But in the alley. You saved me.”
“Yes, and I would do it again. Every time. I told you that.”
Shane nodded,
“Yes, but…”
“There is no but. I saw him come around and aim at you, I reacted. I was glad you chose to listen to me rather than argue.”
Shane smiled, remembering and having thought about it over and over.
“I’m not even sure how that worked to be honest. I was dropping before I thought about it.”
Ilya grinned at him,
“Of course you did. I told you to, and you listen. You may like to pretend, but you and I both know that you will listen to me. That you want to listen to me. Sometimes at least.”
Shane blushed again, as Ilya continued,
“Tell me I am wrong, kotik. If I tell you. If I really tell you to come here and strip and get on your knees, right here in the open. You will do it.”
“No.”
Ilya gave him a wicked smile,
“Ok. You are lucky I am not in the mood to prove you wrong.”
Shaking his head though, not teasing anymore,
“I was not kidding. I will protect you with my life if I have to. Although your fucking friend is a menace.”
Shane looked up at him and winced,
“I’m sorry.”
“Why? You did not shoot me. Your friend did. Fuck Hayden Pike. Stupid fucking worst FBI man.”
Shane stifled a smile, because he knew it wasn’t funny. It could have killed him.
“I know. I hate it. I hated him for a while. We’re still not back where we used to be.”
“Good, because I’m kicking his ass when I see him. If I see him.”
Shane went over and sat on the bench next to him, leaning up and licking a stripe up his neck. Ilya smirked at him, but said nothing,
“What? You once told me you wanted to lick every spot on my body after I worked out. I can have one taste.”
“See moya lyubov, this is why I needed all the condoms and lube. You cannot resist me.”
“Fuck you.”
“See, again.”
Shane groaned,
“You’re such an asshole.”
“Yes. The asshole who’s going to make you sit at my feet while you eat again if you aren’t careful with that mouth of yours.”
Shane rolled his eyes, but changed the subject, trying to veer to a safer topic.
“What are you and Cliff doing? You came here to recuperate. To get away from me… in case I turned you in. I’m not sure that was ever an option by the way. I don’t know if I could have done it. Anyway, you’re staying here? Or you’ll go back to Boston?”
Ilya shrugged,
“I don’t know. We haven’t decided yet.”
“Do you want to stay here?”
“Shane, I really don’t know. Before yesterday I think we were afraid I could never go back to the US. Now we will have to think about it. I think while Cliff jokes about being at the beach, I think he would prefer to be back in big city. We will talk about it. With you included. I will not make a decision without you.”
Eventually they went inside, so they could shower. Eva and Cliff were watching TV and looked over at them as they walked in, Eva firing off,
“Oh, the sex addiction couple returns. Welcome back, how was Barnett’s?”
Shane shot off with absolutely no hesitation, not about to be teased even more,
“It was great. We fucked in the kitchen, on the floor, on the couch, the coffee table, and his bed like three times. I think we got it all.”
Ilya nearly choked trying not to laugh and Eva’s mouth dropped open as she stared at him with delight. Glancing at Ilya, he nodded,
“You’re so right. I forgot. He ate my ass and then finger fucked me on the counter also.”
With that, he spun and walked into Ilya’s bedroom and collapsed on the bed laughing. Cliff was looking incredulously at Ilya,
“Who the fuck was that and where is Shane?”
Ilya was crying, he was laughing so hard and he just shook his head.
“I don’t even know Cliff. But whoever that was, I have to go spank him now. He can’t be telling you all the things we did like that.”
“Fuck you boss,”
“Clearly not. I’m too tired after all that.”
He walked into the bedroom and shut the door, staring at Shane who by this point was on his stomach with a pillow over his head. He went and lay on top of Shane, pulling the pillow off his head.
“What was that???”
Shane giggled, the sound of which made Ilya smile.
“I have no idea. It just happened, she opened her mouth and was going to make fun of me, and it just happened.”
Kissing the back of Shane’s neck,
“She makes fun of everyone.”
“I’ll apologize later.”
“No, no, I love it. Let them think that we defiled Barnett’s house and left stains all over. But now I feel obligated to do all those things. So I hope you got plenty of sleep last night. I especially like the last part, on the counter. Can’t wait to try that out.”
“Oh my god, just shoot me.”
Ilya got up and slapped Shane’s ass sharply, causing a muffled yelp.
“No, I wish to watch you fuck yourself on my fingers first. On a counter. Trust me, it’s happening. I’m going to start shower, come with.”
He walked into the other room, Shane rubbing his ass and scowling towards the bathroom. He rolled over to get up and felt something under his back. Grabbing whatever it was, he glanced at it and saw it was the bottle of lube. He opened Ilya’s nightstand drawer to drop it in and stopped. He gently put the bottle down and reached in and grabbed a prescription bottle, glancing at it. He stared at it long enough that Ilya eventually came looking for him, stopping and leaning against the doorway as he watched Shane stare at the bottle. He looked up at Ilya, his eyes darker than normal.
“Is this why Cliff is worried about you?”
“No. He’d be worse. He doesn’t know.”
Shane closed his eyes and did a breathing exercise, and again.
“I don’t take them.”
“That’s actually worse, Ilya. If you need to take one sometimes, that’s one thing. But these aren’t even from Barnett. Why do you have them?”
He got a shrug in return.
“If you don’t take them, why do you have them? No lying.”
Ilya huffed at him and turned to go back into the bathroom.
“I just look at them.”
Shane dropped them back into the drawer and followed him, stripping as he went,
Ilya was in the shower, staring at him, his face unreadable.
“Ilya.”
“Shane. I just got them. I was upset one day and my arm hurt and I don’t know why, I just did. It doesn’t matter. I don’t fucking take them. Throw them away. It’s fine.”
Shane got in the shower and just wrapped his arms around him, hugging him until Ilya’s arms came around him. Ilya kissed him and looked at him,
“I would not. I don’t know what I was thinking. Get rid of them. I do not want them here. You are here and I can look at you now.”
“I don’t want to come home one day and…”
“No. You will not. I would not do that to you.”
Ilya smiled suddenly, his eyes a little cloudy and suspiciously moist, even for being in the shower.
“Home. You said home. You want to have a home with me?”
Shane nodded against his chest, realizing it was true.
“Yes. More than anything I think.”
Ilya nodded slowly, trying not to think about what that might mean.
They finished showering and once they were dressed, Ilya got the pills and dropped them in Shane’s hands.
“Take them. I will not get more.”
Shane nodded and dropped them in his bag, noticing his picture as he did. He stared at it, but left it where it was, zipping the bag. He was still thinking about the pills and how he could convince Ilya that it was ok to ask for help, when he walked into the living room and stopped short.
Ilya was on the phone in the kitchen, but he smiled at Shane when he walked out. Sitting in a chair at the table talking to Cliff was Barnett. Shane could feel the small ball of anger in his stomach growing. He had known Cliff longer and there was the fact that Cliff came to try and help him get back to Ilya, even if it was a convoluted, underhanded way. Barnett though. Shane was angry at him. Very very angry. So angry, he wasn’t sure he could stand to be in the same room with him. Cliff had just disappeared, Barnett had flat out lied to him. so did Ilya and you got over that  he saved Ilya  let it go
Eva was putting food on the table, and Shane went to help her, just to have something to do that didn’t involve speaking. Noticing Shane, the other man smiled at him, a little guardedly, but still a smile,
“Shane. I heard you somehow made it here. It’s good to see you.”
Shane looked at him and didn’t speak, just set down the dish he had brought in for Eva and walked away. Eva glanced at him but didn’t say anything, just handed him some silverware, which he took over and set down also.
Ilya got off the phone and came over, clapping the man on the shoulder, which Shane realized irritated him also. Ok, maybe the pill situation was still bothering him, because he realized he was overreacting and couldn’t seem to stop it.
“Barnett, thought you were gone for a few more days.”
“Wife needed to see family, so I thought I’d come back early.”
He glanced at Shane again, but kept talking to Ilya,
“How’s the arm?”
He got a shrug back,
“Is ok. Same. Mostly ok, but strange moments of pain sometimes even if I’m not doing anything. Just move wrong and it stabs. I can live with it though. Still can’t do the same weight as other arm. Getting closer.”
“Good. Let me know if the pain gets worse.”
Ilya held his hand out to Shane, and he slowly walked over, sitting next to him, smiling at Eva as she handed him a ginger ale. She’d clearly gone shopping.
“Thanks Eva,”
She nodded, but was watching him carefully, realizing something was off with his voice. He suddenly found that he wasn’t really hungry, but took a little bit of the food, which did look good. Roasted chicken and vegetables. He took a bite and was inwardly trying to figure out why he was so hostile, when Barnett spoke to him directly.
“Shane, how have you been?”
He looked over to the man and managed a flat,
“Fine, thanks,”
Ilya glanced at him but said nothing. Shane was fidgeting, he was getting hot. Ilya placed a hand on his thigh under the table, calming him slightly. He took another bite, forcing himself to chew it slowly. The next breath he took didn’t go all the way. He set his fork down and looked around, talking to himself in his head.  things i can see  the plate, Ilya’s blue shirt, the chicken, Cliff’s glass, the TV across the room. things i can feel. Ilya’s hand on my leg, the table, the floor under my feet.
He took another small breath, still not going as far in as he would like. Ilya’s fingers tightened on his thigh, maybe realizing he was off. Barnett tried again, watching him also, a little more carefully.
“You ok? Do you want to talk?”
Shane choked back a breath and exploded,
“To you? No. You didn’t want to talk before, so why the fuck would I want to talk to you now?”
Ilya’s hand rubbed him gently and he leaned over to say something in his ear at the same time Barnett, said quietly,
“Shane, I’m sorry, but.”
Shane pushed Ilya away from him as he stood up suddenly, his chair crashing backwards.
“Fuck you. Don’t fucking talk to me.”
He turned and left, walking out the door and heading down the path towards the beach as he tried to breath.
Ilya was up in an instant, Barnett apologizing at the same time, Cliff standing and taking a step towards the door that Shane had gone out of.
“Ilya, I’m sorry, I didn’t realize he would be that angry.”
Ilya ignored him and was pulling on his shoes when Eva put a hand on his arm.
“Sit down. I’ll go.”
“What? No, fuck off Eva, he doesn’t need you fucking with him right now.”
“No, Ilyusha, he doesn’t need you right now. Or Cliff. Or Barnett.”
Ilya looked at her in disbelief, Cliff doing the same.
“He loves me, I love him. I will calm him down.”
“Sit down. All three of you lied to him. All of you. Repeatedly. Then when the two of you,”
She motioned towards Ilya and Cliff, her face icy,
“The two of you fucking disappeared, Barnett lied to him more. He doesn’t fucking trust any of you right now. I have never lied to him. Ever. He doesn’t know me for shit, but I’ve never lied to his face. So sit the fuck down, leave him alone, and I’ll go talk to him.” 
She looked to Ilya,
“How do you get him to breathe if he’s panicking?”
“I just fucking tell him to. He listens to me.”
“Whatever, go sit down, leave us alone.”
She stalked out of the house and glanced around. She didn’t see him near the gym, so she wandered down the path, kicking her shoes off when she got to the sand. He wasn’t hard to find, he wasn’t hiding. He was sitting at the edge of the water, close enough that the bigger waves would roll up and reach him, his feet soon buried in the sand. His head was down and she could hear him counting out loud. She smiled slightly as she recognized the cadence. Her brother did the same.
She sank down in the sand right next to him. Her shoulder nearly touched him, but not quite. She listened to him for a few seconds, trying to see if he was breathing ok.
“Can you tell me if you’re ok?”
He nodded and took a small breath,
“I’m ok. Not getting worse at least.”
She looked over and saw his hand was wrapped around part of a necklace. Looking out at the waves crashing in, the sun slowly going down.
“Guys are assholes huh?”
He laughed, which caused him to not get a full breath and he choked a little. She leaned a little closer, and just barely let him feel a fingertip on his back.
“Can I touch you? My brother likes it when I rub his back if he gets panicked.”
He looked up at her, his eyes grateful and nodded,
“Thank you for asking.”
Her hand settled on his back and she rubbed circles with a gentle, but firm touch. Over and over, watching him try to focus on it.
“I’m sorry I sat on your lap the other day. I didn’t know.”
He shook his head,
“It’s ok. I’m usually not so bad. Just if I get upset. Like now.”
“I get it. My brother hates to be touched unless he knows the person very well. Makes it hard for people to flirt with him. No casual touches.”
She got a smile for that and a nod,
“I didn’t date a lot.”
He let his head drop as she kept rubbing his back, not talking, just looking out at the water. His breathing slowly grew more even as he took in small breaths every time her hand reached the top of his back. He realized she was counting with him and smiled as he understood whatever she was doing had worked. He wasn’t taking deep breaths, but neither was he noticing that he wasn’t getting enough air. He spoke between breaths, still breathing every time her hand reached the top of her circle,
“Your brother is lucky. To have had someone to help him.”
“Mmm, he probably wouldn’t agree. But maybe that’s because we fought over the same guys.”
Shane smiled,
“He’s gay? I bet you’d probably win. You seem pretty persistent.”
“He is. You’d be surprised Shane. I tried to flirt with your man, but you had that shit locked down. He would not even look at me.”
“He just knows I don’t like to share.”
Her hand was still moving on his back, but his breathing was nearly back to normal. He wasn’t sure if it was the necklace he had a deathgrip on, or her. He was betting on her at the moment though.
“You know he was sick over you when he got here. Over what he did to you.”
Shane just stared at the water, the moon coming up and reflecting its pearly whiteness back on top of the waves. He nodded slowly,
“I was the same. But it was my fault. I couldn’t handle it. When I found out.”
She smiled, and looked at him, watching him breath, finally asking,
“Can I give you a hug?”
He looked up at her, a little surprised, but nodded slowly. It wasn’t a hug so much as her putting an arm around his shoulder and scooting closer to him, tilting her head against his. He was more surprised when he allowed his head to drop down on her shoulder and sat there like that, not minding at all.
“Is this ok?”
He nodded, still waiting for the fidgeting to start from her touch. When it didn’t though, he relaxed and just leaned against her. She took a deep breath and gave a small laugh,
“So you couldn’t handle dating an assassin? I don’t know why? Normal job right? What’s wrong with you Shane?”
He actually laughed. A real laugh. 
“I guess when I was a kid in school and they said, what do you want to do when you grow up? My answer was not, hunt down my boyfriend for killing people.”
“No, I suppose not. Hmmm, and what was your answer?”
“I wanted to play hockey. Professionally. Busted my ankle though, and there went that.”
“I wanted to be a ballerina. I didn’t manage that either, so don’t feel bad.”
“Why didn’t you?”
She laughed,
“Because I beat up another girl for calling my brother a slur. Got kicked out of class.”
He smiled because he could somehow see her doing just that.
“Daddy wasn’t even mad. But it wasn’t long before he sent my brother here, to the US. Safer for him here.”
He nodded and experimentally took a deeper breath, pleased when it went all the way in.
“Do you know what my father does?”
He stiffened just a bit, but didn’t move his head off her shoulder. Her hand was rubbing his arm, almost like it had been his back.
“Yes. We met. When you.. Ummm. Anyway, we met. I didn’t know then. But I looked him up later.”
“Do you know why he wants to talk to Ilyusha?”
“If I say no, are you going to tell me?”
“Yes. I will not lie to you Shane. I will attempt, to the best of my ability, to never lie to you. I may tell you to ask someone else, if the answer is not mine to give, but I won’t lie.”
He smiled and wiggled his toes as water splashed over them, the waves reaching them more often than not.
“He told me. He wants to kill Denis Sergeev.”
“And you are ok with that?”
“No. But I have to be. If I want him.”
She nodded and in a gentler voice,
“So if you’re ok with that, do you want to talk about why you’re not ok with Barnett?”
“I don’t know. I got irrationally angry when I saw him. I know that, I knew it when it happened, and I couldn’t stop it. I think it’s because he actually took my call when I didn’t know if Ilya was dead or not. Cliff just ignored me. Which was bad enough. But he. He took my call and straight out lied about it. And for some reason, that’s bothering me worse than Cliff ignoring me. All I wanted was to know if he was alive. That’s all. Just a, ‘yes Shane, he’s alive’. Then he could have hung up and ignored me.”
“That sucks. I get it. I’d be fucking furious also. I kind of am furious for you. I can kick him out. It’s my house. You want me to get rid of him?”
He smiled and lifted his head to look at her before dropping it down again.
“Somehow I think you would actually do it if I said yes.”
“Because I would Shane. I don’t know him for shit. I adore Ilya and Cliff. Call me crazy, but it’s true. And you and I, Shane, I think we’re going to be good friends. So if you want him out, he’s out. Ilya’s better now, he doesn’t need him.”
He shook his head,
“They’ve been friends a long time. I won’t do that to him. I’ll probably apologize for my behavior tomorrow. If I can think rationally by then.”
She shrugged,
“Only if you mean it. No reason to do it just to be nice.”
He chuckled,
“You know when I’m blunt and honest, people look at me oddly. When you do it, it’s rather endearing.”
“That’s because I’m a pretty girl, Shane.”
“Of course it is. I guess I should go back, Ilya’s probably having a heart attack.”
“Oh Shane. I can guarantee you that if we turn around right now, Ilya is up at the top of the beach making sure I’m not hurting you somehow.”
He burst out laughing again, but didn’t turn around,
“You’re probably right. Thank you for coming out here. I didn’t want to see any of them, not even Ilya right at that moment.”
“I know. I told them that. I said, you're all filthy liars and I’m pretty and cute and I don’t lie, I’ll go fix your stupid mess.”
He pulled his head up and looked over at her, her face quite serious,
“I think I might love you ma’am.”
“Everyone does Shane. Everyone does. At least everyone that’s hot and taken already. Not sure why I can’t find the single hot guys that love me.”
“I thought you were dating your surf instructor?”
“I am. That was just to make Cliff jealous though. Didn’t work.”
He grinned at her and stood up, holding his hand out to pull her up. He glanced up at the path that was empty.
“Look, no Ilya.”
“Oh, I promise, he was there at some point. By the way, that was my father on the phone with Ilya earlier. So the Sergeev thing will be happening soon. Just so you’re ready for it.”
“Thanks. For everything. You’re not so bad, even if you did pull a gun on me the first time we met.”
“What the fuck, not fair. I was supposed to be dead and a big bad FBI guy shows up knowing I’m not dead. Not my fault.”
She grabbed his hand and held it as they walked up the beach,
“By the way, that whole asking if I can touch you? That was only while you were having a panic attack, I reserve the right to do it whenever I want now. Ok?”
He looked at his hand in hers and realized he didn’t mind. 
“Yeah, I think that’s ok.”
 

 
 
Ilya knew something was off with Shane when he walked in the room. He’d hesitated just enough and then seemed to be avoiding the table. Even when Ilya was off the phone, and talking to Barnett, he’d gone to help Eva instead. But when Shane had answered Barnett, with his ‘Fine, thanks,’ his tone had been so off that Ilya had put his hand on his leg under the table, hoping to soothe whatever was wrong. It clearly had to do with Barnett, but Ilya was either out of the loop or was just being dense. He and Shane had brought up Barnett a couple of times, but he hadn’t noticed Shane being upset before.
When Shane started to fidget though and sat down his fork, Ilya had stopped eating, his fingers digging into Shane’s thigh a little, trying to center him. He could see his breathing was starting to be erratic and he was about to get him up and away from the table when Barnett spoke directly to Shane again. Shane nearly choked and barked at Barnett about not wanting to talk before and why would he want to talk now. Ilya was done, he needed Barnett out so he could see what was wrong. He leaned over to whisper in Shane’s ear at the same time Barnett said something else to him.
Shane exploded though, actually shoving Ilya away from him as he jumped out of his chair, the chair itself falling backwards on the floor. 
“Fuck you. Don’t fucking talk to me.”
Ilya was stunned for a second or two, when Shane had walked out the door, finally jumping up as Barnett was apologizing. Before he could go after him though, Eva had put her hand on his arm and told him no, she would go. There was no way he was letting that happen though. But she wasn’t kidding, she yelled at them, telling them they had all lied to him, and that she hadn’t and right now he didn’t need a liar with him.
Ilya hadn’t really had an argument for that, so let her go. He ignored Barnett when he apologized and walked outside, watching Eva go down to the beach. He waited a few minutes and then walked down, staying up near the path. He could see them. She was sitting next to him watching him carefully. Her fingertip was barely touching him and she must have said something because he nodded. Her hand was suddenly rubbing his back in circles and Ilya nearly held his breath, waiting. But no, he was fine with it. He wanted to go to Shane so badly, but he realized that maybe she was right. Maybe he needed someone uninvolved. He was going to have to find out what the problem was though at some point.
He took a step, but then stopped, stunned when her arm went around his shoulder and he actually dropped his head to her shoulder. What the fuck was happening down there. Her hand was rubbing his arm, and occasionally Shane would pick his head up and look at her smiling. Ilya wasn’t actually sure he liked this at all. He finally turned to go back, leaving them, but frowning slightly as he walked back. He knew Eva and if she was down there fucking with him, he would kill her.
Barnett was gone when he got back but Cliff was there, handing him a vodka.
“What was that about?”
Ilya shrugged,
“Not sure honestly. I had no idea he was even upset with him. I’ll have to ask him later.”
“You think he’s ok with her?”
Ilya frowned, but then gave off a disturbed chuckle,
“He had his head on her shoulder.”
“He did not. Stop it.”
“I swear to god he did. If she’s fucking with him, I will be angry though. We will see.”
“What’d her father say?”
“He says next week. In Italy.”
Cliff shook his head,
“I don’t like it. You’re not 100%. Do you have a plan?”
“I’ll have to be good enough, and no, not at all. Kill him, don’t get killed. That’s what I have.”
“What are you gonna tell Shane?”
“I already told him. I will tell him the truth about where I’m going.”
“Oh good. That’s going to go well. You told him that you were going to kill Sergeev? And he’s still here. That’s a good sign right?”
“Yes. I hope so anyway. We will see what happens when I actually do it.”
The door opened and both of them looked over as Eva walked in, leading Shane in by the hand. She ignored them and dragged him to the kitchen, where she finally dropped his hand. Shane glanced up at them both though and gave them a small, tired smile. Eva got two pieces of cake and handed him one, pulling him to the couch where she waited for him to sit and then sat down next to him, leaning against him and taking a bite of cake as she watched Ilya. Shane looked at her, then at both of them, then took a bite of cake. Ilya just shook his head,
“What the fuck did you do to him.”
“Nothing. He didn’t eat his dinner. He needs some sugar. You can have some too, it’s in the kitchen.”
Cliff burst out laughing and went and sat down in one of the armchairs.
Ilya glared at them and went over to the couch.
“Get off my boyfriend.”
“Nope, we’re having cake together. You had your chance to have cake with me and you blew it. By the way, Shane and I do not want Barnett in this house any more. So deal with it.”
Shane choked and shook his head,
“No. Eva, don’t. I didn’t say that Ilya. I swear.”
“Because he’s too nice. But we’re best friends now, so trust me when I tell you, it’s true.”
Ilya groaned,
“I hate you.”
“You love me.”
Ilya sat at the table and watched Shane eat an entire piece of cake. Never in his life had he seen him eat that much sugar at one time. When Shane got up and took Eva’s plate and his to the kitchen to clean them, Ilya followed him, ignoring the smirk that he was getting from Eva.
“Shane? You’re ok?”
“Yes, thank you. I’m sorry, I pushed you.”
“No, it’s ok. You were upset. I’m hoping you will tell me why.”
Shane nodded at him,
“Maybe in the morning? I’m not sure I want to talk about it tonight. I’m tired.”
“Will you let me take you to bed then?”
“Yes, please.”
He let Ilya pull him towards the bedroom, but he made him stop partway.
“Thank you Eva. I appreciate it. You helped a lot.”
She smiled at him and then stuck her tongue out at Ilya.
“Anytime Shane. I’ll see you tomorrow, maybe you can come surfing with me.”
Ilya rolled his eyes and followed Shane to the bedroom. He sat on the bed while Shane rinsed off in the shower and came out dressed already, crawling onto the bed and reaching for Ilya.
“Oh now you want me.”
“Fuck off and come let me kiss you.”
Ilya couldn’t argue with that and lay next to him, kissing for a long time before he finally pulled back.
“You’re ok for sure?”
“Yes, I promise. I’m sorry I left like that. I was on the verge of having a panic attack and didn’t want to do it here.”
“You didn’t want to have a panic attack here, where the doctor was.”
“Yes. No. I did not. Whatever. You know what I mean.”
“Ok. But I want to talk about it tomorrow, yes?”
“Yes.”
He pulled Ilya back close and wrapped himself around him, his hand going to his hair.
“I am sorry I pushed you. I just needed out.”
“Do not worry, you will pay for it later.”
Ilya’s voice was teasing though, and he gave Shane another slow kiss before wrapping his arms around him.
“Sleep. We’ll talk tomorrow.”
He lay there listening to Shane breath and thought about Sergeev until he finally fell asleep also.






      

  












      Chapter 58: There's A Calm Before The Storm
  


    Chapter Summary

    Fluffy little slice of life. Shane hangs out with his new best friend. He also talks to Barnett to try and work out their problems. Will Ilya let him go with him to confront Sergeev?



    Chapter Notes

      So I split this chapter into two. Because the first part was fairly fluffy and nice. The second part is not as nice. This is the nice part.

I just wanted them separated. No trauma in my fluffy happy friends life.

Chapter Title is from Have you ever seen the rain by Creedence Clearwater Revival







  Shane woke the next morning and lay there, watching Ilya, like he always did while he was sleeping. Trying to memorize every feature, every curl, every perfect thing about him. The evening before was a slight blur, he remembered but he was keeping everything pushed away and at the edge of his mind. He sighed, knowing he was going to have to apologize to Barnett at some point. He wouldn’t do that to Ilya, it would make it awkward if he held onto his anger at Ilya’s friend. He was still angry though. Maybe not blow up and knock a chair over angry like last night, but still not to the point he wanted to chat or be friendly with the man. But he would apologize for his outburst at least.
He managed to slip out of bed without disturbing Ilya. When he wandered into the kitchen to get a drink a few minutes later, Eva was there mixing something. She looked up at him and gave him the biggest, most honest smile he might have ever seen. He couldn’t help but smile back. He got into the fridge and poured himself a small glass of juice and stood, leaning against the counter watching her.
“What’re you making?”
“Bread for dinner later. And then maybe french toast for breakfast. Not for you of course, my lovely healthy eater. I will make you something else.”
He shook his head,
“You don’t have to. I’m fine with whatever. It’s nice that you make things Ilya likes. I feel like he’s probably not used to that. Having someone fuss over him.”
“I think you’re right. Do you cook? Here, come do this for me while I make breakfast.”
“Oh. No. You don’t want me to help, I’ll probably screw it up. I can cook like one thing.”
She shook her head and laughed,
“You seem to have the most logical brain I’ve seen, Shane. Baking is made for you. There’s no guesswork. It’s not like cooking other things. Anyway, I already did the hard part, come here, wash your hands first, you’re going to get messy.”
He looked at her doubtfully, but drank his juice and then washed his hands. She showed him how to throw a tiny amount of flour down and then she dumped the dough out onto the counter. He poked it experimentally with a finger and she rolled her eyes and shoved his hands into the dough. Her hands on top of his, she showed him what to do. Once she was satisfied with his kneading skills, she started mixing up french toast batter. A slow drawl came from behind them,
“Well isn’t this domestic bliss. My boyfriend and his chaotic she’devil new bestie making breakfast.”
She turned and smirked at him,
“Ilyusha, did you just say the word bestie? We will turn you into an American yet.”
Shane smiled at him and held his hands up helplessly, covered in flour and dough.
“She’ll be sorry when this bread turns out inedible.”
“Nonsense, keep going. It will be so good that Ilyusha will want you to cook all the time.”
Ilya chuckled and went and got a Coke.
“I don’t think so, I’d rather he be in my bed than in my kitchen.”
He stayed and watched though, he at one point came up behind Shane and pressed against him, kissing his neck.
Eva flicked a towel at him,
“Stop distracting him.”
“Mmmm, I’m not sure I can.”
She glared at him and he backed away, hands up.
“Fine.”
When she deemed the dough good, she told Shane what to do with it before telling him that was good. He cleaned up and asked if she needed any other help.
“No, the dough will sit for a while and the french toast is almost ready. What do you want? I will make you some eggs?”
He shook his head,
“No, I’ll have a piece of french toast. I don’t eat much in the mornings anyway. Sometimes nothing before I run if I’m late.”
Ilya scowled at this but said nothing. Shane wasn’t sure if the unhappiness was because he didn’t eat breakfast or because he ran with Hayden. He decided not to ask. He did, however, ask where Cliff was as they ate breakfast without him. Ilya looked at the time and told him,
“He’s taken up running. On the beach in the mornings. He will eat when he gets back.”
Shane perked up,
“Oh yeah? Maybe he wants a partner one day. I haven’t run on a beach in a while. Totally different from running in the city.”
Ilya shook his head.
“Only you, kotik, would debate the benefits and differences of running on different surfaces.”
Shane blushed and shrugged,
“It’s good for you. It calms me in the morning.”
“I have something else to calm you.”
He stuck his tongue out at Ilya and the man groaned, but wasn’t even looking at him. He glanced over and burst out laughing as Eva was sticking her tongue out at Ilya also. Ilya looked between the two of them,
“I hate you both. You should never have met.”
Shane smiled as he turned away. He helped Eva clean up, making a plate for Cliff. Ilya was looking outside when he was done and nodded at him, holding his hand out.
“Walk with me?”
Shane hesitated, knowing he wanted to talk, but took his hand. They walked down to the beach, Shane leaving his shoes at the top of the path, liking the way the sand felt on his feet before it was too hot. He started, knowing what Ilya wanted,
“I’m sorry. About last night. I overreacted. I shouldn’t have pushed you. I shouldn’t have left like that. It was childish.”
“Wow. I was just going to say what a nice morning it was.”
Shane looked up and grinned at him, running into him on purpose and letting Ilya pull him into a kiss.
“No you weren’t.”
“No, I wasn’t. Do you want to tell me what you were so angry about?”
“No.”
Ilya nodded and they kept walking, Shane just looking out at the water, eventually sighing,
“Fine.”
“I said nothing solnyshko, if you don’t want to tell me then don’t.”
Shane shoved him again,
“Ohh you’re impossible. I’m angry because he lied. About something important.”
“Shane. Sit, so I can look at you.”
He sank down to the sand so quickly that Ilya nearly forgot what he was doing. He took a breath before sitting next to him, digging his fingers into the warm sand and letting it run through his hands.
“Shane, tell me.”
“You already know. I did tell you. You and Cliff were gone. Cliff wouldn’t answer my calls or my texts, I didn’t know if you were alive or dead. I was dying inside. Barnett though, he answered my call. And then flat out lied to me. Told me he didn’t know where you were or that you were even hurt. Then I found out that it was a lie. You were in his hospital, laying there somewhere and he told me he didn’t even fucking know. And that. That hurts me more than Cliff ignoring me. It makes me angry, and when I saw him, I just wanted to fucking punch him.”
Ilya raised an eyebrow at that. Shane just shrugged,
“I know. Exactly. I think it was maybe because he had helped me not long before that, and I guess I thought.. I don’t even know what I thought. That he liked me enough to be honest. Even if not to tell me where you were. Just to say, he’s ok, Shane. He’s not dead, Your friend didn’t fucking kill him. Clearly not.”
Ignoring the main part of this speech for the moment, Ilya honed in on the one he hadn’t heard about before,
“He helped you how? What happened?”
Shane just shrugged,
“Nothing really. I just wasn’t eating right. Or sleeping right, couldn’t breathe sometimes. I ended up having a little episode and didn't get out of bed for a while. Hayden came and was worried, so called him from my phone. It was no big deal.”
“Hayden was so worried he called someone from your phone. That sounds like a big deal. If I ask Barnett, he will tell me it was no big deal?”
“Yes. Because it wasn’t. But I thought he would respect me enough to tell me the truth. He didn't. I’m angry. End of story. I know you and he are close though, so I will apologize. I don’t want to cause any problems. He saved you, I know that. I’m grateful. Just angry. I’ll get over it at some point.”
Ilya leaned against him and smiled,
“I am angry at Hayden. Do you expect me to apologize to him after I do actually punch him?”
Shane grinned,
“Please don’t punch him. He’s so sorry. But no, I would not expect you to. But I’m nicer than you and I actually feel bad.”
Ilya gave him an outraged look and pushed him back on the sand, before he straddled him, pulling his arms above his head and holding his wrists down. Shane gave a cursory struggle, but was smiling up at him.
“You are nicer than me?”
Shane nodded,
“Yes.”
Ilya leaned over and licked his neck,
“No. You are not.”
Shane bucked his hips up a little and Ilya groaned,
“I am nicer. Say it now. Ilya, you are so much nicer than me and you can show me how nice later in bed.”
Shane laughed and shook his head no.
“Get off me. You are not proving your point right now. Holding me hostage is not nice.”
Ilya leaned over and kissed his lips chastely before moving to his neck and nibbling on it. 
“Say it. Ilya, you are so much nicer than me and you can show me how nice later in bed by making me come three times. I want to hear it.”
Shane grinned and turned his head to the side, saying nothing, but slowly pushing his hips forward again, against Ilya.
“Mmm, no.”
Ilya lifted himself just enough that Shane couldn’t reach him. He looked up the beach and smiled back down,
“There is a woman and child walking this way, I suggest you say it soon.”
Shane laughed and looked over realizing he was serious. Ilya looked at him and waited, leaning over to lick his neck and nibble it until Shane was squirming.
“Say it. Ilya, you are so much nicer than me and you can show me how nice later in bed by spanking me because I am so bad for you.”
Shane’s eyes were getting heated and he glanced over at the people walking closer. A small grin tugged on his lips and his voice was low, but amused as he gave in,
“Ilya. You are so much nicer than me and you can show me how nice later in bed by spanking me because I am so fucking good for you. Please.”
It was the please that did it, he groaned and suddenly collapsed on top of Shane, kissing him greedily, one hand cupping his cheek, the other spread out across his throat, Shane’s hands going to his hair as soon as he let go of his wrists.
Ilya eventually pushed himself up off Shane, grabbing his hand to pull him up. He turned them to walk back the way they came from, merely so he didn’t traumatize the woman and her child by walking past them with fully hard cocks pressing against their shorts.
Shane laughed as he brushed himself off and took Ilya’s hand again as they moved, Ilya telling him,
“You do not have to apologize to Barnett. That is up to you. Barnett and I will be fine. You don’t like him, I don’t like Eva. See, the same.”
Shane just laughed,
“You do like her. But nice try. I’ll apologize. I may never be close to him, but I shouldn’t have acted how I did. It’s fine.”
He looked out at the water again and asked him,
“So Eva says it was her father you were talking to on the phone.”
Silence met his comment, but when he glanced over, Ilya was looking up at the sky, biting his lip and nodding,
“It was. Next week. I will go. It will be done.”
Shane watched him for a few steps and quietly told him, his tone very serious,
“We will go. I’m not sitting here and waiting to see if you come back. I’ll stay out of the way, but I”m going.”
“No. This is not up for discussion. No.”
“You’re right. It’s not. I’m going.”
Ilya just looked at him and kept walking.
“Ilya. Look at me.”
He waited until Ilya’s eyes were on him, and he managed to meet them.
“I still have an ID that can get you out of a problem right now, at least for another few weeks. I’m not sitting here wondering if you’re ok. I will be there. Period. I know you’re taking Cliff, so I’ll be there also. Not even where you are. I’ll just be in the same city. In case there’s a problem. Please. I cannot take not knowing what’s happening with you again.”
Looking very conflicted still, Ilya nodded slowly,
“Ok.”
Shane took it.
When they got back, Ilya went to work on his shoulder and Shane sat watching him for a while before he heard a soft voice,
“Shane? Can we talk?”
Ilya looked up and answered before Shane could,
“He doesn’t want to talk to you yet. Leave it alone for now.”
His stomach warmed and fluttered at Ilya’s words and if he had looked at Shane right at that moment, he would have either slammed him to the floor to kiss him, or gone running the other way as fast as he could. It was a look of absolute adoration and love that Ilya’s words had made him feel. He didn’t even know why. But the fact he was not pushing for Shane to talk and apologize just did something to him. It also made him want to fix it. For Ilya’s sake. The look became a much more guarded one as he stood up,
“It’s ok. We can talk.”
Ilya put down the weight he was holding and watched him,
“Shane, you don’t have to. I told you.”
“It’s fine. Finish your exercises.”
He walked off towards the back of the house where he knew a small table and chairs were set up in the back yard. He didn’t look to see if Barnett followed him.
He sat down and just looked at the man, watching him sit, he started before Shane could,
“Shane, I understand why you’re mad. I do. I apologize for lying to you. But you have to know I had Ilya’s best interest at heart. I knew you were having troubles, I knew you had found out what he did and then it was your friend that was one of the people who shot him. I couldn’t take the chance of him getting into trouble. I owe him.”
“Why the fuck did everyone know what he did except me. Fuck.”
Barnett smiled,
“I think everyone is an exaggeration. It’s me and Cliff. Cliff because, well, he helps him, works with him. Me, because I’ve known him for years.”
Shane just rolled his eyes,
“He saved you too. I take it.”
“Yes, but probably not how you’re thinking. Let’s just say he got me out of Russia at a time it was not safe for me to be there.”
Shane looked at him curiously, but didn’t ask. He wasn’t to the point of wanting to swap stories yet.
“Good, I’m glad. Really. I’m apologizing because I don’t want things to be awkward here. You saved him and I am so grateful to you for that. I truly am. But I’m very angry, and unfortunately you are the easiest one for me to be angry at. I thought we were sort of friends. Not like you and Ilya, but sort of. A little.”
“We were. We are. I hope.”
“I don’t know. All you had to do is tell me he was ok. But you didn’t. You know how I get, what happens, and you could have stopped it. I realize it’s not your fault, my problems I mean. But you could have stopped them with one little word.”
“You’re right, and had I thought of it like that, I would have. But I didn’t. And I’m sorry.”
“Well I’m sorry too. For how I acted last night. I’m a grown ass adult, I should have been able to control myself better. It won’t happen again. Please do not stop coming here because I threw a fit. I’m not saying we’re going to be friends. But I will try. I don’t want to mess anything up between you and Ilya.”
Barnett gave him a small smile and nodded,
“I appreciate that. Thank you for apologizing, and Shane, you can always come talk to me. I am sorry. Really. I fucked up. Plain and simple.”
Shane just nodded and went inside, leaving him there. He sat down on the couch and brought his feet up next to him, half laying there, his head back and eyes closed, trying to calm down. He heard Eva tell him before she touched him, despite her warning of the day before.
“I’m sitting next to you, leaning against you, don’t tell me no.”
He smiled but didn’t open his eyes, just moved slightly so she could sit easier.
Ilya had seen him go inside, so went around the back where Barnett was still sitting, looking thoughtful.
“Ok?”
“No, not really. He’s pretty angry. Rightfully so I guess. It may be awhile before he comes around, if he ever does. But he loves you enough to want to fix it so that we’re not awkward. It’s sweet.”
Ilya shrugged,
“He is. You know it’s not awkward with me, even if I have to separate you two like children.”
That got a small laugh and a nod,
“I know. It’s fine, it’s not like you and I hang out a lot socially anyway. But I don’t want him to hate me. It wasn’t my intention. I just wasn’t thinking when I answered his call. I shouldn’t have answered it.”
“He told me you helped him, before that. That he had an episode. That it wasn’t a big deal. He thought it would make you friends enough to tell him.”
“Mmm, yes, he did. He told you about it? I told him I wouldn’t mention it.”
Ilya gave him an arched eyebrow,
“Oh? But yes he did.”
He didn’t mention that the details had been left very vague.
“Hmm, he did. He had one of his shutdowns, but it was bad. Very bad. His friend found him in bed and he’d been there for days. No food, no water. He was in bad shape. It could have been very bad. Luckily his friend had a key and called me from his phone. He bounces back quickly, I’ll give him that.”
Ilya was frowning though,
“Like, it could have been how bad?”
“I thought you said he told you.”
“He did. But he apparently left out how bad it was. He said that you would say it was no big deal.”
That got a laugh, but not a happy one.
“It was a very big deal. If his friend hadn’t found him, he might have died. He was just close enough to not being able to get out of bed at all. If he hadn’t gotten up in the next day he would have probably been too weak.”
Ilya nodded, trying not to let on how terrified those words made him. They talked for a while longer and Barnett said he was going back to his place.
“I’m not going to make him uncomfortable today. But I’ll come by tomorrow. If I’m just around, maybe he’ll start to talk to me a little. At least be on amiable terms, if not friends.”
Ilya nodded,
“I’m sorry that I messed up things between you.”
“Yes, you should be. Sorry that you got shot. Your fault. As usual.”
He smiled and gave Ilya a hug.
“I’ll see you tomorrow.”
Ilya walked inside and stopped as he looked at the couch. His voice was a whisper, but incredulous,
“What the fuck is happening to my life.”
Shane was asleep on the couch, his head propped back by a cushion, his feet to one side. Eva was also asleep, her head on his shoulder, cuddled up next to him, one hand on his thigh as his arm draped down over her shoulder and arm.
Cliff walked out of his room, having heard Ilya come in and his mouth actually dropped all the way open as he walked over to where Ilya was standing just staring at them. His voice was quiet, but highly amused,
“You’re so fucked Ilya.”
Ilya turned and punched him in the arm, pulling the punch at the last moment, but enough to sting still. 
“You fucking did this.”
Cliff doubled over in silent laughter and went outside, his laughter spilling out once he was there. Ilya followed him out, a last look at the peaceful look on Shane’s face.
Cliff was in the gym, just sitting on one of the weight benches, drinking a beer from the small fridge there. He handed one to Ilya, and he took a long drink. Cliff was still grinning,
“So that’s kinda weird right? I thought he didn’t like anyone touching him much.”
Ilya shrugged,
“He doesn’t. But he lets Rose. So maybe it’s a woman thing. I don’t know. It’s weirder because she actually pulled a gun on him when he got here. I don’t know what they talked about last night, but he’s clearly over it. Too bad he can’t get over Barnett like that.”
He took another drink of beer and stared at the house. Cliff just shrugged,
“She wasn’t wrong. She’s the only one who hasn’t lied to him at some point. Makes a difference maybe.”
He took a drink and changed the subject,
“When are we going?”
“Four days. I’ll make arrangements later. Shane wants to come.”
“Oh. And?”
Ilya was shaking his head as he finished the beer and got another one,
“I told him no.”
“Mmhmm, so he’s coming then?”
A bark of laughter followed as he opened the drink,
“Yes.”
He watched the house some more before looking at Cliff,
“I don’t want him to. But he says he just wants to be in the same city. In case something goes wrong. His ID can get us out of trouble.”
“It should be fine, he’s a trained fucking government agent. He’s not stupid, probably smarter than both of us.”
“Probably. But I don’t like it still.”
“Have a plan yet?”
“Fuck no. No idea. I need to call Sergei. Find out what he usually does after their meetings. I don’t know about weapons, I don’t know about anything. I will call him tonight.”
They sat and chatted about nothing important for an hours. Shane eventually wandered out of the house, rubbing his eyes and walking towards them when he saw them. Cliff offered him a beer but he shook his head, and just sat down in front of Ilya on the bench.
“Have a nice nap Shane?”
He nodded at Cliff, his cheeks a little pink as he thought about how he’d just woken up, Eva still laying on his shoulder.
“Yeah. Sorry. Didn’t realize I was that tired.”
Ilya grinned and couldn’t help himself,
“Couldn’t help but see I have been replaced as a nap partner.”
Shane got a little redder and he shook his head,
“I didn’t.. I mean.. She just… “
Sighing he just stopped.
Ilya leaned forward and kissed him.
“I’m teasing. I think. Not sure really. Maybe I don’t like it.”
Shane rolled his eyes at him.
They spent a lazy afternoon after a light lunch. Cliff was going to town for some things, asked if they wanted to come along, Shane said sure, Ilya said no, they had plans. Shane just agreed,
“Right, I forgot.”
Once Cliff was gone he looked at Ilya,
“What plans?”
“The ones where I get to play with your ass on the counter.”
“Oh my god, we’re not doing that. I literally just made bread there earlier. Eva cooks there.”
“But Shane, I want to. Pleeaasee.”
“No, fuck off.”
“Ok, in the bedroom, now.”
They spent the afternoon there, Ilya attempting to see just how long he could keep Shane from coming. He’d wanted to spank him, but his kotik had actually put his foot down for once, refusing. Not because he didn’t want to, but because he knew he would be too noisy. Ilya thought that was adorable and let him get away with it. This time.
“It will be worse next time then.”
Shane just shook his head and shrugged,
“It won’t.”
“Oh trust me, zolotse, it will. But you win. For now.”






      

  












      Chapter 59: If I could just lay my head down and rest
  


    Chapter Summary

    Ilya goes after Sergeev with consequences



    Chapter Notes

      Trigger Warning - People die. By guns. By knifes. By poisoning.  Not Ilya or Shane. But people.  Ilya tortures someone. Ilya also breaks, because he doesn't know how to bend apparently.

Ilya can't have nice things apparently. 😢😢😢

This is it, no more sad things. I SWEAR. Not like this anyway.

Chapter Title is from Wasteland by Royal and the Serpent (Arcane)







  They ate dinner, the bread Shane had helped with was perfectly crusty and delicious, Ilya proclaiming it the best bread he ever had, while both of them rolled their eyes at him. Cliff just laughed and ate another piece, saying it was actually very good.
Ilya talked with Sergei on the phone, giving him a list of what he wanted in Italy, and asking a few questions about their meeting. When he got off, he was still very uneasy, this was not how he liked to work, but he wasn’t sure how else he could get to Sergeev if not this way.
It was morning when the three of them got off the plane in Milan. Cliff and Shane went to check in at the hotel, while Ilya went to meet with Sergei and ask more questions.
“He seems nervous, Cliff. Is he always this nervous?”
Cliff shook his head as they used a keycard to go into the hotel suite they’d reserved.
“No. This is different from a normal job though. He’s usually very meticulous, and has everything planned out to the minute. And. Well, you’re here. He’s worried about you and he doesn’t know what’s happening, so it’s throwing him off. This part you probably don’t want to hear, but it’ll be fine. He’s very good at what he does Shane. Scarily good.”
“Oh I know. I wasn’t sure he was real. Or sometimes I thought he was multiple people. I thought there was no way one person was doing all the cases I had him linked to. He doesn’t need to worry about me though. I’ll stay out of the way.”
Cliff wasn’t about to go into details on that, so he just nodded and sat on the couch, waiting for Ilya to text him. Once the text came, they got in a taxi and went to the address Ilya had sent him, a small outdoor cafe. He was sitting there, sipping some sort of coffee drink when they walked up and sat with them. He pulled Shane down and gave him a long kiss before letting him sit down. He had a backpack next to him that he hadn’t had when he went to meet Sergei. Cliff glanced at it,
“All good?”
“Yes. He had what I wanted.”
He nodded across the street to a hotel.
“That’s where they will meet. In Sergei’s room. In three hours. It should have been tomorrow, but Sergeev moved it up. It is suspicious, but nothing we can do about it. They always meet alone, discuss plans, and have a drink after. I do not want him involved. After, Sergeev will go back to his room, the penthouse. I will be there waiting. Hopefully he is alone. If not, then we will see who is better.”
Shane looked away but said nothing. He had said he would stay out of the way, he was trying.
Ilya was watching him, but continued,
“I need exit strategy though, in case any of us have to run or leave in a hurry. I have not been here enough to know my way around. Normally I would do this a few days ahead of time. Cliff, I don’t have long, can you go and see what goes where, which way is least populated, less likely to draw attention. Take the west, Shane and I will go east. We have an hour.”
Cliff stood up and Shane looked to the West streets and shook his head.
“It's not any good that way. The three streets that go west, one of them leads directly to the police department and I do mean directly, about 3 blocks down. The street stops there and you have to go north or south. The north west street there leads to the Naviglio Grande canal, so you’d have to cut south when you hit it, unless you had hired some sort of boat, which would be conspicuous since it’s mostly tourist cruise type things there these days. But when you turn south, it once again will lead you towards the police station. Southwest is ok, but it’s very busy. Maybe you can blend in, as long as you’re not bleeding or obvious. But it does run to an entertainment district which will be crawling with security in the evening. If you can avoid the security, you’d be in a crush of people and probably invisible. So it’s a maybe.”
He looked to the East and pointed at a street,
“That’s your best bet, it runs into an old warehouse district. Not abandoned, but not busy either, you could easily lose yourself and anyone else following you in there, especially at night. The road south goes into a residential district, maybe not as good as the warehouse, but not horrible either, if you have to go quickly. If you go out that direction, just keep heading southeast, you’ll hit a restaurant district where it’s easy to pick up a cab if you need.”
He looked up to see Cliff and Ilya both staring at him. He blushed a little,
“Sorry. I forgot. I’m just along for the ride. I’m sorry. I’ll be quiet.”
Cliff just rubbed his eyes and sat down again. Ilya just stared at him.
“What? I’m sorry. Silent. I’ll be silent. Go, let’s go look at the streets you wanted.”
“Shane, zolotse, how do you know all that?”
He shrugged,
“I’ve been here before? Also when you said this was where we were coming, I looked at the map to refresh my memory. I remember stupid things sometimes, useless things. Like this.”
“You’re sure about the streets and directions?”
“I think so, but we can go look like you wanted.”
Cliff shook his head and shrugged,
“Up to you boss. He didn’t even hesitate when he rattled that shit off though.”
Ilya stared at Shane for a long moment and then laughed,
“Ok, well. So, we know which way to go. If I have to go West, then go southwest to the entertainment district, but prefer to go east through the middle there. Got it.”
Shane was biting his lip like he wanted to say something. Cliff just groaned,
“Spit it out Shane, what.”
“So ok, last thing, I swear. This hotel has a very small boutique in the back, like a spa, salon type thing. You can exit out that door from inside, but if you have a keycard, you can also enter and it’s closer to the elevators. So, you might need to have someone watching that entrance if you’re worried about people coming. There’s a bookshop with a small cafe area across the street where someone could sit and watch without drawing too much attention.”
Cliff stared at him again,
“Sorry. I’m done now. I promise.”
Cliff was still staring at him,
“Shane, you are kinda scary, I’m just being honest here.”
Ilya just leaned over and kissed his neck, muttering against him,
“You are the most ridiculous, sexy thing I have ever seen.”
Shane smiled and kissed him when he pulled back a little.
“Do you want me to go to the hotel? I told you I would and I meant it.”
Ilya looked at Cliff, who shook his head,
“No, I want you to sit right here and watch the front door for me. Cliff will go to the bookstore you are talking about. You know what some of his men look like from your file, yes? Just watch for them, or anyone you think looks suspicious and text if you see someone coming inside once I am there. You do not move, you do not come inside, you do not confront anyone. If I or Cliff tells you to run, you fucking run. Am I clear?”
“Yes. I promise.”
Ilya smiled and shook his head, he and Cliff just exchanging amused looks. Ilya kicked the backpack that was near his feet to Cliff.
“Pick. Leave the knife.”
Cliff leaned over and looked through it,
“You don’t have preference?”
Ilya shook his head,
“Nope.”
Cliff dropped a napkin on the bag and picked something up, putting it behind his waist, his shirt over it. Ilya pushed it to Shane, unsure if he would or not,
“Want gun?”
Shane looked at the bag and back to Ilya,
“Do you want me to have one?”
He shrugged, not going to push either way, though he would prefer Shane be armed in case anything happened.
“Up to you. I would prefer yes, but if you don’t want, it’s ok. Just for emergency.”
Shane sat there and started to chew on the side of his thumb, but at a look from Ilya, he dropped it and nodded.
“Ok.”
He didn’t care what kind of gun, he’d had practice with several, he wasn’t really any better with anything particular. He just glanced in and took the top one, sliding it behind him like Cliff had, pulling his shirt over it. Ilya nodded and zipped the bag.
“Can’t believe I just put an illegal gun in my waistband. I’d so get fired.”
Ilya grinned at him,
“Is good to be bad sometimes, Shane.”
“Ilya. No. It is not.”
He gave him a small smile though. Ilya looked at his watch and waved the waiter over, ordering a pastry that he proceeded to feed Shane small bites of, while Cliff just shook his head and drank the espresso he’d ordered. Eventually he stood and nodded at Cliff as he slung the backpack over his shoulder.
“You know where you’re going?”
“Yep, this is easy. Be careful. If it’s not going to work, get out, and we’ll figure it out later.”
“Hmm, maybe. I will see. I will not be reckless. Moya lyubov, you are ok here? Just text if you see something. Or Cliff if you need something out here. It will be a while. I want to get into his room while he’s in with Sergei.”
Shane was getting a twisting feeling in his stomach, but he nodded and stood and gave him a long kiss, his tongue needy in Ilya’s mouth.
“Please be careful. I hate this.”
“I will be fine. This is what I do. What I did. I will see you soon.”
Shane sat down and watched them both go, his stomach tightening. He slowed his breathing down, touching Ilya’s necklace until he felt somewhat calm. He ordered a drink, just so he had something to fidget with. Once he had it, he took a deep breath and started to pay attention, focusing on who was there, where everyone was moving, anything that looked out of place. Once he had scanned back and forth a few times, he was confident he had everything in his brain, now he could just watch. If something was out of place, he would pick it up.
 

 
Ilya glanced back once at Shane and took a deep breath. He’d be fine. He was just watching. Focus. He walked inside, his head down and headed to the back, where he was hoping to find a service elevator. He hated doing a job blind. He liked to be over prepared and this was the complete opposite. He found the elevator he wanted, but it needed a keycard. That was ok, if he got lucky, he’d have one soon. He leaned against the wall, pretending to scroll his phone. A male room service attendant came off the elevator, but he let him go. Too risky. He needed a female. Ten minutes later and his patience was rewarded. A young blonde woman came towards him pushing a cleaning cart. He glanced up and just before she got to him, moved his foot out a few inches. Her cart ran into him and he yelped, dropping his phone.
“Oh my god, I’m so sorry, Sir, are you alright?”
She leaned down to pick up his phone at the same time he did and his fingers ran lightly over hers. He let her pick it up and gave her a shy smile as she handed it to him, her eyes lingering on his lips before dropping to look at the rest of him.
“I’m fine, it’s my fault, I was in your way.”
She smiled again, her cheeks red and apologized again. His eyes were wandering her up and down and dropping behind her to look at her cart, finally spotting the small bracelet that should have been on her wrist that had a master keycard attached to it.
She stared at him for a beat too long and finally, flustered,
“I’m sorry again. I should get back to work.”
He glanced at his phone again and back to her, his tongue coming out to toy with the corner of his mouth.
“So I was supposed to go on a date tonight, but she cancelled. Don’t suppose you’d want to get a drink after you’re off?”
He took a step closer to her, leaning forward, his lips near her ear as he whispered, his hand going behind her and picking up the keycard,
“I would never tell her, but you’re much prettier than she was.”
Her lips parted as she looked up to him, as he slowly pulled back, giving her his most charming smile, according to Sveta.
She just nodded,
“I’d love to. I don’t get off until 10 o’clock though.”
“Perfect, still plenty of time to get a drink and have some fun. I can meet you in the bar here?”
She blushed again as she turned to go, looking back over her shoulder at him,
“I can’t wait. I’m Julie.”
He smiled at her again,
“Me either, I’m looking forward to it. I’m Mathew. I’ll see you soon?”
She nodded and took a deep breath, looking at him for too long before she left.
He rolled his eyes once she was around the corner, and swiped the card on the elevator. She’d be looking for her keycard soon, but knowing that she wasn’t wearing it like she should be, it might take her a while to go get a new one. And she’d never suspect her soon to be date to have taken it.
He went to the top floor and got off the elevator. There was only one suite here, the area off the elevator was a small waiting area with a couple of chairs and a small table with a mirror over it. He set the backpack on the table and pulled out the gun, screwing on the suppressor he’d had Sergei include. He didn’t need someone hearing a gunshot and coming to investigate before he could get out. He put it in his waistband. He took the knife he’d requested and spun it in his hand a few times, getting a feel for the weight. He pulled his pant leg up and strapped the sheath it had with it around his lower leg, pulling his pants leg down over it after sliding the knife in it. He looked in the mirror and stared at himself. He really wanted a cigarette. He’d quit, more or less. But he really really wanted one. He put his phone on do not disturb, other than a silent text from Cliff or Shane. Shoving it in his pocket, he took a deep breath. He would go in, find a place to wait, and hope Sergeeev showed up alone. Easy. If not, he’d take out whoever was with him.
He rolled his shoulder, testing and took a deep breath. He didn’t think he’d have any trouble actually pulling the trigger, but sometimes it was different when you were staring at someone you’d known so long. He’d been deep down in himself when he killed Misha, he wasn’t sure he could get there tonight, but he would see. He looked at his watch. He had almost an hour until the meeting with Sergei would be over. Plenty of time.
He swiped the card and went into the dark room. He flipped one light on, just enough to see by. The room was empty, a couple of bags sitting over by the mini-bar. One of the bedroom doors was open and dark, the other was closed, but dark underneath. He didn’t love the closed door. He pulled the gun and turned the knob slowly, kicking it open with his foot while he stood out of line of fire if someone was right on the other side. He heard nothing and finally cleared the room, flipping the light on just long enough to be sure, checking the bathroom also. He checked his phone and saw nothing, looked at the time and had plenty. He put it away back into his front pocket. Turning the light back off, he walked out to the living area and was deciding where he wanted to wait when he heard the beep. He spun to the door as he heard it opening. His gun was out instantly again and he backed up a few feet to give himself a little space. There was no way his meeting with Sergei was over yet. Maybe it was someone else. He didn’t care, if they were with Sergeev, they were against him. 
His finger was tight on the trigger as he watched the door open and a man walked in slowly. Ilya aimed at center mass, no point in being fancy, nor did he have any desire for a long conversation. But when the man came forward another step, his eyes met Ilya’s with sorrow in them. The gun dipped and Ilya made a soft noise. Dmitri just shook his head and took another step in, Sergeev behind him with a gun out, pointed at Dmitri’s head. Sergeev flipped more lights on and Ilya got a good look at his friend and almost wished he hadn’t. He was skinny. Too skinny. His cheek was cut and bruised, his arms had old bruises underneath fresh ones. There was a long cut going from his neck and disappearing under his shirt. He looked ill. Ilya wanted so badly to speak to him, but he knew better. He dropped a little, closer to where he needed to be, his face becoming a little cold. He tore his eyes away from him and gave Sergeev a cocky smile, as he wondered if he could kill Sergeev before he pulled the trigger. He could kill the man, but Dmitri would be dead also most likely.
“You’re early.”
“You’re a dead man Ilya.”
“We will see won’t we.”
Sergeev just shrugged and pointed the gun at him instead. Ilya just laughed. His former commander shook his head,
“What a waste. If you were going to kill me, you should have done it the second I walked in. But as usual, your concern for others will be your downfall. You didn’t shoot me because you are worried for your friend here. He’s not even your friend. He belongs to me. He does what I want when I want. You are the best Ilya. We could have been so good. But I can’t trust you anymore.”
“No? I did what you wanted. The woman is dead.”
“Maybe. Her father did seem broken up when I spoke to him. I saw pictures of her body. But something is off.”
Ilya shrugged, watching Sergeev’s gun as it was pointed at his chest. His finger wasn’t tight yet, so Ilya had a little time.
“Nothing is off. I did what you wanted.”
“Do you know how I knew you were here?”
“I’m sure you are about to tell me.”
Sergeev chuckled,
“You’re still so cocky. Your boyfriend. Has betrayed you.”
Ilya actually laughed.
“Of all the things you could choose, you pick the one that I know for a certainty is not true.”
“Oh maybe not on purpose. You and your other man, I cannot track. You have too many passports for me to keep track. But he does not. He has one. His real one.”
Ilya blinked once. 
Sergeev noticed and smiled,
“Yes. So I know where you came from also. I certainly hope nothing is there that you wanted to keep safe. I’ve had a tracker on his passport since he was in Vienna. He moves around a lot for his job, it’s a little hard to sort through honestly. But when he popped up here, the same time I am here for a meeting, it was a little concerning to me. And here you are. Like clockwork.”
“What do you want?”
Sergeev laughed, his finger tightening slightly as the gun was suddenly at Dima’s head again, as Sergeev poked him
“Dmitri, go get his gun please. He’s making me nervous.”
Ilya could shoot him. Dmitri would die. Him or Dmitri. He raised the gun a miniscule amount and Sergeev just shook his head,
“Go ahead. You’re fast. But he’ll still be dead. Maybe that’s ok. You’ll be alive. That’s all that’s important right.”
Dmitri stepped forward and held his hand up, his eyes pleading with Ilya, but for what, he wasn’t sure. Staring at the bruises on him, Ilya closed his eyes for a moment and put the gun in his hand. He took it and set it on the table by the TV, closer to the other man than to Ilya. Sergeev's gun went down a little,
“Check him for other weapons please, and do not test me.”
Dmitri still hadn’t spoken, but when he got close enough again, he wouldn’t meet Ilya’s eyes this time. He looked about to pass out, sweating and weak, and with how skinny he was, Ilya figured they weren’t letting him eat much. He went behind Ilya and was patting him down as Sergeev spoke, taunting him.
“So your boyfriend is here. Is the other one also? Are they outside somewhere? Because you know who else is outside somewhere? Just wandering the streets close to here?”
Ilya just stared at him, feeling Dmitri’s hands on him, checking thoroughly.
“No guesses? That’s ok, I’ll tell you. Your close personal friend. I think the last time you saw him, he was pouring vodka on your side.”
Ilya took a deep breath. Bluffing. He was bluffing. Jesus christ, if that man touched Shane or Cliff, Ilya would kill every fucking person in Sergeev’s group. Dmitri knelt to pat down his legs and he held his breath. Finally standing, he shook his head at Sergeev and spoke. His voice was wrong. It was trembling and hoarse.
“Nothing.”
He didn’t look at Ilya as he walked back over next to the other man.
“You asked what I wanted, Ilya. What do you want? Why are you here?”
“Just came to see you. I heard you were out of Russia, thought I’d say hi.”
“By being in my hotel room with a gun? I don’t think so.”
He motioned with the gun,
“Get on your knees.”
Ilya dropped a little more, more of him going away, but he was laughing hysterically.
“Is your name Shane? I think the fuck not.”
“Then sit. In the chair. I want you off your feet. You make me nervous.”
Ilya took a sudden step forward just to fuck with him, he laughed again when the gun was suddenly straight at him.
He looked around and saw the chair, going to sit in it, turning his back to the man without a care in the world. He sat and crossed his leg over his knee, his hand resting on his calf.
“Happy now?”
“Maybe. Now. How can we fix this?”
“I don’t know what you want fixed? I killed the woman. You should have Mikhailov on your leash. But you are here threatening my friends, threatening me. Torturing your own man by the looks of him. I am working. I’ve done three of the four jobs you wanted and there’s three quarters of a year left.”
Ilya glanced at Dmitri and his position, trying to gauge where Sergeev’s hand would be if he suddenly swung the gun towards his friend. He bit his lip and tried to convince himself he could hit him. He hadn’t been practicing lately and was unsure. But wasn’t sure how else to get out of this situation with both of them alive. There was a chance he could still shoot Dmitri, but maybe he would be startled. Rethinking, he calculated the distance between him and Sergeev. Could he tackle him? No, that's why he wanted him sitting, he knew it was coming.
He realized he’d been asked a question and looked at his face,
“What?”
“Would you like a drink?”
Ilya rolled his eyes,
“No. Thank you. I think you know better. I certainly know better.”
Sergeev slowly smiled and motioned to the table. Ilya glanced over and saw a bottle of vodka and two glasses sitting. He just shrugged,
“No. If you want to try to force it down my throat, you can come over here close enough and do it. I’m not drinking whatever is in those glasses.”
Sergeev just shrugged and glanced at Dmitri, before looking back to the glasses.
“You always did know me well. But you don’t have to drink, the damage is already done.”
The admission caused Ilya to look at the glasses again. His eyes narrowed as he realized there were remnants of liquid in them already. He frowned and looked at Sergeev, who was just calmly watching him.
“I wanted to have some fun. Sort of like last time with your tall friend. Give you a choice. You or him.”
Ilya’s eyes flew to Dmitri. Who was trembling and looking even paler. And sweating. And looking like he wanted to vomit. His gaze went back to the glasses and then to Sergeev.
“No… no no no”
Sergeev continued like he hadn’t spoken,
“But somehow. I don’t understand it. Somehow you are given such loyalty. Unearned. Your friend here, I told him my game. You or him. I told him that he’d probably be fine. You chose yourself last time. Because you’re too fucking soft Ilya. I told him you would do the same. You’ll never choose someone else. Because you think you don’t deserve to live. Isn’t that right? And do you know what he did? For you? Do you?”
Ilya looked at Dmitri again. He was just staring at Ilya, swaying slightly, managing a small, tired smile. Ilya’s eyes were starting to burn and his chest was constricting. His voice was whisper quiet,
“What did he do?”
“He drank them both. He ruined my fun. Joke’s on him though, they both had my special mixture in them. So now he’s got double. Probably not long left.”
Dmitri spoke, his voice soft,
“I’m sorry, Ilyusha.”
Ilya growled, his hand yanking up his pant leg and grabbing the knife that Dmitri had left him and flung it at Sergeev. The man was swinging the gun at Ilya, but the knife took him straight through the forearm and the gun dropped. Ilya was up and kicked it away before Sergeev could even react. From the corner of his eye, he watched Dmitri sit down on the floor, and stare down, sweat dripping from him. Ilya’s fist connected with Sergeev's chin before the man could move, knocking him to the ground. Bending over him he punched him again. He yanked the knife from his forearm and snarled at him. The man was stunned and clearly had no idea what Ilya was doing when he stepped over him and grabbed his foot. He didn't want him moving, so he ripped the man’s shoe off and with no hesitation, ran the knife firmly across the back of his ankle, severing his tendon. A scream started and Ilya didn't even hesitate before he punched him again, cutting it off. Yanking the man’s now bloody sock off, he balled it up and shoved it in Sergeev’s mouth. He looked back at Dmitri who was still sitting,
“Hold on Dima.”
He yanked Sergeev’s other shoe off and stared in his face as he severed the tendon on that leg also. He waited a few seconds, until the man’s muffled wails had stopped and he yanked the sock out of his mouth.
“Antidote. How do I stop it?”
Sergeev just shook his head, his voice was barely audible as he gasped in pain,
“You can’t. He took too much. It’s been too long. Have to act fast, he drank more than 30 minutes ago. He’s dead.”
The man laughed weakly and Ilya slapped him.
“HOW DO I FIX IT?”
“You can’t. Told you. He’ll start bleeding soon. Once that happens, it’s not long. He’ll drown in his own fucking blood. For you. I hope you can live with that. You fucking killed him.”
Ilya sank down and looked back at Dmitri. He was looking at Ilya now, but not moving. Ilya half crawled to him and wrapped his arms around him.
“Dima, is he telling the truth? You drank both?”
A nod was all he got.
“Do you know the poison? Can we fix it?”
His head shook slightly, his voice quiet,
“No. He uses it a lot. You can’t. It's too late.”
He coughed and Ilya nearly screamed when a few droplets of red flew out of his mouth. He got up and got a couch cushion and put it behind Dmitri, pushing him back on it, so he was propped up. He started to sit with him, but Dmitri shook his head.
“Finish it.”
Ilya stared at him and nodded slowly before turning back to Sergeev, picking up the knife. He dropped that last tiny bit, all of him gone now and his face showed it. Sergeev knew. He just watched, his chest heaving.
“You can’t help him." 
“I know. But I can make myself feel better."
"My people know you're here..."
Ilya shoved the sock back in the man’s mouth and used the knife to cut his shirt off. Once it was off, he sliced a thin line down the middle of Sergeev’s chest. He ran his finger through the blood and smeared it on the man’s face. He watched him bleed for a few seconds before he cut another line. And another. And another. Each one got a little deeper. His chest was a mass of bleeding lines. The man was starting to howl now and Ilya just looked at him impassively. He cut a few more lines, going deeper, a cold smile crossing his face as Sergeev screamed now, the noise muffled. His blood spilled out over everything, including Ilya. Eventually, as he could see the man fading, he made one more swift cut, across the man’s stomach, this was the deepest one yet. He dropped the knife and got close to Sergeev’s ear,
“This is for Dima. You might want to hold your fucking guts in. I think they’re spilling out. You fucking piece of shit. I will take out your entire fucking crew for this. And your family. Everyone that you love. You have killed them. Enjoy that as your last thought.”
He shoved the man over and went to Dmitri. He pulled his gun from the table and sat it next to him. Sitting where he could see the door, he pulled Dmitri to him, between his legs. He was lying down, his head on Ilya’s thigh. Ilya was completely covered in blood, but didn’t care. He wiped his hand on the carpet and then smoothed Dmitri’s hair out of his eyes, wiping some of the sweat away from his eyes, but leaving streaks of red instead. He felt his phone buzz but made no move to look at it.
Dmitri looked up at him and managed a smile.
“I wanted to go with you. But Alexei, he gave me to Sergeev. Knocked me out and I woke up on the plane. I’m so sorry. I wanted to go. I wanted to see who I could be. Like you told me.”
Ilya shook his head, whispering to him.
“It’s ok. It’s ok, I know you did. I’m so sorry I left you. I shouldn’t have left you the first time.”
Dmitri reached up and touched his face, just for a second.
“I shouldn’t have been so scared. Not your fault.”
“It is my fault. Why did you fucking drink the fucking vodka. You knew. I would do it.”
Dmitri coughed again, a wheezing and gurgling sound in his chest. He wiped his nose, looking at the blood on his shaking hand.
“Didn’t want you to. My turn. I hurt you once. Not this time.”
His voice was weak and every breath, Ilya could hear the soft wheezing sound getting worse.
“Fuck. Please don’t do this. Please, please don’t go. I can’t.”
“Did you kill him? For me? Please.”
“Oh my god, yes, he’s dead.”
Ilya looked over and didn’t see him breathing, but if he was, he wouldn’t be for long.
“He’s dead Dima. For you. He can’t hurt anyone else.”
Dmitri nodded and stared at the ceiling. Ilya looked down and stopped breathing. There was blood coming from both nostrils and the corner of his mouth.
“Oh my god please no. I’ll trade. I’ll do it, please Dima, don’t do this.”
Those lips that were bright with blood, formed into a smile,
“Too late. Didn't want it to be you. Be happy.”
“I will. I promise. I need you to come though. Yes?”
“Ilya.”
Dmitri's hands went to his neck and were fumbling with his chain. He managed to get it off, blood smearing on it as he held it loosely up, 
“What Dima, I’m right here.”
“Can you take my necklace? Like you did your mother’s. I want someone to remember me.”
Ilya couldn’t speak he was just crying, the tears leaving bloody trails down his cheeks. He finally choked out an answer as he nodded,
“Yes. I will wear it always.”
He reached out and covered Dmitri's hand with his own, the chain wrapped around both of their fingers.
“Ilyusha.”
“I’m here. Please, don’t.”
“Don’t leave me please. m'scared.”
Ilya’s head dropped to the top of Dmitri’s and he kissed his forehead over and over. He took his other hand and squeezed it, holding it, listening to that horrible wheezing sound. He would hear it for months in his sleep.
“You're so brave. Don't be scared. I’m not leaving you.. I’m right here. I won’t leave you. You won’t be alone, I promise. My mama will be there Dima. You know what she looks like. I showed you her picture. You'll close your eyes and when you open them again, she'll be there waiting for you. I promise. She'll take care of you. oh god, please don’t leave though.”
The door suddenly slammed open and Ilya’s gun was in his hand so fast the man never stood a chance. As soon as Ilya recognized the tall man with the short dark hair, he pulled the trigger and emptied the entire clip into his chest, the knife he was holding falling to the ground at the same time he did. The suppressor had muffled most of the shots, the last one a big louder as it failed, but Ilya didn’t care. He wasn’t moving.
Ilya dropped the gun and went back to holding Dmitri, and rocking back and forth, a low noise coming from inside him.
"She'll be there Dima. I promise. You're so fucking brave. I love you. She will love you. Please stay."
He started whispering in Dmitri's ear, singing him a song his mother used to sing him. He kept on long after that horrible wheezing had stopped.
 

 
Shane had been scanning constantly and he finally saw it. Something different. Something he recognized. He got out his phone and texted Cliff and Ilya,
‘Maxim just went in the front door.’
He sat and waited and continued looking, watching. He was getting very fidgety. He wanted to go check on Ilya, he wasn't letting that man hurt him again. He was trying to wait, he had promised. It was maybe thirty minutes later and he was actually standing up, saying fuck it, to go in, when his phone rang. It was Cliff. He answered it. The voice was coming at him frantically, 
“Cliff, slow down, I can’t understand.”
“Get the fuck upstairs now, I need you, Help. Hurry up. We have to get him out of here. Come now. Penthouse, Jesus, now Shane.”
Shane stood up, wanting to run, his heart sinking. He knew better though and managed to casually walk across the street and into the building. He took the elevator up, repeating over and over in his head,
“He’s ok, he’s ok, he’s ok.”
The elevator slid open and his eyes opened wide. The door was open and he could see Maxim lying there, he could also see blood. So much blood. Everything he could see was covered. He stepped to the door and tried to look around analytically even though he could see Ilya on the floor. He was sitting, so not dead. He let out a whoosh of air that he hadn't realized he'd been holding.
Denis Sergeev lay on the floor, surrounded by blood. He was so bloody, Shane couldn’t really tell what had happened at first. He looked closer and realized he had multiple knife wounds, long, purposeful cuts and a large slash across him which was gaping open. His shoes were off and his ankles looked bloody as well. Something was stuffed in his mouth. Shane stared in horror and was trying not to let his stomach revolt. Maxim was lying there with multiple bullet wounds to the chest, blood pooling out from underneath him.
Cliff was next to Ilya, leaning over and talking in his ear. Ilya was covered in blood, it looked like he had bathed in it. Shane looked back to Sergeev and then to Ilya and swallowed. He was wrapped around a body that Shane couldn’t see at first. He tried to step in the room without stepping in blood, but it was nearly impossible. When he finally got a look, he made a wounded sound as he recognized the man Ilya was holding on to. He was skinnier and pale and had streaks of blood on him, blood coming from his nose and mouth. Ilya was rocking back and forth and whispering something and occasionally making a soft wail of… terror… grief.. Shane wasn’t sure. Oh Jesus what had happened here. Ilya's face had tear stains running through the blood that covered the rest of his face and it looked like some sort of grotesque, macabre makeup.
Cliff looked up at him and his eyes were frantic,
“I don’t know how long he’s been like this, I can’t get him up. He doesn't seem hurt. Not his blood. He won’t move. He won’t talk. He tried to hit me when I tried to move Dmitri. We have to get him up Shane. We have to get out of here. Somehow. I don’t even know how.”
“Go get wet towels, Find clothes. He has to get out of those clothes, he can't go out like that.”
Cliff moved and Shane came closer, still trying not to leave obvious footprints in the blood. He squatted down next to Ilya and put a hand over his, which was holding Dmitri’s, some sort of chain wrapped around both of their fingers. He listened closely to what Ilya was saying and realized it was an old lullaby in Russian about a wolf and something about not laying on the edge of the bed. He'd never understood it but knew it was popular with children when they went to bed.
“Ilya, baby, we need to go. I’m so sorry. I know he was your friend, but I need you to listen to me and get up. Please. We have to let him go and get up. Right now.”
Ilya’s head shook wildly,
“Not leaving him. Promised, I wouldn’t leave him. My fault. My fault, I did it. He did it for me. He was scared. Can’t leave him.”
Shane leaned over and checked Dmitri's pulse, though it was obvious he was gone.
“Ilya. He’s gone. You kept your promise. You didn’t leave him. He knows. He knows you loved him. Please, I need you to get up.”
Cliff was standing in the bedroom, towels in one hand, clothes in the other.
Shane was nearly crying at this point and he leaned over and kissed him. He didn’t care about the blood or anything else, he just pressed his lips to Ilya’s. His eyes went to Shane’s and seemed to recognize him but he still shook his head.
“Can’t. Not leaving him.”
Swallowing hard, and wiping at his tears, Shane shook his head, trying again in Russian.
“We are going. Get up now. Right now Ilya. If you don’t get up, you will leave me again. Is that what you want? To leave me? That’s what will happen if you don’t get the fuck up right now.”
Ilya was staring at him and shaking his head slowly.
“Then get up baby. Please.”
“Can’t leave him..”
Shane took a breath and did the only thing that had snapped him out of himself the one other time Shane had seen him in a different kind of drop, and it hadn’t been nearly like this. He slapped him. Hard. Ilya’s eyes flashed suddenly with rage and his hand made a fist that came flying towards Shane, who didn’t move, just flinched slightly, keeping eye contact with him and whispering his name. Cliff yelled Ilya's name. But the blow didn’t land. He'd pulled it just in time and instead he felt a palm touch his cheek gently.
“Shane.”
“Yes. Get up please. Now.”
Ilya looked down and then back at Shane and then around the room. His eyes were still wild, but he nodded. He leaned down one last time and kissed Dmitri’s forehead and whispered something to him, something about his mother. He gently placed his head on the floor and tried to scoot back. Stopping though, he reached forward and untangled the chain from Dmitri's fingers. He held it out to Shane, who just took it and put it in his pocket.
Cliff helped him up while Shane stepped around Dmitri to the back of the room where there wasn’t much blood. He stripped Ilya’s shirt off and managed to get his shoes and pants off also, dropping them to the floor for the moment. He took a wet towel from Cliff and scrubbed at his face and hands and arms, exchanging the towel when it got too bloody. Finally, he wasn’t horrible, though anyone looking close would know something had happened. He got him dressed again, Ilya just moving automatically as he put on someone’s else's clothes. He was blinking though as he looked around and he pointed at the gun and Shane picked it up, finding the backpack and shoving it in. Ilya was pointing again and it took Shane a minute to figure out at what. It was a knife that was nearly covered in the pool of blood it sat in. Shane grabbed Cliff’s hand and leaned over to pick it up, so that he didn't step in any more of the blood and let Cliff yank him back up right. He dropped it in the bag also. 
“Anything else?”
Ilya shook his head.
“Cliff, wrap those towels we used to wipe him off in something. His clothes too. Bring them with us. They can’t stay here. Wipe the door handles off. Walk around the edge of the room, stay out of the blood as much as possible. Take your shoes off at the door if they’re bloody. Do not track blood outside this room. He led Ilya around the edge of the room, making him stop at the door and Shane washed his feet off, putting his shoes in the backpack. Cliff came around, the towels wrapped in a larger clean towel. He checked his shoes and groaned, taking them off and holding them on top of the towels. Shane looked in and frowned.
“Give me your shoe Cliff.”
He handed it over and watched as Shane used the toe of it to smear the blood around, obscuring the actual footprints they’d left into just more bloody smears. He handed the shoe back and looked critically inside, trying not to look at Sergeev and his many many cuts.
“I can’t get those shell casings, I'll make too much of a mess. This is a throw away gun right?”
Cliff nodded since Ilya was still saying nothing, his eyes just staring at Dmitri.
“I can’t fix much else. I can try and stay and spin it if you want. But we’re all going to be on camera probably if their camera’s are working. Do you want me to stay? I can come up with an excuse why I was here.”
Cliff looked unsure, but told him,
“I can call Pyotr. He can do miracles, he might be able to fuck up the camera footage. Maybe. I don’t know. I don’t know about staying.”
Ilya shook his head and whispered something.
Shane went up to him and touched his face,
“Say it again please.”
“Don’t stay. Stay with me.”
That was all it took. Shane closed the door and wiped off the door handle, they got in the elevator, keeping their heads down, though it was likely far too late at this point. He wiped off the elevator buttons, just in case.
Shane looked at the front and then through the boutique he had talked about. There were only two people there.
“I’m going in there and throwing a fit. Walk him through as soon as I do.”
Cliff nodded, holding the bundle in one hand and Ilya's arm in the other, trying to ignore the fact that none of them had shoes on.
Shane went in and started asking questions, flashing something at them and throwing a fit about something in the corner. They went to look at it with him and Cliff moved. He and Ilya walked out the door with none of them looking over and they kept walking down the street outside. Eventually Shane caught up with them and he took Ilya’s other arm and the three of them strolled casually until they were well away from the hotel. Ilya still wasn’t speaking, but he was walking more on his own now. Shane took them to the East, through the warehouse district where he called two taxis.
“Cliff go in the first one, take everything you can carry. We’ll come in the next one. Go to the hotel and clean up. We’ll clean up when we get there and we need to get the fuck out of this country. Fast. And probably never come back. Call your computer guy, see if he can fuck up the camera footage. You’re probably ok, but if my face comes up, we may have a problem, if they run it through a government system.”
The first taxi arrived and Cliff left, looking unsure about leaving Ilya with Shane, but he did it. Shane just walked with Ilya whispering to him, that everything was ok, it would be fine, he was ok, he kept his promise.
When the taxi got there, he got Ilya in and they went to the hotel. Cliff was already showered and changed and Shane talked to him quietly about getting rid of some things while he got Ilya cleaned up.
He walked in the shower on his own, Shane following him. He washed him off, washed his hair, kissed him gently on the cheek and lips as he did it. Eventually Ilya started looking at him. Actually looking at him. He suddenly grabbed Shane and buried his face in Shane’s neck,
“Did I fucking hit you?”
“No. You didn’t. I promise.”
“I remember. I was going to.”
“But you didn’t. We’ll talk about it later, right now we need to get dressed.”
Ilya nodded and dried himself off as Shane watched. He was there. Not himself, but present at least. He wouldn't talk though. Shane tried to coax him a few times, but other than those words in the shower, he was silent. Cliff came back from disposing of things and Shane asked if he could see if there was a flight they could get on tonight. When Ilya heard that though, he shook his head as if trying to clear it and asked for his phone. Shane handed it to him and watched him make a call. His voice was tight but clear when he spoke.
"Sergei, you need to call one of your guys and have him go to the house. Don't fuck with me, I know you keep a couple in the town. Send them to the house, armed. Just in case. Now. Have them check on Barnett and Eva."
He hung up and shoved the phone in his pocket. Shane said nothing about the call, but asked Cliff if there was a flight. He nodded. They got their things and left, Ilya moving easily on his own, but still not speaking other than a quick one or two word answer to direct questions. On the plane though, he shoved the arm rest up and curled himself around Shane the best he could in the small seats. Shane just put a hand in his hair, rubbing it until Ilya fell asleep on him. Cliff was watching, but said nothing either.
It was a long, quiet flight.






      

  












      Chapter 60: Coulda been a nightmare
  


    Chapter Summary

    Ilya talks to Shane finally, Alexei has some problems in jail. Shane has to go home soon, for a while at least.



    Chapter Notes

      Ilya speaks. Yay! Shane learns to surf? Why not, it's fun. Movie night! I love cheesy vampire movies, so Abigail makes an appearance. Is Cliff coming around to Eva... no, probably not.

Chapter Title is from Everything I Wanted by Billie Eilish







  Eva and Barnett were both fine, whatever Ilya had been worried about hadn’t happened. At least not yet. Not that he would tell them what it was. He was still very quiet, Shane had actually never seen him like this. He would answer questions, but there was no bantering, no insulting, no extra information. Shane had cleaned the chain for him and fastened it around his neck the first night they were home. That was the most he had talked, he had asked Shane if it was ok that he wore it, as if Shane might actually say no.
The first night they were back at Eva’s, Ilya woke four times. He didn’t scream, he would just let out a soft noise and sit straight up, trembling like he was freezing. Shane just pulled him back down and wrapped around him, and whispered in his ear until he would fall back asleep. He didn’t get out of bed the next day, other than to disappear into the bathroom a couple of times. He didn’t want Shane out of bed either, wrapped around him clinging onto him like he might disappear. Shane didn’t try after the second time, just stayed there with him, Eva bringing him food eventually, which Ilya declined, but Shane ate a little of, thanking her quietly. He wasn’t sure how much Cliff had told her, but she didn’t try to speak, just gave him a small smile.
The second night, he woke three times, but the trembling was a little less. He let Shane pull him back down every time and would eventually drift off to sleep. When Shane woke early that next morning, the sun was just coming up and he was in bed alone. He got up and wandered the house, finally going outside, finding Ilya sitting on the patio watching the sun come up with a glass of clear liquid. He let Shane take the glass and watched as he took a small sip and made a face, setting it far away from Ilya.
Shane sat on his lap, pleased when Ilya’s arms wrapped automatically around him. He leaned up against his boyfriend’s chest and just watched the sunrise. He finally pulled back and looked at Ilya’s face. Ilya looked at him, his face softening and leaned forward and they kissed, softly and gently until Shane pulled back again. Ilya’s voice was soft as he looked out towards the beach,
“I’m sorry.”
Shane gave him a small frown,
“You’re sorry. For what? You have nothing to be sorry for.”
Ilya’s arms tightened around him.
“For what I did. I was not myself. I would normally not toy with someone like that. Torture. That’s what I did. I hate it. You should hate me. I was just like him. I let myself be just like him. And I think… I think that I liked it. Then. Not now. I wanted to hear him scream. I wanted him to suffer. I wanted him to hurt. I hated him. But now, I am just like him. A monster.”
Shane was shaking his head, but Ilya continued,
“The worst part I think. I would do it again.”
Shane sighed and let the words sink it. It was the most Ilya had spoken since they’d left that room, and he’d made his one call. He slid off Ilya’s lap and kneeled between his legs. He wanted Ilya to be able to look at him and see his face. He took his boyfriend's chin and forced him to look at him.
“You are nothing like him. He was a monster his entire life. You were suffering. You made a decision in a heated moment. He deserved it. You did not like it. If you liked it, then you wouldn’t be apologizing and worrying about it. I will never hate you. Ever. You could keep doing what you do for the rest of your life and I won’t hate you. I love you. You are not a monster. You are a good friend, who was trying to take care of his friend. You know that I won’t lie to you. I don’t blame you. Nobody would. You did what needed to be done and you took care of your friend, who loved you.”
Ilya’s eyes searched his face as if expecting to see a lie there. He finally pulled Shane close to him, his arms wrapping around him again as he spoke against his neck.
“He did it for me. He saved me. I killed him, it should have been me.”
Shane swallowed hard, he had no idea what had happened in that room. There hadn’t been time to figure it out and Ilya hadn’t spoken of it yet. Cliff had watched the news from Italy and saw a blurb about the murders, but there were no details yet. Shane could have made a few calls to find out, but he wanted no association with the case at all.
He just shook his head, not pulling back.
“It should not have been you. It shouldn’t have been either of you. I don’t know what happened, but it wasn’t your fault. Or Dmitri’s. Do you want to tell me what happened? You don’t have to.”
Ilya shook his head no at first and Shane let it go. But after another minute Ilya sighed and let go of him, standing up, and stepping away. Shane watched him, biting his lip, but not going to chase. He’d let him have the time he needed. Instead of leaving though, Ilya picked up the glass of vodka Shane had moved away and drank the entire thing. He sank down onto the ground next to Shane and pulled him up against him. Shane twisted a little so he could see his face.
“He was supposed to be here. With Eva. I was going to disappear him. But he didn’t answer the phone that day. Or ever again. I didn’t know what happened to him, if he was dead or just ran away. I guess I know now.”
His hand reached up to touch the chain around his neck briefly, before he frowned.
“Are you sure this is ok? I promise I did not lie, we were not together. Like that. But I loved him. Like I love Cliff. We kept each other sane for a few years. When I left Russia the first time, I left him there because he was scared to come with me. If I had not, this would not have happened. He wanted…”
He took a deep long breath, as he touched the chain again.
“He wanted me to take it so that someone would remember him. Like my mama. He thinks I would not remember him. I will always remember. It’s my fault.”
Shane reached up and touched the chain and nodded,
“I’m sure. I understand. Although, if you want your mothers back, you only need to tell me. You cannot blame yourself for a decision that he made back then. It’s not your fault. None of this.”
Ilya shook his head and gave him a small smile.
“No. My mama’s is yours now. I like to see it on you. Forever.”
He took a deep breath and looked out at the beach again. Finally speaking,
“I was in the room. They came in before they should have. Far too early. Dima came in first, Sergeev had gun to his head. I could have just taken the shot, but I did not because he probably would have been able to shoot Dima still. So I waited. Even though now I know it wouldn't have mattered, Dima was dead already.”
Shane glanced up at him, not understanding, but not asking yet.
“Dima was so beaten up. So skinny. The last time I saw him was over a month ago, he hadn’t been eating right, he was bruised and cut all over.”
A long pause and then a sigh,
“Sergeev talked, he always liked to hear himself talk. Made Dima come take my gun and check me for weapons. But he didn’t tell him. He took the gun but didn’t tell him that he knew I had a knife. I know that he felt it, his hand went right over it and he didn’t tell him. He tried to help me. Again.”
Shane leaned over and hugged him.
“I don’t know what your files showed. Sergeev likes poison. Is his thing. We all know better than to eat or drink around him if he’s angry with you. I did it last time because I did not think he was out for my blood, so maybe he thought I would be stupid this time. I don’t know. But he had poisoned two glasses of vodka. Wanted to play his stupid game like with Cliff. Let me pick who lived or died.”
Shane’s eyes were closing as he understood. Ilya’s voice was cracking a little, but he kept going.
“But Dima. He didn’t want me to drink it. So he did it. He drank both glasses. Before I was even there. He was dying the whole fucking time I was there.”
He was trembling and Shane quietly told him,
“You don’t have to tell me.”
Ilya shook his head,
“Need to say it. Once. When I realized, I lost it and used knife to get Sergeev to drop the gun. And then. Then I lost myself. Sometimes I used to do it for jobs on purpose. Ones I didn’t want to do. Makes it easier to do and not go crazy. But this time, Dima was on the ground and he asked me to finish it. And I just... I don’t know. I don’t want to talk about that part. I did horrible things to him. I could have just picked up gun at that point and shot him, but I did not. I chose to make him suffer. I tried to find out if I could fix it. Antidote, but he said no, that it was my fault that Dima was dying. It should have been me.”
He stopped and wiped his eyes and dropped his head to the top of Shane’s.
“Then I went and held Dima and he told me the same thing, that I couldn’t fix it. So I just held him. While he told me that he did it to save me. He did it willingly. He knew he would fucking die and he did it anyway. For me. And I couldn’t help him. I couldn’t fucking help him Shane. I wanted to. I told him I would trade places, but I couldn’t help him. I just sat there while he fucking died. He told me he was scared. And I still couldn’t help him. I just talked to him. I lied. I told him it would be ok, that I wouldn’t leave him alone. I told him my mama would be there for him. That he would close his eyes and when he opened them she would be there. I hope she is. I hope they are together now.”
Shane was letting the tears he had run down his cheeks, not wanting to move and have Ilya stop.
“And I sang him a song. That she used to sing me. And I just kept telling him I wouldn’t leave him alone. And he couldn’t breath right, he was bleeding and every time he took a breath it made a horrible noise. So I just kept singing and telling him that she would take care of him. And then I don’t know. Cliff was there, trying to make me move, but I promised him I wouldn’t leave him. Promised. And then you were there. And I knew it was you, and I still couldn’t leave him. You said I would leave you instead and I was so sad. I didn’t want to leave you but I promised him and I couldn’t make myself get up. I didn’t want to leave you. I don’t. But I couldn’t make myself move. I’m so fucking sorry.”
“Shhhhhh, baby, no. It’s ok. I love you so much. It’s not your fault.”
Shane looked up at him and kissed him softly.
“It’s not your fault.”
Ilya shook his head and wiped his thumb over Shane’s tears.
“It was my fault. I should have gotten up. But then. Oh fuck. Then you…”
Shane interrupted him, knowing what he was going to say.
“I”m sorry Ilya. I didn’t know how else to get you to respond.”
“No. You did right. It woke me up.”
He laughed then, a horrible laugh, but it was a laugh.
“In my brain, it said to me.. Ilya, Shane just hit you. He’s not stupid, he would not do that unless it was important. Get up.”
He frowned then,
“But the same time my brain said that, it also said, someone just fucking hit you, hit them back. And I almost did. I almost hit you Shane. You said my name and I stopped, barely. I would never have forgiven myself if I had hit you like I almost did.”
Shane shook his head,
“It wouldn’t have mattered. I would have forgiven you. But I’m glad you stopped, I think it probably would have knocked me out.”
Ilya pulled him closer and kissed him. A real kiss, with his tongue chasing Shane’s, a promise. For later.
“It would not. You are strong. You would have shaken it off and kicked my ass. But I would not have forgiven myself.”
Shane looked at him then.
“Thank you for talking about it. I’m so fucking sorry it happened Ilya. So sorry. But you are not like him, I don’t care what you chose to do. He was evil. He wanted you to suffer. He was going to kill both of you.”
Ilya nodded slowly,
“I know. While I was holding him, Maxim came in. I didn’t wait, I just shot him. And kept shooting him. Sergeev had told me earlier he was outside looking for you and Cliff. I am glad to see he did not find you.”
“I saw him go inside, I texted, but you or Cliff didn’t answer and then Cliff called me and told me to get inside, he needed help.”
Ilya kissed him again and gave him a smile. A small one, but a real smile.
“And you came. And saved us all. With your big beautiful brain.”
Shane smiled back,
“Yes, my brain. That’s the part I want you to think is beautiful.”
Ilya smiled again, and a tiny part of it actually lit his eyes up also.
“Yes, the rest of you is so ugly I can hardly stand to see it.”
The smile slowly faded though and he looked out at the beach again.
“I am sorry that I wake you up at night. I just hear him. I hear his breathing. And then it stops. And I wake up. I can sleep somewhere else for a while so you can sleep. If you want.”
Shane shook his head and reached up to tangle his hands in those curls.
“Nope. I want this, close to me. Always. I don’t care if you wake up every hour. I will be there for you. No matter how long it takes. I am here for you. Understand? Not going anywhere. You’re stuck with me. Sorry.”
Ilya nodded and gave a relieved sigh,
“Thank you. I’m not sure I would sleep at all if you were not there.”
“Do you want to tell me why you needed to call Sergei and have him come check here? Is there something we need to be watching out for.”
Ilya went eerily silent at that, nearly stopped breathing. Shane frowned and pulled back to look at him.
“Ilya?”
“Ahhhh, he knew I was in the city. He knew I would be coming for him. He also said he knew where we came from, so he hoped I did not have something here that I needed safe. I think it is ok. He knows the airport we came from, but we are hours from there, so I think it is ok. If I leave, I will leave guard here for a while until I know that. And he is dead now, so hopefully that information died with him. Maxim was his closest ally, and they are both gone.”
“How did he know? That you were there? And where we came from?”
Ilya stared at him and finally shook his head.
“I don’t know. It doesn’t matter. We are all safe and I will watch for a while and make sure we stay that way.”
Shane stared at him, biting his lip,
“You are lying to me. I know that you are, I just can’t figure out what about this is so important that you would break your promise to me.”
Ilya looked away from him and just nodded,
“I am. Because you would over-react and get upset. I do not want that. Not at me. But you would be upset.”
Shane tilted his face back towards him.
“That’s not how telling the truth works. You don’t get to pick and choose. What is it?”
“He knew we were there because he tracked passports. He must have had computer guy who could tell him when they were scanned. So he knew where we left from and where we came. He saw we were in the same city as he was and he knew. He was never stupid.”
Shane frowned,
“I thought you and Cliff had new passports… oh. Fuck. Oh my fucking god.”
“Shane…”
“NO. Oh my god, it was my fault. I insisted on going and he had a flag on my passport. Oh fuck. Oh fuck, Oh my god, you must hate me. I’m going to be sick I think. If I hadn’t gone, he wouldn’t have known and oh my god.”
He got up and scrambled away from Ilya and walked a few feet away, leaning over and gagging.
“Shane. No. See. This is why. Sometimes, little lie is better than this. It’s not your fault. Please. I do not hate you. Never.”
Shane actually sank to his knees, his stomach hurt so bad. He could feel it. He wasn’t breathing right, he hated himself sometimes. Normal. He just wanted to be normal. He squeezed his eyes shut and told him,
“You have to. I didn’t know. I swear I wouldn’t have gone. I’m so sorry.”
He felt a hand on his back and then he was pulled into Ilya’s lap, sitting there, on the lawn.
“Shane Hollander. Listen to me. If it wasn’t my fault, it isn’t yours either. We didn’t know. It would have happened anyway. He stole Dmitri away because my brother gave him up. He was always going to kill him at some point. He just wanted to do it with me to make it worse. This. Was not your fault. Now you will calm down and fucking breathe for me. Yes? Right now.”
Shane let himself lean against him and choke out a laugh, then taking a small breath and coughing.
“That’s not how it works. Can’t just order me to breathe.”
“Watch me.”
His voice changed over, just a small change of timbre, like it always did.
“Shane, breathe. Big fucking breath right now, all the way in. Or I spank you right here in the open until you scream.”
Shane just choked a laugh again, and then attempted to take a big breath. He blinked as it went down most of the way into his lungs. He took another one. Took a smaller one. Realized his chest was loosening already. Started laughing for real.
“What the fuck. That doesn’t work. Bullshit. Did you just scare me out of my panic attack?”
Ilya shrugged and hugged him,
“Told you that you liked to listen to me. So listen carefully now. It wasn’t your fault. I should have thought about it. Never even occurred to me that he would be watching you. It should have. So it is my fault.”
Shane shook his head,
“No, it’s…”
“See. It’s not my fault. Not yours either. It happened. I promise you I do not blame you. I wanted you to go. I could have stopped it. We will both let it go. Ok?”
Shane nodded slowly, not knowing quite what had just happened, but he would take it over a full blown attack.
Ilya leaned over with a sigh of relief and nibbled on his neck before patting him on the hip.
“Get up. I am hungry. Someone lay in bed all day yesterday and did not eat. Do not do it again.”
Shane smiled and just nodded,
“Sorry. Not again.”
He stood up and held a hand out which Ilya took and let Shane pull him up. They wandered into the house and Eva handed Ilya a plate with eggs, toast with nutella and a ridiculous mound of bacon on it. He stared at it and then her and just shook his head.
“You are a witch of some sort.”
She shrugged,
“I knew Shane would have you back to normal. Or almost normal soon enough.”
She turned and got a plate for Shane with a much healthier looking breakfast, an egg white omelet with vegetables in it, fresh fruit and a piece of toast with nutella. He raised an eyebrow at the toast and she just laughed.
“He will steal it, don’t worry, it wasn’t really for you.”
They sat down at the table and she joined them, watching Ilya. He finally looked at her with a sigh,
‘What?”
“Nothing. I’m sorry. That’s all. I know it was a bad trip. I just wanted to say I’m sorry. I know you’d rather talk to Shane, but if you need a prettier ear to listen to you, or if he’s gone for some reason, I’m here. No flirting. Promise.”
He gave her a genuine smile,
“Thank you. It was a shitty trip. But the end result was what needed to happen. Sergeev is gone. Your father has his chance to make his move now. However, you are mistaken if you think your ears are prettier than Shane’s.”
She rolled her eyes at him,
“Back to normal, like I said. Shane, do you want to go to my surfing lesson with me today? You should come, you’ll probably be good at it.”
He thought about it, his nose scrunching just a bit as he did and Ilya smiled as he saw it. He spoke before Shane could, knowing that he would decline because he thought Ilya needed babysitting still.
“He would love to. I will come watch.”
Shane was shaking his head,
“I don’t think surfing is probably my thing.”
Ilya shook his head,
“I want to watch you. Go please.”
Eva just nodded like it was decided,
“Good. I can’t wait! It’ll be so much fun.”
Shane groaned,
“You two know that I’m sitting right here? Capable of making my own decisions? Grown adult?”
Eva just shook her head,
“It’s decided already, so that you don’t have to. Ilya wants to watch you and you always do what he wants, so your opinion didn’t even need to be factored in.”
Shane took a bite of his omelet and glared at both of them. Then just to be a brat, he waited until Ilya was about to take a bite of a piece of bacon and reached over and took it from him and ate it. Licking his fingers after, purposely not looking at Ilya.
Eva burst out laughing at the same time as Ilya did and Shane just sighed again, finishing his breakfast, ignoring both of them. Cliff came in from outside, his run, Shane assumed and proceeded to steal another piece of bacon from Ilya’s fingers. This time eliciting a curse from the man.
“Get off my bacon. Mine. She made it for me. Not you. Go eat healthy gross food like Shane.”
Cliff shrugged and Eva got up to get him the plate she’d made for him, which had his own healthy stack of bacon, not quite as large as the obscene one she’d given Ilya. He ate another piece, looking over,
“I’m glad to see you out of bed today.”
Ilya nodded,
“I’m sorry about the other night Cliff. We can talk about it later.”
Cliff just shrugged and shook his head,
“Don’t call me Cliff. It makes me nervous. Nothing to talk about. Shane got you moving, that’s all that matters. I’m sorry about. Well. I’m sorry.”
Ilya just nodded, and looked over to Shane,
“What’s happening with Alexei’s case?”
Shane looked at him, a little surprised,
“I don’t know. I haven’t talked to them since I’ve been here. Hayden is probably ready to kill me. He’s left a few messages. I have to go back soon though.”
Ilya’s head snapped to his face, almost a look of panic in his eyes,
“Just for a couple of days. I have to finish some things at my actual superior’s office, paperwork, stuff like that. Make sure the FBI has what they need from me before I just leave them. I’ll be back. Or you could come with me.”
Ilya’s posture relaxed marginally and he didn’t answer. He did ask him though,
“So he’s still in custody though? Alexei?”
Shane nodded,
“As far as I know, yes. His lawyer was working really hard to try to get him out of the country, but Scott was resisting as much as he could.”
“He’s at the City jail?”
“No. Probably the federal detention center in Brooklyn. Why? Did you want to visit him?”
Ilya shook his head,
“No. He can rot there for all I care. Dima said that Alexei hit him and knocked him out and then gave him to Sergeev. I don’t know why. Don’t care. Was just curious.”
Eva broke in before Shane gave it much thought and told him to go change and meet her at the beach in 45 minutes.
He sighed but agreed, taking his plate to the kitchen and washing it. Ilya’s eyes followed him as he went into the bedroom to change. He was pulling on a pair of swim trunks as Ilya came in, shutting the door behind him. Shane watched him as Ilya leaned against the door.
“Surfing. Really? This is going to be so horrible.”
Ilya shook his head.
“Not for me. I get to watch you in a tiny pair of shorts with no other clothes on.”
“You can do that here without me making a fool of myself.” 
Ilya smiled and crooked his finger at Shane, motioning him over.
Shane, for his part, stood still and shook his head.
“No. I’m pouting right now.”
“Then pout over here.”
Shane smiled and walked over, letting Ilya grab him and pull him closer. He scrunched his nose up and actually pouted, feeling his cock come to life as Ilya growled when he saw that nose wrinkled. His lips dipped to Shane’s and teased them open, taking his mouth when Shane finally gave it to him. His hands ran down Shane’s bare back to his ass, where he squeezed him gently before finally pulling back.
“Ok, go surfing now.”
“Fuck you.”
“Maybe later. You have lesson and I want to watch.”
Shane groaned again, adjusting himself in the tight trunks he was wearing.
“This is going to go so badly. She just wants to laugh at me when I do bad.”
“Then do good and make her sorry.”
Ilya followed him down to the beach, sitting down in the sand to watch. Eva’s… boyfriend?, showed him some things on the board, while it lay in the sand, had him practice popping up in the right stance, moving his feet once or twice to the right position. Eva was on a board next to him, practicing even though she was well past this part already. When the man thought Shane had done sufficient practice on the board, they pulled them to the water and they paddled out. Shane was sitting on the board, and he watched Eva take a small wave, watching her feet, her hands, her stance. Mark pointed out a few things to Shane that he would change since his body had a different center of balance.
His first attempt wasn’t a complete failure. He caught the wave, but when he popped up, his front foot landed too close to the edge of the board and he ended up toppling over fairly quickly. He knew immediately what he’d done though and when Mark walked him through it, he nodded, listening carefully. They paddled back out and he asked Mark to go so he could watch him. He watched every step, his brain recording exactly where everything should be and he nodded, waiting for him to get back to where Shane was sitting on his board.
“Next one is you. The first try was actually so good for your first, most people don’t even make it to their feet. You’ll pick this up in no time. Eva’s going to be sorry she asked you. I bet you make it at least a few more feet this time.”
Shane just nodded at him, his mind doing calculations. When Mark looked back and told him to take the next one, he waited until the man said go, and he started paddling. Remembering what happened last time, he made a small adjustment and this time when he popped up, his balance was good, his feet were perfect, he didn’t look down to throw him off and he stayed up nearly the entire way to the shore, until he left himself fall, remembering Mark said don’t go all the way. When his head popped up above the water, he was smiling, and he heard Eva screaming at him.
“WHAT THE FUCK. I quit. Go away. Get out of the water Shane, I hate you.”
He looked back at Mark, who was cheering and clapping for him. He could hear Ilya laughing at Eva, saying something about,
“Told you so.”
He got back on the board and paddled back out to Mark, who was quite impressed.
“If only all my students were as good as you.”
He went a few more times, each time getting better and better, until finally he was tired and dragged the board in. Ilya was on the phone, but put it away as he came near, standing up and grabbing him, not caring that he was getting wet and sandy.
“You were so good Shane! I told Eva she would be sorry. Look at her pouting over there.”
He glanced over and she was indeed pouting at him, but burst out laughing when he grinned at her.
“I hate you Shane, do you have to be fucking good at everything?”
He just nodded,
“Yes. I do. It’s a flaw.”
Mark invited him back, saying anytime was great, he was a natural. He actually agreed, it had been more fun than he thought it might be. Eva stayed down with Mark, but Ilya walked with him to the house. He stripped in the bathroom and started the shower, rinsing his trunks off and laying them over a towel bar to dry. He got in the shower and Ilya came in and was leaning against the door, watching him. Shane pointed at his leg,
“I think you have some sand there. You might need a shower.”
A slow grin came across Ilya’s face and he stripped slowly before stepping in. Shane was on his knees in an instant, taking him in his mouth while he was still soft and just letting him sit. When he felt a hand on his head though, he started working Ilya with his tongue, loving the way he got bigger in Shane’s mouth until he was eventually hitting the back of his throat, Shane’s lips wide around him. He groaned and just let Ilya do it, fucking his mouth at his own pace, Shane holding onto one of his thighs, the other going up to squeeze his chest, occasionally letting a nail scrape over his nipple. Ilya went slow, taking his time, loving the way Shane’s mouth felt on him. Eventually though, he couldn’t take it anymore and his hips moved faster, while his hand held Shane’s head and mouth on him.
“Ohhh, my god Shane. I love you, I love how you take me, all of me. Such a good boy for me. Oh fuck yes, take it all, moya lyubov, going to come for you. You made me feel so fucking good.”
Shane hummed around him, trying to swallow him all, his throat feeling abused and good all at once. He held a small amount of that warm liquid in his mouth though and when Ilya finally pulled back, he stood up and kissed him, letting Ilya take it off his tongue, whimpering into his mouth. The kissing turn slow and gentle at some point and Shane finally pulled back, smiling at him and telling him,
“Thank you.”
Ilya laughed,
“You’re thanking me?”
“Mmmhmmm, for being mine.”
Ilya groaned and wanted to return the favor, but Shane shook his head.
“Later maybe. This was for you.”
They dried off and got dressed, just laying on the bed, cuddling. Ilya finally asking him,
“When do you have to go back to New York?”
“Few days. By the end of the week. Will you come?”
Ilya was quiet, thinking about it.
“Maybe. I don’t want to let you out of my sight.”
That got him a smile and a kiss.
“Good.”
They had dinner with Cliff and Eva, Barnett showing up after. Shane managed to stay in the room, with no outward frustration as he and Ilya talked about Ilya’s shoulder some. When Barnett asked Shane how he had been, he even managed to answer with a civil tone, if not friendly. When Shane realized Eva was being cold to the man though, he groaned. He didn’t want that, didn’t want any problems because of him. He actually made it a point to initiate a few conversational questions and knew that Ilya was looking at him with a small grateful smile. Eva just rolled her eyes at him, knowing what he was doing. He made a face at her, realizing they were acting like children and not minding in the slightest.
Ilya woke up twice that night, the same as before, and Shane just cuddled with him, putting his hand in those curls and pulling him back down. The next couple of days passed peacefully. Ilya was better, but not quite back to his usual self. He woke up every night at least twice. But Shane would take better over the first couple of days. He would catch him sometimes just sitting outside, staring off towards the beach, his hand on the chain he wore. Shane would leave him alone, going back inside to talk or hang out with Eva, knowing he needed to work things through on his own.
He got a call one evening while they were at dinner and answered it, having avoided them long enough. He knew he was going back in two days anyway, so maybe it was something to do with that. He excused himself from the table and went over to the kitchen, leaning against a counter.
“Scott. What’s up? Yeah, I know, sorry. No, no, I’ll be back in a couple of days, we can go over things. Anything you think you might need. No, I just don’t want to do it anymore.”
Ilya glanced over at him with a small frown, knowing that was a lie. Shane just smiled at him.
“I’ll find something else. Take a vacation first, then decide. No, I’m sure. I do like it, but sometimes things just don’t work out. No. Wait what? Are you kidding? Is he ok?”
He looked over at the table, they were all glancing at him and now he wished he had gone outside. Too late now.
“What happened? I don’t understand, I thought he was in solitary? Jesus. No. He’ll be ok? Who did it?”
His eyes went slowly to the table as he nodded.
“I see. Interesting. Ok, well let me know if anything changes, otherwise I’ll be there in a few days. Coming home before I go to see Miller. Yeah, see you soon. Tell Hayden I’ll call him before I come. Yep, bye.”
He walked over and sat back down, Ilya’s hand coming to rub his back. Cliff asked first,
“Everything ok?”
Shane was trying to process in his head, not liking the way his mind was wanting to go. But he nodded,
“Sort of. I have to work on the case with them when I go back. But he really called because…”
His voice trailed off and he looked over at Ilya, who was watching him, but saying nothing.
“Your brother. Was attacked. At the detention center.”
Ilya sat back in his chair and just watched him, waiting. Eva let out a soft gasp and Cliff on the other hand was surprised and was the one who asked him,
“What do you mean? Attacked how? By who?”
“Stabbed. With a shiv, they probably made it out of a fork or something. He had been in solitary, but they moved him out for some reason a couple of days ago. Scott wasn’t sure why. He’s trying to find out.”
Ilya finally spoke, not sounding particularly upset,
“But he’s ok? Not dead?”
“No. Sounds like the guards were quick to get there. He’s hurt pretty bad though. Scott thinks he’ll pull through, but you never know.”
Ilya just shrugged, as Cliff asked again,
“Do they know who? Or why? He made enemies already?”
Shane frowned,
“He said it was just one guy. Russian also, he thought. He thought it might be in retaliation for Eva.. Well, for Ana’s death. Thought maybe the guy was a member of Bratva, even though they didn’t have any reason to think that. Before at least.”
He looked at Eva first,
“But that makes no sense, your father knows you’re here. Why would he retaliate against a death that wasn’t really.”
She shrugged,
“He wouldn’t. If it was him, it was for something else. I can ask him.”
He shook his head,
“It’s just odd. He shouldn’t have been out of solitary. Maybe when Scott finds out why, we’ll figure it out.”
Ilya met his eyes and just shrugged,
“He had a lot of enemies. Maybe the guy just didn’t like him. Rubbed him the wrong way. He does that a lot.”
Shane stared at him and Ilya didn’t look away, just watched him. Shane broke first and took a drink,
“You’re not upset?”
“No. He deserves whatever he gets.”
Cliff and Eva had started eating again, and Shane eventually did as well. Ilya got up and got the bottle of vodka from the kitchen, pouring himself a glass. Cliff was looking from Shane to him, but shook his head when Ilya lifted it towards him. Ilya brought his glass back over and sat down. They finished dinner without a lot of conversation after that.
Eva and Cliff wanted to watch a movie and convinced Shane and Ilya to stay. Eva made popcorn and Ilya sat on one edge of the couch, Shane leaning up against him, with his legs crossed on the middle couch cushion. Eva sat at the other end, her feet tangled up with Shane’s legs. She offered to let Cliff sit behind her, so she could lean on him and he just laughed as he looked at them.
“Nope. You guys have your weird little non sexual threesome thing going on there, I will leave you to it.”
She pouted and Shane threw a piece of popcorn at him. Ilya just watched with an amused expression. She gave Shane a look, who then stared at Cliff.
“Cliff. She needs support. The couch cushion there looks.. Ummm. broken. You should sit there so she can lean against you without hurting her back.”
She looked up at Cliff and just batted her eyelashes at him. Ilya actually groaned and put his hand around Shane’s throat, tilting his head back.
“Do not encourage her.”
Cliff watched them and then sighed,
“Fine. But platonic. That’s all.”
She smiled brightly and moved, so that he could get behind her. When she snuggled back against him, he glared at Shane.
“I hate you.”
Shane just shrugged and threw another piece of popcorn at him.
They watched the movie, something about a small girl getting kidnapped from ballet and turning out to be a vampire, who then went on a rampage, killing most of her captors. Cliff and Eva found it horribly amusing, and even Shane found himself laughing at some of the antics. Eva would occasionally use the jump scares as a way to turn her head into Cliff’s chest, but she clearly was too busy peeking and laughing to play it straight. Ilya was too busy nuzzling on Shane’s neck to pay attention to the movie, but loved listening to him laugh, so didn’t complain. Shane would occasionally reach behind him and feed Ilya a piece of popcorn, letting his fingers linger long enough that Ilya would lick or suck them. Cliff noticed at one point and threw an entire handful at them both, causing Shane to throw a handful back and it went downhill from there.
Ilya rolled his eyes and put his hand around Shane’s throat again, tightly and pulled his head back, causing a small noise that went unnoticed since the little girl was busy slaughtering someone. He whispered in Shane’s ear,
“My naughty boy, what happened last time you threw food… do you remember?”
Shane nodded although it was hard with the way Ilya’s hand was holding him. He hissed,
“He started it.”
Eva glanced over at them and looked away immediately, causing Cliff to look over and throw more popcorn.
“Enough. Behave over there.”
Ilya shrugged but did not loosen his grip,
“I’m trying to tell that to Shane. That he should behave. He seems to want to argue.”
His fingers tightened even more and Shane took a slow breath, slowly melting against Ilya. Who realized and decided movie time was over.
“We are going to bed. Enjoy little Abigail killing whoever is left.”
Eva grinned,
“So you were paying attention.”
Ilya just rolled his eyes. She picked up her feet so that Shane could get up without tripping. Ilya removed his hand and put it on Shane’s waist, whispering in his ear. Shane stood up and when Eva blew him a kiss, he smiled at her. Cliff just shook his head,
“Go. Before you start making out here in the middle of the room.”
Ilya whispered something to Shane again and they walked hand in hand to the bedroom. As soon as the door was closed, Shane was stripping, and putting his clothes on the dresser. Ilya watched him from the door smiling. He turned and walked back to Ilya, dropping to his knees and nuzzling his cock through his shorts, looking up through those long lashes, his eyes half gone already.
“Please.”
“Please what moya lyubov. Tell me what you want.”
“You. I want you. Your fingers inside me. Your cock inside me. Your hand on my throat.”
Ilya groaned and pulled him up gently by the hair.
“You’re going to kill me. On your back.”
Shane moved slowly, not having been told to be in a hurry, He sprawled on the bed, one leg straight out, the other up and bent, his own hands running over his body lightly while he stared at Ilya who was undressing while watching Shane on the bed. Shane’s fingers trailed lightly over his own cock and Ilya watched with amusement, standing at the end of the bed.
“Whose cock are you touching?”
A shy smile came at him,
“Yours.”
“That’s right. Only mine. Tell me while I play with you."
Ilya got the lube and covered two of his fingers, rubbing them together as he got onto the bed between Shane’s legs. He lowered himself so he was laying between them, looking up at Shane as one of his slicked fingers ran around that tight circle.
“Tell me. I want to hear. What is mine.”
He dropped his head to lick along the tip of Shane’s cock, sucking just the tip into his mouth at the same time his finger slowly pushed into that tight hole.
“Uohhnng, fuck. Your cock. Your hole. They belong to you. Oh god yes, please,”
Ilya, pleased with his answer, sucked more of that hardness into his mouth, his finger starting to move gently. Pulling off with a loud pop, he purred at Shane,
‘Such a good boy. Taking care of my cock and my hole for me. Do you like my finger there. My mouth on you. Is that what you want?”
“Yes please, more. Then your cock. Want it in me. Please. Soon. I’m yours. Only yours.”
“Mmm, that’s right. Only mine.”
Ilya’s mouth covered Shane’s cock again, his tongue working him over and over. The second Shane’s hips arched up, another finger slipped inside and moved apart, stretching him. He let out a low moan and couldn’t decide if he wanted to buck up into that mouth or push back against the fingers that were pulling him apart. In the end, he did both, taking turns while Ilya let him move. When he was gasping and trembling, Ilya pulled off and let his fingers slide out. Shane moaned his name with frustration and Ilya nearly took him to pieces right there. Instead, he whispered to him,
“Up on all fours for me.”
Shane wasted no time in turning around, his ass wiggling against Ilya as he kneeled, his hardness pressing against Shane as he moved. He used a little more lube and slicked himself up, leaning over Shane’s back and licking his shoulderblade.
“You are not as open for me as usual. I’m taking you anyway. Yes?”
“Yes, do it, now. Use me.”
Ilya smiled behind him, and pressed up against him, one hand on his hip, the other guiding him to that warm spot that was waiting for him. He pushed in all in one thrust, gasping at the warm tightness. He stretched Shane open and watched himself disappear inside him. Shane dropped his head to the bed momentarily, crying out at the burn he was feeling, but wanting it, needing it, pressing back against it and panting,
“More, move now, more.”
Once he was fully seated against Shane’s ass, he reached down over his shoulder, and whispered,
“Up, on your knees.”
He helped pull him up so that Shane was upright with Ilya’s cock buried deep in him. The angle changed the pressure and Shane whimpered and wiggled, needing relief. His moving nearly sent Ilya over the edge and his hand went around to the front and circled Shane’s throat, pressing in firmly. Not cutting off air, but firmer than he usually was. Shane cried out and moved more. Ilya’s voice was harsh, knowing Shane wanted it hard.
“Is this what you wanted? My hand on your throat. Like a little slut. My little slut, just wants to be used?
“Yes, yes, fuck, oh ohhh, god yes, please.”
He was moving the whole time, his head back as Ilya’s fingers tightened a little more as he started moving, his hips thrusting him up into Shane’s tightness over and over as he held him by the throat, the other hand on his hip, his fingers digging in tightly.
“Fuck yourself on me little slut. My good little cockslut. Use me to get yourself off.”
Shane didn’t hesitate, he started moving, slowly, then faster, Ilya’s fingers tightening more, not cutting off air, but coming dangerously close as he growled in Shane’s ear. The hand that had been on Shane’s waist moved around to grab his cock and let it slide through his fingers as Shane fucked himself on Ilya.
“Ilya please, oh god yes, your fucking slut. Need it hard.”
Ilya let go and his hand went back to his waist as he pounded up into Shane over and over until he was crying and moaning and begging to come.
Ilya hissed at him to come, to do it fucking now, and Shane exploded, long ropey spurts of cum shooting out from him, onto himself, onto the bed, up on his chest as his own hand reached down to pump himself once or twice, watching himself spill out. He nearly collapsed, but Ilya held him up and pushed into him once, twice, three times more while Shane clenched around him before his orgasm crashed over him and he felt himself filling Shane with himself. He let Shane drop to all fours as he finished, draping over his back as they both collapsed to the bed, panting. He dropped kisses all over Shane’s back before laying his cheek on him.
When he finally slid out, he reached down and slowly pushed some of his cum back up into Shane, letting his finger slowly push inside. Shane moaned softly and moved against his hand, mumbling something. Ilya wasn’t sure what, but let his finger move slowly in and out, just toying with him. With his finger still buried inside, coated with his own come, he leaned down and licked a stripe of it off Shane’s inner thigh. Eventually he let his finger come out and he moved to lay next to his kitten, pulling him tight to him. Shane rolled over and pressed tightly to him, kissing him, tasting the cum left in his mouth, moaning still.
“So fucking good to me. Love you so much.”
Ilya smiled against his mouth. He could have drifted off to sleep like that, but he knew Shane at some point would come down enough to be uncomfortable in the mess. He lay there for a while though, just listening to Shane’s little noises and feeling the warmth of his skin. Eventually he groaned and rolled off the bed to start the shower, knowing they’d made a big enough mess Shane would want it. When it was warm, he came out to get him and just stood watching him, half asleep. Running his fingers up his calf, he nearly got hard as he watched Shane shiver from his touch.
“Up. Come shower. I will change the bed.”
Shane slowly crawled off the bed and went past him, pausing to stop and kiss him, dropping his mouth to Ilya’s shoulder and biting him which nearly had Ilya throwing him back into bed. He let out a low moan though and slapped Shane’s ass to get him moving again. He changed the sheets quickly before joining him in the shower, draping himself over Shane’s back.
“Ok?”
“Mmm hmm. More than.”
He dried Shane off before putting him back in bed. He was standing at the window, toweling off his hair and just staring outside, trying not to think of anything but Shane. When his name was whispered from the bed, he looked over to see an outstretched hand and he put the towel down over a chair and took the hand, letting Shane wrap around him. He got a grumble though when that hand reached up for his hair and found it still fairly damp. But it didn’t let go and Ilya just relaxed into the touch.
He still woke up though. Three times. The last time, was with an actual near scream and he wasn’t able to go back to sleep for a long time, because not only had he heard that horrible wheezing, but he’d seen Dima’s face, which had morphed into Shane’s. The wheezing had stopped and all he heard was Shane’s voice, you’re going to leave me again, is that what you want? He let Shane pull him back down and closed his eyes, trying not to hear it, snuggling into Shane and whispering to him,
“I won’t. I won’t leave you.”
Shane, not entirely awake, nodded and answered him,
“I know, I love you.”
He lay there, eyes closed, trying not to remember until he did, eventually, go back to sleep.






      

  












      Chapter 61: The pressure's building and I'm on the verge of caving in
  


    Chapter Summary

    Shane goes back to New York to wrap things up with his case and to sign his resignation papers. Maybe it's not going quite how he expected.



    Chapter Notes

      Chapter Title is from Hell You Call A Dream by The Warning







  When they woke that morning, Shane had tried to slide out of bed, but Ilya’s arm tightened around him as he pressed a kiss to Shane’s neck. His voice was muffled and tickling when he spoke and Shane shivered and let out a small noise.
“I want to go with you. If it’s ok still. Or will Scott arrest me for being there?”
Shane smiled, elated on the inside, but not wanting to seem overly excited. He shook his head,
“No. I mean, yes, it’s ok. I’m glad you want to come, I’ll change my ticket today and get you added on. No, he won’t arrest you. The press conference wasn’t a joke, you’re kind of a hero. Only Haden and I know all the details. Well. He doesn’t know them all. He just knows the details of the alley. I sort of, ummmm, well. I sort of pulled rank and took over the case so they couldn’t talk about you even being there until I brought it up.”
Ilya leaned up on his elbow, looking down at him,
“You took the FBI case away from them?”
“For a while, yes. I gave it back, once I had it sorted. My unit doesn’t want publicity, we just needed to direct the narrative for a bit.”
“I do not know what that means, to direct the narrative, but I don’t care. You did this for me?”
Shane blushed, all the way down his neck, his freckles standing out starkly on his cheeks.
“Yeah. I shouldn’t have, but Hayden was about to have people tracking down Cliff’s car and I didn’t know if your guns you left were going to match whatever happened to Ana. Eva. Whatever. I was about to have a panic attack because you were shot, and then when I heard Hayden on the phone, I sort of snapped. Told him he wasn’t allowed to talk because it wasn’t his case anymore. He wasn’t thrilled with me. Not that I cared since he just shot you.”
Ilya looked delighted by this information.
“You lied for me? You? Shane Hollander?
Shane tried to squirm out from under his arm, but nodded,
“Yes. I was angry with you but knew I still loved you and I didn’t know what to do, but I wanted to be able to make the choice and if I hadn’t, it would have been taken away from me. That wasn’t going to happen.”
“Mmm, yes, because you like to be in charge.”
Shane finally got out from under his arm, ok, so he knew that Ilya let him, not the point. He climbed on top of him, straddling his hips and took Ilya’s arms and held them down to the bed.
‘See. In charge.”
Leaning over he kissed him gently, moving down to his neck where he let his tongue make a lazy trail down to his collarbone, moving over his scar and kissing it. Ilya just lay there with his eyes closed, letting him play, though he did speak,
“Be careful kotik, if you start something, you have to finish it.”
Shane smiled and leaned over and licked at the hollow of his neck before sliding off of him.
“Not here. If I’m in charge, it’s somewhere we’re alone, where you can scream for me.”
Ilya gave him a slow, heated smile.
“You think you can make me scream?”
Shane just shrugged as he turned to leave the room,
“Not sure, but I can certainly try.”
He started to leave, but then turned around with a glint in his eye,
“If not, I know I can make you bark.”
He left, listening to Ilya yell at him to come back right that fucking instant. Eva was sitting on the couch, and she arched an eyebrow at him.
“Do I need to leave the room? Is he about to come charging out of there naked? Course maybe I don’t want to leave for that.”
“Shut up.”
“What? Your boyfriend is fucking hot. I mean, you too. But you know.”
He laughed at her.
“You should stop talking before I get mad at you.”
He heard a low rumble behind him and he shivered,
“He’s so much hotter than me Eva. You have no idea. He’s so fucking hot, he thinks he can make me bark.”
Shane didn’t hesitate, he just ran. Straight out the door and all the way down the path to the beach, slowing down and choking with laughter as he reached the water. He glanced back, giving a sigh of relief that he wasn’t about to be thrown over someone’s knee. He sank down, digging his toes into the sand and took a deep breath and realized that he was nearly winded.
“Fuck. Time to start running again, holy shit.”
He sat there, watching the water, knowing he was going to miss it when he went back home. Home. He thought about that and wasn’t sure it felt that way anymore. Home was here. Or not here. But with Ilya. And Cliff. And even Eva at this point. He wasn’t sure what to do with that feeling, so for now he shoved it down and thought about work.
He needed to go over the case with Hayden and Scott and point out any of his work that he thought they might need. He also wanted to see if they’d figured anything out about what happened to Alexei. His thoughts drifted back to Ilya’s face when he had told him. He knew he didn’t like his brother, but he hadn’t seemed at all disturbed by the news. He thought about Eva’s gasp of surprise and Cliff’s sudden questions. But Ilya. He had just looked at him. No reaction at all. He remembered when Ilya was talking about the day in the hotel. ‘He stole Dmitri away because my brother gave him up.’ ‘my brother gave him up.’ ‘brother’.
Shane sighed and flopped back onto the sand, talking to himself again,
“Stop. Didn’t happen. Don’t ask. Leave it alone. Better to not know. Just like the passports. Better to not ask. He asked where his brother was. No. Don’t ask. There’s no way he has that reach. Don’t ask. Don’t.”
“Don’t ask what?”
Shane actually yelped in surprise at hearing a voice that close to him, his hand clapping over his mouth as Ilya sank down next to him.
“What? Fuck you scared me.”
Ilya laughed at him,
“You would make a terrible hitman. You let people sneak up on you too easily.”
“Fuck you.”
“Mmmm, maybe. But will not be so nice for you. You ran away.”
He was smiling though.
“So what is it that you don’t want to ask someone.”
Shane shook his head,
“It doesn’t matter. That’s the whole point. I’m not asking.”
Ilya nodded and looked like he was going to say something, but stopped himself, asking something else,
“How long will you be in New York for?”
Shane shrugged and then realized the wording of his question,
“Did you change your mind? You’re not coming?”
“Oh. No. I want to come. I can have Sveta come also, I need to sign some papers for her. Is easier to do in person.”
Shane let his hand come out and cover Ilya’s in the sand,
“Ok, good. I should probably go change my ticket actually.”
He stood up, groaning and held his hand out to Ilya, who took it.
“I didn’t run away by the way, I was just coming to the beach. Faster than normal.”
Ilya laughed and slung his arm around Shane’s shoulder.
“Of course moya lyubov. You would never run from me.”
“Nope. Why would I? I like to be in charge remember?”
Ilya arched an eyebrow at him and watched him blush.
“Of course. I forgot.”
They got back to the house and Shane asked if he could use Ilya’s computer, not wanting to use his phone screen to try and make changes. Ilya nodded and got it for him, logging on so he could do what he wanted. Sitting at the table, he pulled up his flight and was looking through the changes when he stopped, thinking about it.
“Ummm, Ilya?”
He walked over to Shane from the kitchen, holding a glass of juice.
“What name am I using here? You? Or… someone else.”
That earned him a soft laugh,
“I think someone else actually until I am sure that I do not need to worry about this place. Just a minute.”
He disappeared into the bedroom and came out a moment later with a passport that he sat down next to Shane. He looked at Shane thoughtfully though as he sat it there.
“Use this one. I used the other one last time.”
“Fuck. How many of these do you keep?”
“Three, plus real one, so four I guess. But you killed two of them. Have new ones though.”
Shane shook his head,
“No wonder it was so hard to figure out how you were getting around.”
He looked it over critically,
“They’re really fucking good. I’ve seen a lot of these and this is probably the best I’ve seen.”
Ilya shrugged,
“I have good guy.”
“Clearly. Ok, let me get tickets.”
Ilya watched him, chewing on his lower lip while Shane changed his flight. Leaning back finally, he smiled over his shoulder.
“Ok, well now you have to come.”
Ilya nodded absently,
“Ilya?”
“Hmm, oh. Maybe we should get you one.”
“One what?”
Ilya pointed to his passport.
“Fake.”
Shane wrinkled his nose and Ilya was immediately entranced.
“I can’t. I don’t need one. I don’t think so.”
Ilya ignored his words, leaning over to kiss the tip of that adorable nose.
“I will get. Just in case. Do I need to get hotel for while we are there? I don’t have apartment there anymore.”
Shane shot him a look and shook his head,
“No. You can stay with me. Unless you don’t want to. And if that’s the case, it’s too bad, because I’ll just follow you to your hotel room.”
Ilya looked pleased by this and nodded. Shane suddenly cursed,
“Fuck. Was Cliff coming? I can add him on, I totally didn’t think about it.”
“No. I want him here. Just in case there’s any trouble.”
Cliff wasn’t thrilled they were going without him. Ilya kept reassuring him,
“There won’t be any problem. I’m just keeping Shane company and signing some things for Sveta. I want you here in case anyone shows up. I don’t think they will but just in case.”
He had given Cliff an abbreviated version of what happened and why he was concerned. Cliff finally nodded and sighed,
‘Fine, but if you come back and she’s dead, don’t worry, it was probably just me, tired of her mouth.”
A pillow flew at his head from the couch and he groaned as it bounced off him.
“See?”
They left the next morning early for the long drive to Liberia and the airport. Eva gave Shane a big hug and whispered in his ear,
“Don’t even fucking think about not coming back. Or I’ll come drag you. Understand?”
He nodded, blushing, Ilya watching them with narrowed eyes. She made a face at him,
“Goodbye Ilyusha. Keep my friend safe. You can come back too. It’s ok.”
He just shook his head and they both told Cliff goodbye as he bitched more about being left with the devil. Shane was tired and leaned against Ilya trying to sleep in the car, knowing he wouldn’t on the plane. Ilya put his arm around him, holding him close while he stared out the window. He wasn’t sure how he was feeling about this trip. When he’d left, he’d been unconscious on a plane, but when he’d woken up after that, he didn’t think he’d ever be able to come back. At least not openly. He was feeling uneasy, but not sure why. He just knew he didn’t want to let Shane leave without him. He recognized this was clingy and obsessive behavior, but he didn’t really care right now. His only thought was because it seemed like he was losing everyone. His entire family was gone, Alexei for the most part. His parents. Dmitri. It scared him. Maybe he was bad luck. Maybe he should have let Shane come alone. Maybe everyone around him just died. He shook his head, trying to clear it. He let his head drop onto Shane’s and he closed his eyes.
Off the plane, and stepping outside, Shane looked around and frowned. Ilya was next to him immediately,
“What’s wrong?”
“Oh nothing. It’s just very loud. I got used to the quiet beach noise. I forgot how loud it is here. Cars, traffic, horns, people yelling. It’s fine, I’ll be used to it again in a day.”
He flagged a taxi down and gave them his apartment address. Once inside, he looked around and leaned against the island, smiling at Ilya.
“Not the last time you were here, that was horrible. But other than that, I have fond memories of you here.”
Ilya laughed,
“I remember someone spilling pasta all over themselves just so that I would go talk to Scott. I didn’t know you two were that close.”
“Fuck off.”
“Don’t. Get. Me. Started. I know you are going to Scott’s office.”
Shane laughed.
“What are you doing? Are you meeting with Sveta today or something else?”
“I’ll meet with her this afternoon. We’ll have drinks and catch up. She’s a little annoyed with me for being gone so long. I told her it might be for good. But at least I can come and go now. Thanks to my ‘I’m in charge’ boyfriend saving me from the worst FBI agent ever.”
He got a head shake for that and then Shane was digging through a drawer, finally pulling out keys. He put them on the counter and Ilya looked at them questioningly.
“You can use my car if you want. Or you can take taxi’s, whatever. But there's the keys if you want it. It’s a black Range Rover in spot 12a on the 4th level of the parking garage.”
Ilya frowned at him and then picked up the keys, looking them over.
“You have a car? You never drive. I have never seen you drive. Why do you have a car?”
Shane started laughing and agreeing,
“I know. I fucking hate driving here in the city. I have a license though, I could drive if I wanted. When I was in North Carolina more, I drove a lot. But I hate it here. My car just sits here. In fact, I had to have it worked on not long ago because I don’t drive it. The tires were flat, the battery was dead. But they came and got it and now I have this company that comes to check it and drive it like once a month just so it’s in working order.”
“Shane. Zhizn moya. That is the silliest thing I have ever heard. Get rid of it. Why are you paying all that money for something you don’t want to use?”
He got a shrug in return,
“I don’t know? For emergencies? Or in case I ever got in trouble and my job moved me to like… Montana or something. I’d need to drive then.”
Ilya put the keys down and picked him up, sliding him to sit on the island while Ilya stood between his legs.
“You are ridiculous. I could have been making you drive me around this whole time. You could have been my chauffeur. I could have been the boring businessman who wanted to fuck his driver. Killing me Shane. You’re killing me.”
Shane shoved him backwards and slid off the island, pressing up against him and kissing him.
“M’not ridiculous. City traffic sucks. Be nice. I’m calling a car and going to work now. I’ll message you when I’m done and see what you’re doing. Do not shoot anyone while you’re here. I only have a job for like 5 more days. I can’t be taking over another case.”
Ilya groaned and nipped at his lip before pulling back.
“That’s too bad. I was hoping to see you in action. Sounds sexy. Go to work. See ancient FBI man and worst FBI man.”
Shane made a face and got his phone out.
“Wait! I can just drive you. Never mind. You can be boring businessman and I will be chauffeur and can make the boring businessman give me a blowjob in the car outside his work. So much better this way. Let’s go.”
“You’re impossible. But you can drive me to work. I will allow it.”
They walked out, both laughing and Shane actually rode in his car for the first time in close to a year. Ilya made fun of it the whole time,
“This is boring car for boring government agent.”
“It’s good in the snow, Ilya. Just because I don’t drive doesn’t make it bad. It’s practical. Where is your car?”
“Boston. I had company take it there when I was planning to leave. Sveta will keep it safe in case I ever want it again.”
Shane was quiet, looking out the window as familiar sights passed by.
“I’m sorry.”
Ilya looked at him curiously,
“For what? Having a boring car?”
“No asshole. That you were having to leave. Because of me.”
“No. Because of me. I’m the one doing illegal things, not you. You were doing your job. It unfortunately intersected with me. I am sorry for that. But not for being with you. Never for that. I am sorry I hurt you though, for all of that.”
“I know. Maybe when you decide what you’re doing, if you come back here, you can get the car back with you.”
A sly grin came over him as he stared out the window, purposely not looking at Ilya when he said it.
“You still owe me something.”
“What? What do I owe you?”
“When I said you looked hot standing in front of it, you threatened to fuck me over her hood.”
“Shane. If you want to go to work, you will never say that again. I will bring the car back just for that. I think I will. I will tell Sveta today when I see her.”
“NOOo, I was kidding. Don’t bring your car for that. I wouldn’t. I couldn’t. We can’t.”
“I think you forget who you are talking to.”
“Clearly. I was kidding.”
“Hmm, maybe. I wasn’t. We will see. Give me kiss.”
Shane did, a much longer, dirtier one than was probably necessary considering where he was going into. Finally pulling away, he groaned.
“I’m going. I can call you when I’m done? If you’re busy with Sveta or something else, it’s ok.”
“Call and see where I am. We can decide.”
Shane walked in, looking around fondly. He liked this office. It had been nice here for the time he’d been here. It was midday, so the briefing room was empty, but he went to Scott’s office and waved at him through the window. Scott waved him in and got up to give him a hug.
“Fuck Shane. It’s about time you came back. Where have you been? You look tan. Somewhere warm apparently.”
He nodded and smiled,
“Yeah, little beach vacation.”
Scott got serious and right to the point,
“I heard you resigned. Effective soon. Why?”
He shrugged, a little uncomfortable with the topic,
“Just wasn’t going to work out.”
“Because of Rozanov?”
Shane’s gaze flew up, a little panicked,
“What do you mean?”
“They won’t let you date him and keep your clearance? I’m guessing the movie star thing finally blew up in your face?”
“Oh. Yeah. Pretty much. I want to be with him, I don’t want to hide it. It’s just not going to work.”
“There’s got to be a way around it Shane. You told me once that you love this. Doing what you do. Solving puzzles that the rest of us just don’t see. Did you open an inquiry?”
Shane’s thoughts were like a slideshow in his head. All the pictures, all the people who weren’t dead. Sergeev looking like a side of meat, Maxim lying dead on the floor. Shaking his head,
“No, we discussed it, didn’t see any point. They wouldn’t approve it.”
“How do you know if you don’t try? Don’t just give up.”
“They just wouldn’t Scott. There’s no point in dragging his history up again when they’ll just deny it.”
Scott nodded slowly,
“Ok. Whatever you say.  You want to go in the briefing room, we can spread out, go over some things I have questions about?”
“Yep, let’s do it. I still have to go to see my unit and take care of things in the next couple of days also.”
They spent a couple of hours going over details of the different cases they charged Alexei with. The easiest ones were Anastasia Medvedev, Misha Bolshov, and Alain Coste. Those, they had direct evidence linking him to them. Shane made a specific point to not talk about Anastasia because he nearly slipped up the first time and called her Eva.
Hayden came in after a couple hours and wrapped Shane in a bear hug,
“Oh my god, it’s so good to see you. Where the fuck have you been? You have to come to dinner while you’re here. Or are you staying? I hope. You’re not still mad right? Please?”
Shane couldn’t help but smile.
“I don’t know if I’m staying honestly. Maybe on dinner. I’ve got a lot of stuff to wrap up. Let me get back to you.”
Scott looked up at Hayden and asked him,
“Well? Oh, Shane, I didn’t mention it, Hayden was down at the medical center in Brooklyn, trying to see what we could find out from Alexei.”
Shane glanced up again,
“Oh? Did he talk to you? Can he talk?”
Hayden laughed,
“He talks so much Shane, it’s ridiculous. He never shuts the fuck up unless his lawyer is there telling him to. Which is most of the time to be fair.”
Scott nodded and asked again,
“So? He have any idea why the guy attacked him?”
Hayden looked from Scott to Shane and made a face. Scott just shrugged,
“He still works. For another couple of days. Spit it out.”
“He says his brother did it.”
Shane’s eyes met his for just a second before dropping back down to the file in front of him. He asked him though,
“What? How would that even be possible?”
“It wouldn’t. But he insists. Says his brother probably wants him dead. That he did something somehow. Made a call. It’s obviously bullshit.”
Shane nodded,
“Obviously.”
Scott was looking at Hayden though, thinking.
“You know Shane, he also, through his lawyer this time, claims that most of the homicides we’re charging him with weren’t him. Mostly the Polaroid ones. He says his brother did those also and that there’s no way we have evidence for them.”
Shane looked up, forcing himself to look Scott in the eye.
“That’s ridiculous. We have him dead to rights on Coste. He was in the video at the hotel, his gun matched the casing there. There was a polaroid. He’s clearly just trying to shift blame.”
Scott nodded,
“I would assume so. But we’re looking into it. Making sure we don’t find anything else. Checking the records on flights, etc. It won’t matter. Even if we don't convict on those, the first three should keep him in for life. But he does seem to want Ilya blamed for a lot.”
Shane shrugged at him, flipping through the file again, not really looking at anything.
“He’s always been jealous. He’s just trying to find a way to get out of things. Blame someone else. The records don’t lie. He was on flights to a lot of those cities on the days the homicides occurred. It’s not hard evidence, but it places him in the vicinity. The ones there’s nothing for, we didn’t charge him with. Unless you think he has help? More than one? We know he did Coste.”
“I know. I just wish we had more. Wish we had the camera. You’re the one who found the scratches on the pictures. That would help. Whatever. You’re right. He’s going down for three of them. We can worry about the rest later. Or maybe not at all if we think he worked alone. Is Ilya in town with you though? Maybe we could talk to him about some of it.”
Shane didn’t look up, not liking the forced casual tone of Scott’s question. He finally glanced up and shook his head.
“No. He’s not.”
“Do you know where he is? Maybe we could get him to come to town? Just to clear some things up. Rule him out for sure. So we can put it in the file.”
Shane finally looked up at him,
“I do, actually. He’s out of the country though, I can’t see him coming back just for that. He doesn’t care about his brother, they aren’t close, haven’t been for a long time. I think you should just focus on getting convictions in the three. Close the rest after. You know Alexei is just running his mouth.”
“Yeah, you’re right. We’ll get him on the three. If you talk to him though, maybe he could just call? We can interview him over the phone.”
“Sure, I’ll ask him next time I talk to him.”
Hayden saved him by changing the subject unexpectedly. Although Shane didn’t want to talk about this one either.
“Oh my god, did you see Shane? The other Russian guy with Alexei turned up dead?”
Shane took a long breath, images of blood everywhere, Ilya’s face, Dmitri’s blood flashing over him.
“No? Really? What happened?”
“In Italy. Nasty scene. Three guys dead. All GRU. Including the acting head, all hell is breaking loose right now in Russia. They’re declaring war from what I understand. On whoever did it.”
Shane was a little lightheaded at this information.
“Oh yeah? Which is who? Anyone claiming responsibility? Probably a lot of people wouldn’t mind taking claim for that.”
Hayden shrugged,
“We haven’t heard yet. Italy is keeping very quiet. Russia is just rumblings, but the chatter we’re hearing is very angry. First they thought it was Bratva, but now it seems like they’re not sure. Kind of weird though, that all three of the guys with Alexei are dead and now someone tried to kill him.”
Shane shrugged,
“Just shows you what kind of people they all were.” oh god i’m sorry, not you dmitri. i’m sorry, so sorry
He was starting to feel boxed in and he stood and stretched.
“I’m kind of tired today. Just got off the airplane this morning. I think we went over a lot today. I’ll come back in the morning and we can do the rest? Then the next day I’ll head to my unit and finish up. I’ll make sure my notes are meticulous for you. You can always call and ask questions if you have any.”
Scott nodded and gave him a hug again.
“It is good to see you again. Sorry about all the Ilya crap. We just have to rule everything out that his brother is saying.”
“Sure, I get it. But you know he’s just bullshitting. I’ll see you tomorrow.”
Hayden followed him out of the room as he used his phone to book a car. No way in hell was he having Ilya pick him up here at this point. Hayden got in the elevator with him, waiting for the doors to close.
“So is he ok?”
Shane didn’t pretend to misunderstand, he just nodded,
“Yes. He almost died though. He’s been having to do a lot of rehab on his shoulder. He was in bad shape.”
“So you guys are ok now?”
“Yes. More than ok. He’s pretty pissed at you though.”
Hayden nodded slowly,
“Fair.”
He got off the elevator and walked with Shane towards the front of the lobby.
“So, I’m not with Scott on this. I’m not interested in what Alexei says. I know Ilya doesn’t have that kind of pull. He didn’t order a hit on his brother in a federal detention center.”
“Of course not.”  he probably did
“I’m also not worried about questioning him. So dinner? Bring him. I know he’s with you. I’m not blind. Know you way better than Scott does. Jackie didn’t sleep with me for like 3 weeks, man. Please bring him so she can see he’s ok.”
Shane smiled at him, trying not to laugh.
“You deserved longer than that. His shoulder may not ever be the same.”
“I’m sorry! I am. Let me tell him that.”
“I don’t know, Hayden. He’s sorta volatile. I’d hate for him to punch you or something. I’ll ask him. On the phone. Because he’s not here with me.”
“Right. Of course. Well let me know if he wants to come to dinner over the phone. Please.”
“I’ll see what I can do. I’d like to see the kids. And Jackie of course. Ok, and maybe you.”
Hayden gave him another hug and Shane realized that he wasn’t angry anymore. He hugged him back and checked on his car.
“I’ll be back in the morning. We need to wrap this up. My part at least.”
Hayden shook his head,
“I can’t believe you’re quitting. It doesn’t make any sense.”
Shane just shrugged, not having realized how hard this was all going to be. He didn’t want to quit. But Ilya was more important.
“It’s ok. Some things are bigger than a job. I’ll see you in the morning. I’ll let you know about dinner.”
He realized he hadn’t even texted Ilya, having been a little panicked by Scott’s interest in him suddenly. He got in the car and hesitated, not knowing if he should just go home or not. Glancing at the time, he smiled, feeling relaxed already. He gave the driver the address of the shelter where Andy worked and he’d volunteered at. Sitting back, he realized he'd never told Ilya that he’d met the man. He’d have to change that.
He texted Ilya on the way, telling him he was done, but not to go by the office please. He gave him the address he was at, also telling him he could meet him later somewhere or just see him at the apartment later. Walking into the shelter, he went past the check in and into the main dining area, immediately seeing Andy standing and talking with a group of people. The man saw him and broke into a huge smile, excusing himself and coming towards Shane.
Shane stuck his hand out to shake it, but the man wrapped him in a huge hug instead, which Shane hesitantly returned.
“Shane! You’re back. I’m so happy to see you. I wasn’t sure you were coming back, it’s been awhile.”
“I’m sorry. I left the country unexpectedly, and just got back. Probably only for a few days though, not honestly sure.”
“Doesn’t matter, I’m just glad to see you. Come sit, talk.”
“Actually, I’m a little out of sorts at the moment and I want to be busy. I’ll work for a little then we can talk after?”
“Of course! I can always use the help. You know where to go.”
Shane nodded and went to the kitchen and put an apron on. He found a spot in line and helped serve people, talking to the ones he had seen before. It relaxed him for some reason. Maybe the repetitive motion, or just talking to people who were genuinely glad to be there. He’d noticed it before, which is why he had kept coming back before he’d left on his fact finding trip. He was chatting with a man who he’d talked to several times before, about his daughter coming to see him finally after years. He’d been there over an hour and he didn’t even notice when Andy walked up from the side, Ilya and Svetlana with him.
He did however, notice, when that voice that he loved said in an amused voice,
“Shane? New job already?”
His eyes flew from the man he was talking to over to Ilya, noticing the other two with them. He blushed for some reason, almost as if caught doing something he shouldn’t be. The man he was speaking with, went to sit and Shane stepped out of line, which had died down to almost no one by that point. He came around from behind the counter and shook his head,
“No. Just volunteering. It calms me.”
Andy spoke up before Ilya could follow up,
“He’s been such a big help here, I can’t even tell you both. The first few weeks we were open, he was here every day helping.”
Ilya was just watching him, while Svetlana smiled at him,
“Good to see you Shane,”
He nodded at her, pulling the apron off.
“You too Svetlana.”
Ilya looked from Andy to Shane,
“I didn’t realize you knew each other.”
Shane shook his head,
“Sorry. I didn’t mention it. Had a lot of other things on my mind. When I saw the news story about the place opening, I came to check it out. Andy recognized me somehow, and I wanted to help. So I came the first night and when I left, I was… just calmer. So I kept coming. He needed help and I had the time.”
Ilya looked at Andy,
“Recognized him?”
“Oh of course. You described him perfectly. You were so right, he just brightens the room. We talked a lot that first night and then he was just here. All the time. Until he had to go do real work. I was happy to see you today Shane. The regulars missed you. Although, I cannot tell you both how happy it makes me to see the two of you together. In the same room. I guess you were right Ilya, sometimes miracles do happen. I’m glad you found your way together again.”
Shane was blushing again and Ilya was giving him a look like he wanted to grab him and never let go. Ilya looked to Svetlana and Andy,
“Why don’t you guys go get the papers you wanted me to look at?”
They nodded and went off together, talking animatedly. Shane looked at Ilya, still feeling almost like he was intruding somewhere he shouldn’t be.
“I’m sorry, I forgot to tell you.”
Ilya shook his head and pointed at an empty table.
“Sit. Why are you sorry? We had other things to talk about. I’m surprised though. I got your text and recognized the address. Was very confused. Even more so when you were standing there working.”
Shane just shrugged,
“I wasn’t kidding. I saw the news story and remembered you talking about Andy. I just wanted to meet him. As soon as he saw me, he called me sunshine.”
Ilya’s smile grew even wider,
“Did he?”
“He did. I was so confused. He said you’d described me perfectly and he would know me anywhere. That you said I was your sunshine.”
If Ilya blushed, Shane would swear he was doing it now. But of course, that would never happen.
“You were. You are still.”
Shane blushed more for him, watching as Ilya’s hand came out to touch his cheek where his freckles were the most clustered.
“Anyway. We talked a lot that day. Then I just came. Like he said. Every day for a few weeks. I didn’t know where you were, but being here made me feel closer to you somehow. Then I realized I actually liked being here. Talking to people, helping in a small way.”
He shook his head and shrugged,
“Then today when I left the office and hadn’t texted you yet, I wasn't sure if I should go to my apartment or not. I was a little out of sorts and just ended up here.”
Ilya frowned a little,
“What happened? Did fucking Hayden do something stupid?”
Shane laughed and shook his head,
“No, he was actually the ok one. He wants to have dinner.”
Ilya was shaking his head but Shane just ignored him,
“It was Scott. Hayden was talking to Alexei today trying to find out what happened to him. He told Hayden that you did it somehow. That you put out a hit on him because you wanted him dead. Scott kind of wanted to talk to you about it.”
Ilya refused to look away, finally asking him,
“And you?”
“Me what?”
“Did you want to talk to me about it?”
Shane stared at him, knowing the answer already, remembering him asking where his brother was, remembering him being on the phone while Shane was surfing, remembering him say that his brother had given Dmitri to Sergeev.
“No.”
Ilya watched him carefully for a few seconds and then nodded.
“Ok.”
“He’s also been telling his lawyer to tell them that he didn’t do all those killings. That you did most of them.”
“Which you already are aware of.”
“Yes, but now it has Scott asking questions. He wanted to know if you were here with me and I didn’t like his tone, so I said no. That you were out of the country and unavailable. He wants to call you and talk to you. I said I’d ask. So considering this me asking you and you saying no.”
Ilya laughed and nodded,
“So that is why you did not message me. I cannot be seen there. Still. Again.”
“Yes. So I came here instead, trying to calm down. Hayden knows though. He knows me too well, can tell if I’m lying. He wants to have dinner. An apology dinner. Jackie wants to be sure you’re ok.”
“You are easy to tell when you are lying. Because you are too honest. I love it about you, but I’m surprised Scott cannot tell.”
A shrug came his way,
“Maybe he can, but doesn’t call me on it. I don’t know. But you can’t drop me off or pick me up tomorrow. Just in case. I’m not having him do something stupid.”
Ilya nodded as Andy and Svetlana came back. Shane left them so they could talk business and just wandered from table to table, talking to people he’d seen before. He felt Ilya’s eyes on him occasionally and just tried not to look over. Eventually Ilya waved him over though and he went, sitting down for a minute. Andy told them again how happy he was that they were together again before excusing himself.
Ilya looked at him, then to Svetlana.
“Dinner? Somewhere?”
She nodded and Shane shook his head.
“You two should go. Catch up. It’s been a long time, I know.”
They both protested, saying no, he should come, but he held his ground.
“I appreciate it. Really. But I want you to have time together.”  no you don’t, don’t be jealous
Ilya was not pleased with him, but didn’t decline to go either. It was ok, Shane had something he wanted to do anyway, a gift he had thought of. He got a car and gave Ilya long kiss at the door.
“Go have fun. I feel bad that you haven’t seen her in so long.”
“Coommme with us.”
He smiled,
“No. I’m tired. Go, have fun. I’ll see you when you’re done.”
Ilya nearly growled, but let Shane get in the car he’d called.
Shane asked the car to wait for him at his apartment, he’d be right back and wanted to run an errand. He went upstairs and found what he wanted, although it took a lot longer than he thought when it wasn’t where he expected. The car was still there though and he did his errand, quite happy with the result, especially in the time he’d done it. He picked up a salad from a deli on the way home and ate it standing at the counter. A small smile coming to him at one point. He hadn’t been kidding, he was tired and he showered and was laying in bed, half asleep when he thought he heard the door. When he woke up enough to look up, Ilya was leaning against his doorframe, watching him, smiling.
“My favorite thing to see. My kotik, waiting in bed for me.”
Shane smiled sleepily, and held his hand out.
“How was dinner?”
“Good. Better if you were there.”
He walked to the bed, taking Shane’s hand and sitting next to him, pulling him up to kiss him. Shane could taste the vodka on his tongue and smiled against his lips.
“I missed you.”
“You should have come then. Once again, not listening to me.”
“Shut up, I wanted you to have time together. It’s not fair that she’s off doing all the work while you frolic in the sand.”
“Mmm, you’re right. She told me the same thing. But she at least was teasing.”
“I’m teasing. I love having you frolic with me.”
“Good because I’m about to right now.”
Shane actually woke up then, and thought about his smile from earlier. He started laughing and Ilya frowned,
“What is so funny about that?”
“Nothing, come with me.”
He got out of bed and pulled Ilya away from the bed, which caused a small frown,
“Why are we leaving the bed, where I wish to play with you. Make you beg for me since you left me alone at dinner.”
Shane didn’t speak until they got into the kitchen. Ilya watched him expectantly. Shane boosted himself up onto the counter and gave him the most angelic smile that he could.
“Shane?”
“Ilya. I don’t cook on my counters.”
It took him a moment, but when it sank in, Ilya made a soft noise and was immediately stripping his clothes off.
“I love you so fucking much Shane.”
He proceeded to show him how much as he did exactly what Shane had said they’d done at Barnetts. He was nearly beside himself when he pulled his tongue out of Shane’s ass, and watched him stretch around his fingers. He watched Shane fuck himself on Ilya’s fingers until he came, all over the counter and himself. He slid off the counter but stayed bent over it and let Ilya take him hard, his cheek flat on the cool marble as he whimpered Ilya’s name over and over. He slid to his knees when they were finished and Ilya managed to scoop him up and carry him to the shower, where they cleaned off and Ilya made him come again one more time with his mouth and fingers, just for fun.
They collapsed into bed, Ilya curling around Shane this time as they drifted to sleep. Ilya woke once, with his nightmare, but Shane coaxed him back to sleep quickly.
The next morning, they had breakfast before Shane went to the office. Ilya was going to spend the day with Svetlana and Andy working on some things for the shelter and his actual company with Svetlana.
“I don’t know that you were going to, but please do not attempt to see your brother. There would be logs and cameras and Scott would know I lied for sure.”
Ilya shook his head,
“I won’t. Can Svetlana come here if we want to work on things?
“Of course. Maybe don’t have her in my office, I have a lot of junk out that shouldn’t be, but you already know it all. It’s just about Sergeev and his people mostly.”
Shane kissed him again, not really wanting to leave him.
“Also, please don’t put a hit out on your brother from my apartment.”
Ilya stared at him seriously,
“I would never.”
“Mmmhmmm. Tomorrow I have to go to North Carolina. I’ll fly in the morning, meet with my boss and be back in the evening. After that, we should be able to do whatever you want. We can go to Boston to be with Svetlana if you want, or can go back to Eva’s. Whatever.”
They kissed again and Shane thought about it.
“By the way, Hayden said the chatter they’re getting from Russia is ugly. About Sergeev. They thought Bratva did it, but now aren’t sure, but are out for blood. I don’t know if that’s something you need to be worrying about or not.”
Ilya just bit his lip and nodded.
“I’ll put out a few calls. See if I hear anything to be worried about. Go to work. I will be here when you get back.”
Shane, Scott and Hayden worked most of the day nonstop. Shane made notes on each case, why he thought what he did, how he put pieces together. He only did the three he thought they were most confident on. The lawyer could worry about the rest. He was tired when they were done, but they were all happy with the result. Scott wanted him to come by after he got back from North Carolina in case anything had changed. He’d promised to try. He told Hayden once they were downstairs he would try with dinner again, but it would have to be after he got back.
When he got back to his apartment, Ilya was there with dinner waiting. They ate and spent a quiet night together, almost like they used to, before things had imploded. A hockey game on TV, Shane leaning back against Ilya reading, while Ilya watched the game. They spent a long part of the night with Ilya taking Shane apart again until he could barely speak, edging him over and over again until Shane nearly passed out when he was finally allowed to come. Ilya licked him clean, kissing and licking and biting until he finally begged for him to stop.
Ilya drove him to the airport the next morning, dropping him before going back to Shane’s to sleep for a few hours. He spent most of the day on the phone, trying to find out what Sergeev’s people knew and not loving the answers he was getting. Nothing he hadn’t been expecting though. It would be fine. He thought about Alexei and remembered telling Shane he would do nothing. He knew that Shane was aware that he had something to do with the original attack on Alexei, but he appreciated that he wasn’t asking outright. He wanted him dead. Dmitri was dead because of him, and Ilya wanted him gone. He wondered what that made him. The monster that he thought he was? Because he wanted his own brother dead? Maybe. He wasn’t sure he cared anymore. He stuck to his promise though and did nothing. For now. He ended up spending most of the day with Andy. They actually went to Andy’s bench in the park and shared a bottle of whiskey while they talked, Ilya telling him things he had no business telling him, as usual. But he did. And felt much better after. Eventually back at Shane’s, he got a glass of vodka and stared with a smile at the counter where he’d had Shane spread out earlier. It brought a smile to his lips. His little kitten was becoming more forward with what he wanted and Ilya was beyond thrilled. Shane had said he would get a car, he didn’t have a set flight, he was just grabbing the first one after he was done. Ilya went and lay in bed, thinking about him and falling asleep alone for the first time in a long time.
Shane walked into Miller’s office late in the morning, thinking this wouldn’t take very long. He would sign a few papers, hand over his ID and be done. He didn’t want to be there longer, because he didn’t like the feeling he had about quitting. It was bothering him, but he was still determined to follow through. He didn’t see any other way.
When the secretary said he could go in, he put a smile on his face and walked in standing tall. Miller was on the phone, but waved at him, smiling and motioning towards the chairs on the other side of his desk. Shane chose one and sat down, noticing the large stack of papers on the man’s desk. Did he have to sign all of those? Maybe it was just a long non-disclosure agreement. That wouldn’t surprise him at all.
Miller finally hung up and spun around.
“Shane, good to see you again.”
“You too Sir. Sorry it’s under these circumstances.”
“It’s fine, everything always comes to an end. But I was hoping we could talk about it for a while first. I really don’t want to lose you.”
Shane smiled, but shook his head,
“I don’t think anything you could say will change my mind Sir. There’s just some conflicts I have, and I don’t see how those could be worked out to be honest.”
“Let’s talk about it. Maybe I can fix it?”
Shane shook his head, not willing to bring Ilya into it. He wanted no attention brought to him at all.
“I don’t think so, but thank you.”
“Ok ok, we’ll skip that. But I want to come back to it. How’s your case going? You get the FBI all squared away with what they need?”
“I think so, but they know they can call me if they have questions. I think it’s a pretty much slam dunk. They’ll get at least three convictions, even though we know he’s done many more.”
Miller nodded and watched him while he shuffled through some papers.
“Good. Glad to hear it. So you’re convinced. This is him. Your ghost.”
Shane swallowed, but nodded his head. He wondered what Ilya thought of that. His brother getting all the credit and notoriety. He’d probably be offended. He almost smiled but bit it back.
“I do.”
“And you think he worked alone?”
He nodded again, not loving this conversation.
“I do not see any evidence that he did not, Sir.”
“You know the FBI sends me a transcript of the interviews and affidavits.”
“Of course, Sir.”
“So he’s been going on about his brother a lot. That it’s actually his brother, an Ilya Rozanov that is responsible for a lot of these homicides.”
“I am aware. But the FBI have investigated him in this matter already and found nothing. Nor did I find anything in my investigation that would point to him.”
Miller nodded at him and slid a photo towards him. It was the one he’d seen when he was here before. Of Ilya and himself in the parking garage. He looked at it and then looked up, waiting.
“This is Ilya Rozanov, correct?”
Shane nodded,
“It is.”
“You found no evidence of his involvement.”
“That’s correct, Sir. Do you know something I don’t.”
“Just what his brother says.”
Shane laughed,
“He’s about to go away for life Sir, I’m not sure I’d put much stock in what he says.”
“Oh, I don’t. That’s why I’m verifying with you. We’re all good here.”
Shane waited, finally asking,
“So, what do I need to sign for you, Sir?”
Miller shook his head.
“Nothing. Yet. I’ve got some things here for you, but I’m still hoping to convince you to stay. You’re too important to this unit Shane. I don’t think you realize.”
“Thank you, I appreciate you saying that, Sir.”
The man sat back in his chair, and looked like he was thinking.
“Did you hear the news from Italy?”
“I did. The head of GRU was found dead, along with two others.”
“Yes. The head. Whom you just had massive amounts of research sent to you about.”
“I did. And I used it to find our suspect. It was well worth it.”
Miller nodded,
“I agree. Which is why I don’t want to lose you. Nobody else would have managed what you did. Nobody.”
“I’m sure there are a lot of smart people here Sir, just give some of them a chance.”
“Only if I can’t make you see reason.”
“Sir, I promise, you can’t. I’m resigning. I appreciate that you want me to stay. It makes me feel great. But it just won’t work. I’ve been out of the country for a bit, and will be leaving again soon. I’m still thinking about the CIA job.”
Miller looked at him,
“Oh, in Europe?”
“No Sir. Not Europe.”
“I thought you looked too tan for that.”
He smiled at Shane again, pulling out another photo. He watched Shane very carefully as he pushed it across.
“Do you recognize this man?”
Shane nodded, wanting to bolt from the room. He was about to start hyperventilating as he looked at the picture. He managed an answer though, trying to keep his voice normal.
“I do. From the research your team got me. His name is Maxim. Aldonin I believe.”
“He was one of the men found dead in Italy.”
“I was unaware, just that it was the head of GRU and two others.”
Miller nodded again, pulling one more photo out, and Shane just took a breath, waiting, doing breathing exercises in his head.
“What about this one?”
Shane looked at the picture and closed his eyes involuntarily. He kept them closed, taking deep breaths. It didn’t matter what Miller thought. Which he realized,
“Shane? This is not a problem, I just need to know what happened here.”
Shane opened his eyes and looked down at the picture. It was him, in the lobby of the hotel that the men were killed in.
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  Shane stared at the picture, his brain running through a million scenarios that might be viable. None of them standing out. He looked up at Miller, who strangely, didn’t seem horribly upset. Didn’t look like he was about to call security to detain him.
“It’s obviously a picture of me, Sir. I was in Milan for a day or two. Is there a problem with that?”
“Not necessarily. What were you doing there? I thought you just said you weren’t in Europe?”
“I wasn’t. Most of the time. I made a quick trip. I had a tip I wanted to follow up on regarding an old case. Wanted to check it before I was gone. Wrapping up loose ends, so to speak.”
Miller sat back in his chair, watching his face.
“What case was that?”
To give himself a moment, Shane reached out and picked up the picture, looking at it more closely. It was just him. When he’d gone in after Cliff’s call. Nobody else. He looked up at Miller,
“Oh, the case. It was Emily Saperski. The woman who disappeared with her son. Daniel. We arrested the father, but never actually found the bodies. I got a tip that they were seen in Milan, and I just wanted to check it out. I’d hate to think we arrested someone for something they didn’t do. We had done an age progression on the boy and someone called it in, so I went to do some digging. Didn’t find anything though.”
Miller was typing on his computer as Shane spoke and stared at it, a smile coming across his face.
“Shane. That. That right there is why I don’t want you leaving. You just pulled a 4 year old case out of your brain, one that you probably haven’t given any thought to in those 4 years. With no hesitation. You’re good under pressure. I need that.”
Shane just shook his head, you should see me under pressure in a panic attack, might think differently   He started to speak, but Miller cut him off.
“Would you believe me if I told you this was the hotel where the GRU men were killed? In the penthouse?”
“Wow. No, that’s a strange coincidence, Sir.”
“It is, and you know how I feel about coincidence.”
“Well in this case, Sir, it’s true. Just a big one.”
Miller sat back and shook his head.
“Let’s go back to your ghost case. Alexei Rozanov. Russian Spetsnaz, highly trained officer. Recently seen with three other Russians that I believe your FBI buddies flagged when they came into the country. Two of those men are dead here, in the US, the third one,”
He tapped the picture that Shane had set down,
“Here. In the penthouse. With the head of the GRU and his butcher I believe is what they call him amongst themselves.”
He checked his computer, even though Shane knew he was just being fucked with at this point.
“Oh right. On the same day that you were in the lobby checking on a four year old case. Let’s not forget that Alexei Rozanov, who is currently being held in a Federal Detention Center, which should be fairly secure, it’s not like New York’s shit city jail… was somehow released from solitary just in time to be stabbed. Where once he was stable, tried to imply that his brother, Ilya, somehow caused it.”
“Sir, I’ll tell you the same thing I told SAC Hunter, you know that’s ridiculous. Ilya Rozanov could not have ordered a hit on his brother. In a Federal Detention Center.”
Miller nodded,
“I wouldn’t have thought so. But stranger things have happened. Ilya Rozanov. That’s your acquaintance, who we got a tip about you dating once, if I’m not mistaken.”
“You did. Which I cleared up sufficiently.”
“I agree. How’s your movie star by the way? Ms. Landry? I take it from the most recent tabloid photos of her, that you and she are no longer together? I’m sorry.”
“It’s fine. We’re still good friends. Are we nearly done here Sir?”
“No, we’re not.”
Shane stared at him and sat back in his chair, taking a slow breath.
“Fine. What else can I clear up for you?”
“Shane. I’m not the bad guy here. I promise. We’ve been doing some digging on Alexei Rozanov’s claims. About him not doing a lot of those homicides. I don’t doubt you on the ones you’re prosecuting. I don’t think you’d go after him if you didn’t have clear evidence. What I am doubting is that he’s actually your ghost. I think he’s either not involved at all, or he had help. Maybe there were two of them. I also think you are well aware of this.”
Shane just shrugged,
“I don’t know what to tell you, Sir. We have found no evidence of that at all.”
“Who killed the men in the penthouse? Don’t tell me you were there on another case. While an impressive save on your part, I don’t believe it. I didn’t get to where I am now by having shit instincts.”
“Of course not, Sir. I don’t know who killed them. I didn’t even know they were there.”
“Shane, I don’t care. You’re not in trouble. This is not my jurisdiction. I’m not taking over a case in fucking Italy. I’ll be honest, it’s thrown things in Russia into massive chaos. It’s a mess there right now. You’ve got the mafia fighting the military, everyone pointing fingers. It’s a shitshow. We’re keeping an eye on it and hoping it doesn’t spill over to us somehow. But I don’t give a fuck that a scumbag and his fucking butcher are dead. Good riddance. My only problem with it is if they choose a worse successor, which would be hard. My only other problem with it is if they come after my best profiler for some reason. Is there a reason they would do that Shane?”
He shook his head slowly and Miller kept going,
“I’m going to be honest. It’s an impressive fucking kill. In and out. Most of the other camera footage from the hotel is corrupted. There was one lobby camera that got missed. Nobody in Italy thought anything about this picture. Random guy who was coming in around the time the killings happened. Our facial recognition flagged it though and of course we knew who you were. I’m not turning you over to them, that would be ridiculous. Because you didn’t fucking kill them. I’m not stupid.”
Miller pulled out the picture of Shane and Ilya in the parking garage again. Poking it. On top of Ilya.
“He did. And you were there helping him.”
Shane just looked at him, not willing to say anything else.
“Shane. I need you to stop with the bullshit. Why are you resigning? Truth.”
He looked at the picture and then to Miller’s face. Weighed the options. Told the truth.
“Because Ilya Rozanov and I are in a relationship. We have been for a while now. I do not wish that relationship to stop, and if I disclosed that to you, my security would have been yanked. So it comes to the same thing. I’m not doing a desk job here. I’m not. So if I would have been assigned a desk job, then I may as well resign. So I am. Regarding the other, it’s nonsense.”
Miller nodded as if this was all old news.
“Thank you. I appreciate you telling me the truth. How many people do you have attributed to your ghost?”
Shane shrugged,
“I’m not sure the exact number. I add and take away cases all the time depending on different evidence. Over fifty though. Probably more.” definitely more
“How old is Mr. Rozanov? Excuse me, I see where this could get confusing. How old is Ilya?”
“He’s 26, Sir. 27 this year.”
“Over 50 kills. In what? 6 years? Maybe 7? That’s an impressive number. And no evidence in any of them if I’m not mistaken. Until the last few which implicated Alexei. Do you find that odd? That out of more than 50 homicides, there was no evidence until the last few… which I suspect was probably on purpose? That’s a crazy level of skill Shane.”
Shane shrugged,
“I guess that Alexei was getting sloppy.”
“Shane, it was my researchers who sent you all that information on Denis Sergeev. Do you think that we didn’t go through it also? It took us a lot longer than you. It’s a little ridiculous to be honest that the whole team here took three times as long as you to find it. But we did find it. Alexei Rozanov was in Denis Sergeev’s unit. As an officer. Not a specialist. While I have no doubt he’s killed many people, he’s not this good. Ilya Rozanov however, who seems to have been in training at an unusually young age, was trained as a killer. Along with the other man who was found dead in that hotel room. Not a coincidence. He disappeared from Russia a few years ago, about the same time the Polaroid killings started. Personally, I think the pictures are just to fuck with us. He tosses them at some and not the others. Did you know he never travels? Or at least hardly ever? There are very few records of Ilya Rozanov on any domestic flights and none on any international flights in 3 years. None. Strange isn’t it?”
Shane was starting to panic. He could feel it, the slight tightening in his chest. He reached up to touch the cross under his shirt.
“Sir, can we finish please? If you feel that Ilya is a killer, then find him and arrest him. Put him on trial. When he’s acquitted and released, you’ll have wasted hundreds of thousands of dollars, possibly millions of taxpayer money on a farce of an investigation and trial.” countries without extradition, think shane 
Miller pulled out a fat black folder with a confidential stamp on it out of his desk and dropped it on the top. Pushed it at Shane.
“You misunderstand Shane. I don’t want to arrest him. I don’t want you to leave your job. You’re too valuable to me. I want you to stay. You can keep it. You can keep him. You can have it all.”
Shane stared at the file, not needing to open it, finally understanding, this wasn’t really about him at all. Not completely. It was about Ilya. He managed to suck in a breath as he looked up and met Miller’s eyes.
“You don’t want to arrest him. You want him. To work for you.”
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  Miller nodded to him at his statement and Shane rubbed his eyes, feeling a headache starting. His breathing was settling down, but he was still feeling very fidgety. He stared at Miller for a long, silent minute before reaching out and taking the folder. He unsealed it and pulled out a bound set of papers. He flipped it open and started skimming them, knowing they would need a much more thorough reading, but he could see details now. He immediately started shaking his head. Looking up at Miller, he held his hand out,
“Red pen please.”
It landed in his hand and he glanced up as Miller spoke,
“You’re making adjustments? Without even talking to him?”
“Yes. I am. I’m not confirming that he does what you think he does. I’m not confirming anything regarding him, other than he and I are in a relationship. But as a hypothetical, if he was what you thought, and this is a real offer, I can already tell you some of this is not happening.”
“Is that really up to you? Maybe you should take it and let him read it first.”
“No need, Sir. If I tell him no, then he doesn’t even fucking look at it. Understand?”
Miller laughed and nodded,
“See. This is why I want you staying. You’re in there too. New deal for you, little different job.”
Shane glanced up at that,
“Different how?”
“Well you still do your normal job, like you do now. You know that ebbs and flows depending on cases, but you also would be his Operations Officer. Like a handler, if you want to call it that. You know him better than anyone else. Normally the person recruiting him would do it, but I guess that’s still you. We wouldn’t be utilising him that often, not like what he’s doing now. Not if your 50 number is even close to correct.”
“Stop. No more. I’ll look it over. I’m still not admitting that any of this is factual.”
“Well, when you get to page 11, you can tell me if we can stop with the bullshitting. Full immunity for both of you for anything you may or may not have done up until today. Afterwards is a different story. As with anything, you get caught in a foreign country killing someone, you’re pretty much on your own. Read away, I’ll be quiet now.”
Shane looked up at him, the comment making him think.
“Hypothetically, if he just refuses. What then? You try to make a case against him? You arrest him for being a killer because he won’t be your killer?”
Miller just stared at him, eventually shaking his head.
“They might try. But there’s no evidence. The last few cases are all there is. Even in this Italy case, the only thing we have is a picture of you in the hotel. Any reasonable attorney could tear that to shreds. If he says no, then he says no.”
Shane watched him carefully, didn’t see any signs of deceit, but he had worked for the government long enough to know things weren’t always what they seemed. He rubbed his eyes and looked up at Miller.
“Is there a private room where I can look over this? I’d like to have some quiet.”
The man nodded and stood, Shane starting to get up also.
“No, you stay here, I have some other business to attend to. I’ll be back to see your changes soon.”
He walked out and Shane immediately put the pen down and dropped his head into his hands, leaning over, breathing slowly. This was an unmitigated disaster. He had no idea what to do with this. What to think. What to want. What would Ilya want? He probably should just walk away. They could disappear, taking Cliff and Eva with them to somewhere with no extradition. He knew Miller had said there was no case, and Shane tended to agree. But he was starting to get paranoid now. If they were to disappear, he didn’t want to take any chances that they would follow him with his passport, like what had just happened with Sergeev. He pulled out his phone and texted Ilya, attempting to stay somewhat cryptic, but still basic enough that he understood. Shane knew they could pull his phone records and see his texts. If they did, they’d still figure it out, but hopefully it would be too late. If it was necessary at all. He could be overthinking as usual. He wasn’t angry at Miller. He knew this was how things worked, he wouldn’t have expected anything else. But he wasn’t letting Ilya walk into something and be ambushed by something else. He sent the text he had typed up.
“Hey, you know that book that you wanted to get me the other day? The one with the blue cover that I said no, I didn’t need? I was wondering if you could get that for me. Soon. I’d like to read it before we go home.”
He sent it and left his phone out, but turned it upside down, now completely paranoid about the entire room. He went back to the document and started reading again. Making a few changes here and there. It actually was a fairly comprehensive document that most people in this situation might be thrilled with. But Ilya wasn’t most people. His phone buzzed and he picked it up, holding it in front of him closely.
“Already ordered it, knew you’d change your mind. Got another one also, in case you finished this one fast. Not sure how soon it will arrive though. I hope everything is going ok?”
He smiled, of course he had done it anyway, even though Shane told him not to. He thought about it and sent back,
“Could be better. Interesting things to tell you. Can’t wait to see you. If you’re at my place, I think maybe you should go to yours. Can we stay there tonight? Mine has pest control coming, I forgot to tell you before I left. Don’t worry about me though, I’ll be back soon.”
He shoved the phone back in his pocket and took another big breath, starting through the pages again. He made some significant changes this time. He added a section for immunity for Cliff, although he didn’t name him, just mentioning an additional associate. He also got a little cocky and added a title and a salary for Cliff. It was worth a try. He made some changes that he knew they wouldn’t like as well. He needed bargaining chips to give up. He didn’t really care though. He wasn’t letting Ilya trade one set of shackles for another, this would have to be a very loose agreement for him to even show it to Ilya.
Miller came back in as Shane was reading things again, having added another section that they wouldn’t love. He didn’t care anymore. He looked up and put the folder and the pen on the desk and just waited. Miller took it and his eyebrows immediately raised.
“These are some big changes Shane.”
“Take it or leave it, doesn’t matter to me.”
“You want immunity for another person. Who?”
Shane just shook his head,
“Doesn’t matter unless Ilya says yes. You don’t need to know that.”
“I can’t just give a random person a job Shane, what is this?”
“He has an associate that he occasionally works with. He won’t put them in danger. He won’t agree unless they’re safe, I’m not sure he would work without them.”
He sort of chuckled at the next one, Shane knew what it was, and it was absolutely non negotiable as far as he was concerned. Miller looked at him again and shook his head,
“You want a permanent visa and then full, expedited US Citizenship for him.”
Shane just nodded. Miller kept looking and shook his head.
“I can’t give him veto power over jobs. What if he says no to all of them? Also, this is not open ended, we have to have a contract period of time.”
“He won’t. But if you send him after some businessman just because he owes money to someone, he’s not doing it. I don’t know if he’ll do any, but he can choose. Make the changes and I’ll see what he says. Add a time period, if you get crazy he’ll say no. He’s not exchanging one dictator for another.”
Miller shook his head,
“I’ll see what I can get through.”
“Change the agreement to reflect my changes. I’ll make sure he sees it. Are you setting a time limit?”
“2 weeks.”
“No. 6 months.”
“Shane, there’s no way.”
“Fine, three.”
“It’ll take him three months to decide if he wants it or not?”
“Maybe not, but I want him to be able to think about it if he wants.”
“You’re not being friendly here Shane.”
Shane shrugged,
“Take it or leave it. I’m not the one trying to hire a hypothetical killer. That doesn’t sound necessarily friendly to me.”
“Fine. Let me go have it changed, you can take it with you. I’m not accepting your resignation as of right now though. I think you’ll be back.”
“Maybe.”
Shane sat there with his eyes closed, rubbing circles on the side of his head. When Miller came back and handed him a new folder, Shane stood up, didn’t bother to look at it.
“I’m tired. I’m leaving. If this doesn’t have the changes I want, you can mail me my resignation papers. I’m not coming back here again.”
“You’ll be back. This is a good deal for all of us Shane.”
He didn’t say anything as he left. He took a car to the airport and was annoyed to find there wasn’t a flight for three hours. He bought a ticket and sat down, leaning his head back against the wall. He was stressed, he was upset, his head was getting worse. Eventually he got up and went to buy some Tylenol, washing it down with water he bought at the same time. He could feel himself starting to lose himself and he stared at his arm for just a moment, before grabbing it and digging his nails into it until he finally inhaled sharply from the sting. It didn’t work for long though and he eventually called Ilya, knowing he was being silly, but wanting to hear his voice. He answered after the second ring, his voice low and comforting and immediately settled part of Shane that was getting itchy. At least partially.
“Moya lyubov, you are ok? What is going on?”
“M’ok. I have a headache and my flight doesn’t leave for hours and I’m fidgety and itchy and I just…”
He stopped and took a breath.
“I’m just in a mood. I just wanted to hear you talk. I’m sorry to bother you.”
“What do you want me to talk about? I will just keep talking if it makes you feel better.”
“Ilya, my flight isn’t for almost three hours, I’m not going to keep you on the phone that long.”
“Mmmm, well I’m keeping you on the phone then. I will keep you company.”
“Did you leave my apartment?”
“I did. Do you want me to tell you where? Or not over the phone?”
“Maybe not. I’m probably being paranoid, but today was weird. So weird Ilya. We’ll talk about it later though.”
True to his word, Ilya just chattered on non-stop for the next two and a half hours, until Shane’s flight was about to board. Shane mostly listened, occasionally laughing, but mostly just sitting there listening and letting that voice calm him down and keep him from getting worse into his head than he already was.
“Thank you for keeping me company. I’m sorry again. Can you order me a car please, that way you can tell them the address?”
“No, you know I will pick you up.”
Shane didn’t even argue, that’s how much he wanted to see him.
“Ok. I’ll see you soon. Thank you for helping.”
“I will help you when you get here also, don’t worry. I love you kotik.”
Shane smiled as they hung up and got on the plane, his itchiness coming back almost immediately. It sank into his bones and he was glad it was a short flight. His headache had faded, but came roaring back as he sat there, clutching his bag to him that had the folder in it. He sat there with his eyes closed, wishing he was like Ilya and could sleep. By the time he got off the plane, he was so uptight he could barely stand it. He wasn’t even sure why. He was tired, he was upset about Miller wanting Ilya, about his job, about all of it. Had he been forced to make a decision right there, he would have said fuck everyone, we’re going to a tropical island and never coming back.
Ilya was there when he came out of the secure area and he smiled gratefully at him. Ilya took his bag and put an arm around his waist, waiting until they were out at Shane’s car to kiss him. He pressed him against the car, letting their bodies touch and his mouth teased Shane’s open. Shane immediately relaxed a little and when he got in the car a few minutes later, somewhat breathless, he reached over and put a hand on Ilya’s thigh.
“Thank you. Again.”
“I will always be here for you Shane. Do you want to talk about what happened?”
“No. Not today. It’s a long conversation. Tomorrow maybe.”
“Have you eaten?”
Shane shook his head,
“No. Not hungry though.”
“Wrong answer. I will order something at hotel. Your messages today, you were practicing being a spy?”
He smiled at Shane’s look.
“Yes, something like that. I just got paranoid all of a sudden being there, which we can talk about tomorrow also.”
“Great. All tomorrow, more time for me to kiss you tonight.”
“Maybe. I don’t know though Ilya, I’m really off right now.”
“It’s ok. I will help and if not, I will cuddle until you fall asleep.”
They pulled up to a nicer hotel than Shane probably would have chosen, but he wasn’t complaining when Ilya led him upstairs to a nice suite. He led Shane to the couch and put the bag he’d been carrying on the table.
“Sit. I’m going to run you a bath.”
Shane just sank down onto the couch and rubbed the side of his head again. He thought he might have actually started to fall asleep because the next thing he knew, Ilya was gently pulling on his hand.
“Up kotik. Come take a bath.”
He let himself be led into the bathroom and smiled. It was a big bathtub and Ilya had put some sort of scented oil in it that smelled like his body wash. A minty, citrus smell. He took a deep breath and felt a little better already. He stripped slowly, Ilya helping. He was helping Shane into the bath when he noticed his arm and bit his lip to stop from saying something. They could talk about it later.
“I’m going to order you some food. Then I’ll come back and make sure you don’t drown when you fall asleep.”
Shane laughed softly and shook his head.
“No food. Really.”
Ilya frowned but nodded slowly. He proceeded to take his shirt off and then lean over and wash Shane for him, slowly paying attention to every inch of skin he could. He leaned over from behind Shane and let the sponge trail over his chest while Ilya kissed his neck, moving from spot to spot. When he washed the arm that Shane had let his nails tear into, he made sure that Shane was looking at it while he washed it, neither of them saying anything about it. He washed his hair for him and when the water was starting to cool, had him get up so Ilya could wrap him in a towel. He proceeded to dry every inch of Shane off, before he led him by the hand into the bedroom.
“What kind of clothes do you want moya lyubov? I brought you sweatpants, t-shirts, shorts.”
Ilya was ready to worship his body all night, but when asked about clothes, Shane shook his head.
“Nothing, can you tell me please.”
Ilya looked at him.
“Can I tell you. You need to be a good boy? Is that what you’re telling me?”
Shane just nodded, looking a little lost already.
Ilya smiled at him and pulled him close.
“Open your mouth.”
He watched as Shane’s mouth opened immediately. Ilya let his thumb run over Shane’s lower lip and smiled as he sucked it into his mouth, suckling on it with his eyes closed. He brought his lips to Shane’s ear,
“That’s right. You’re such a good boy. You know what I want. Get on your knees and take my pants off, do not touch my cock until I tell you to.”
Shane sank to his knees, holding onto Ilya’s wrist so that his thumb stayed in Shane’s mouth. As soon as he hit the floor, he could feel it. The itchiness in his bones slowly started seeping out as he relaxed. He sighed softly around Ilya’s thumb and slowly hooked his fingers into Ilya’s waistband, pulling his pants down to the floor, and watching him step out, never once letting that thumb out of his mouth. His tongue swirled around it and he sucked it, his lips getting wet and redder. Ilya pulled his thumb from Shane’s mouth and listened to him beg for it back.
“Please, give it back. Want it in my mouth, please.”
“No.”
Shane groaned,
“Please can I suck you then.”
“Yes. You’re so good for asking so nicely. You can have my cock because you were so good. That’s what you want, is to be mine. To suck me, to let me use you, to let me do whatever I want to you.”
“Yes, fuck yes. All of that, please, I’m yours.”
“I know kotik, such a good boy. Suck me off then, swallow it all.”
He groaned as he was swiftly pulled into that warmth, the rough tongue working him over, all around, as his hand wrapped around the base of Ilya’s cock, helping Shane to stroke it while he hummed around Ilya. Fingers wrapped tightly in his hair as Shane moved on and off him, letting him pop out of his mouth at one point, saliva coating his lips and Ilya’s cock. He leaned his head down and tongued one of Ilya’’s balls and then the other, gently sucking one into his mouth while his hand worked Ilya’s cock, stroking that pulsing velvety skin. Ilya groaned and purred at Shane,
“Mouth on my cock, going to come in your mouth. Your treat for being so good, so take it all.”
“Yes, yes, please, let me have it. I want it, all of it. You taste so fucking good.”
He sucked Ilya back in, his tongue pushing back and lapping at Ilya’s slit, tasting him, he whimpered around Ilya, causing his face to suddenly be fucked as Ilya held his head still while he grew impossibly bigger, his balls feeling tight and he came into Shane’s mouth and felt that tongue milk him, sucking and humming and taking all of him, swallowing every drop.
“Fuuck oh god you take me so good. Perfect mouth, made for me. Made for making me come. Ohhhh god yes. Such a good boy. For me.”
When he finally stopped trembling, he smiled down at Shane who still had his mouth wrapped around Ilya’s cock, his tongue still playing with him while he softened in that wetness. He wanted to pull him up and be gentle, but knew that’s not what Shane wanted right now. His voice was firm as he told him,
“Get up. Now.”
Shane popped up so fast, it nearly made him smile, but he kept his face serious as he watched him, loving the way his eyes latched onto Ilya’s. When he was gone like this was one of the only times Shane would look him for long in the eyes.
“You were so good for me. Do you think you were good enough to come? Do you want to come for me? Spill yourself on my skin and clean it all up like a good boy?”
Shane made a soft noise of agreement as he nodded,
“Words or you will not come tonight.”
“Yes please, I was so good. I’ll be good. Whatever you want me to do, please.”
Ilya nodded and got onto the bed, laying back on a pillow so he was partially propped up. One leg was out flat, the other he pulled up just a little, so his knee was bent, but not far off the bed.
“Come here. Right now. On top of me.”
Shane crawled on top of him and Ilya put him where he wanted, one leg between Ilya’s, and one on the outside of the slightly crooked leg. It put Shane’s cock right on Ilya’s upper thigh. He pulled Shane’s mouth to him, nipping at his lip and letting his tongue sweep inside Shane’s, exploring, teasing, sucking at him. He let his tongue stay out and lick Shane’s jaw as he made his way down his neck, biting him at that spot he loved so much at the bottom of his neck. Shane whimpered loudly and started grinding himself against Ilya’s thigh.
“Mmm, that’s a good boy. Fuck yourself on my leg.”
One of Ilya’s hands ran firmly down Shane’s back, to cup his ass as he humped Ilya’s leg, moans coming from him constantly. Ilya’s mouth was hot and burning against his skin as he went to the other side of his neck and bit him again, not as hard, but hard enough that Shane jerked against his leg.
“So good. Does that feel good, to rub yourself on me? Can you come that way my pretty boy? Or will you need help? I want you to come that way, fucking my leg, I want you to come all over it, then I want you to lick it up and feed it to me. Can you do that? Can you be that good for me?”
“Yes, fuck, oh god yes. Want to do it. For you.”
Ilya purred at him as he hand circled Shane’s throat, squeezing, just enough to make him gasp. When his mouth opened, Ilya’s tongue was there, taking him, swallowing up those noises as he grinded faster on Ilya’s leg. Ilya’s other hand slowly stroked himself, collecting the liquid from his slit to use as lube. Shane’s head suddenly flew backwards as he let out a soft scream of Ilya’s name before he begged,
“Please now, can I come on you, please need it, I was good, please Ilya.”
‘Do it. All over both of us. I want to feel you explode on me.”
Shane cried out his name again and brought his lips to Ilya’s neck, grinding himself hard against Ilya’s leg. Just as he began to spill out over Ilya’s thigh he bit down hard and Ilya stroked himself quickly, coming hard while Shane's teeth were on him.
“Fuuuck Shane, just like that, so perfect for me.”
They both shuddered against each other, Shane finally letting loose of Ilya’s neck. He lay there spent against Ilya for just a few seconds before pulling himself up and crawling backwards, his tongue swiping at his own come on Ilya’s leg. He leaned up and let Ilya lick it out of his mouth before getting more, the kissing and sucking of tongues lasting longer each time. When Shane was sure it was all cleaned, he collapsed back on top of Ilya and let himself be stroked, light touches on his back and shoulders, over and over again. Eventually Ilya got up, cleaning himself in the bathroom and bringing back warm cloths for what was left on Shane. When he took the cloths back in the bathroom he glanced in the mirror and looked at the bite mark that Shane had left. His fingers traced over it, it was deeper than Shane usually would go, the skin nearly broken in two places. Ilya smiled anyway, not minding, but he knew Shane would be upset with himself if he noticed it. Finally dragging his eyes away from it, he went back and tried to get Shane to put clothes on, but gave up when he wouldn’t move and just pulled a blanket over both of them. He woke up twice that night, his hand going straight to the chain the second time as he lay there staring at the ceiling, long after Shane had pulled him back down.
He was up and had ordered breakfast already when Shane came wandering out and gave him a kiss. He’d been scrolling through his laptop, checking on a few things, but let the screens minimize as he walked over.
They had a quiet breakfast, Shane still looking a little uneasy, but Ilya refused to push. He’d talk about whatever it was when he wanted. Which didn’t take long. He watched as Shane went over to the bag he’d had with him and pulled out a black folder. He dropped it on the table next to Ilya and went to sit on the couch, one leg pulled up so he could pick at a spot on his knee. He looked up at Ilya with a question,
“How long will the passport take?”
“Mmm, the first one is probably nearly done. I can have Pyotr overnight it to me here if you really need it now. The second one will probably be another couple of days. What has suddenly caused the change of heart?”
Shane nodded to the folder,
“Read it. Instead of me signing my resignation papers, I was presented with a picture of me in Milan, in the hotel. Everything went downhill from there.”
Ilya was staring at him, his eyes going cold, then flashing in anger.
“They are threatening you? For what purpose?”
“Just read the folder, then I can explain.”
His thumb came up and he started chewing on the cuticle and Ilya started to say something but picked up the folder inside. He pulled out the bundle of papers and began to read. He was chewing on his lip and he occasionally glanced up at Shane, who was sitting with his eyes closed, still chewing on his finger. It took him a while, he was going slow, making sure he understood every word. At last he put it gently down on the table and went and sat next to Shane. He pulled Shane’s hand away from his mouth and frowned when he saw he’d torn the skin enough to bleed. Pulling that hand to his mouth he kissed the palm and then just held it.
“Why do they think I am this person? They have evidence?”
“No. Your brother is talking about you, they had the same files I did about Sergeev, it just took them longer to come to the same conclusion. They have no evidence. That I know of. I guess they could have something, but I can’t imagine what it would be. They know you must be using fake passports because you don’t travel on your own name. But they don’t know the names or have them connected to anything. Speaking of, I need to go to my apartment and destroy some things. Anyway. They’ve come to the conclusion that Alexei doesn’t have the skill to pull off what you do. They know what unit you trained in. They came to their own ideas. I didn’t confirm it of course, just said if it was hypothetically true, what did they want? He gave me that folder, I made a lot of edits to it, which for the most part they agreed to. I told them I’d show it to you.”
Ilya shifted and pulled Shane, who allowed himself to be moved and pulled on to Ilya’s lap. He leaned against his chest and just waited.
“So. They want me to do for them what I did for GRU.”
“I guess so.”
Ilya sat there for a while, trying to school his thoughts into coherent ones. His first instinct had been to tear the papers up. But the more he read, the more he tried to rationalize it. He knew that Shane loved his job. Didn’t really want to leave it. This would fix it. All Ilya had to do was submit to someone else pulling his strings again. Was that so bad? It couldn’t possibly be as bad as Russia. He’d done jobs for the US before. They were all bad people that he’d done for them. It wasn’t as bad when it was actually people who had done horrible things. Ilya didn’t mind killing them. He wasn’t sure he should admit that to Shane though. It was the others he had hated. Men like Luis and his daughter. The Ambassador. Eva. The people who were just collateral damage because they pissed off the wrong people or were born to the wrong family. Would it be so bad as long as it was always bad people? But if he agreed and then down the line, they had a person like that, what then. Shane had them write in a limited power that he could use to say no, but he knew better. Once you started, you got deeper and deeper until you couldn’t say no.
He leaned his head back and closed his eyes, for long enough that Shane got worried.
“Ilya? Are you ok?”
He nodded and leaned forward to kiss Shane.
“Is this what you would like? For me to do it?”
Shane looked at him, meeting his eyes for an instant before looking down at his lips.
“It’s not up to me Ilya. I don’t know how you feel about it. You wanted out at one point. Do you still want that? Or not so much since Sergeev is gone and can’t hurt you. Or me. Anymore.”
Ilya shrugged, his head spinning.
“I don’t know. I was tired. So tired of it. It weighs on me some days. But when the people are bad people, it is not as bad. I do not want you to lose your job. I will do this for you. But not if you will hate me eventually. Even when it’s bad people, I know it’s not a good thing to do. It’s just what I know. So I am asking you, Shane. Is this what you want me to do?”
Shane looked up at him again, biting his lip. He didn’t know. He did know. But it was the wrong answer. He groaned,
“I don’t know. My immediate answer was to say fuck them. But if you say no, I feel like you will have to disappear.”
At the look on Ilya’s face, he shook his head.
“We. We will have to disappear. I don’t know if I want you to say no and then stick around where they can find you if they suddenly manufacture evidence towards you.”
Ilya looked a little concerned at his line of reasoning.
“They would do that?”
“Maybe. I don’t know. Miller says no, if you say no, it means no. But I’m not sure I trust that 100%.”
He started to chew on his thumb, but at the look Ilya gave him, he jerked it away.
“Then I wanted you to say yes. For purely selfish reasons. If I can live with you doing it and you don’t mind because it would hopefully be only horrible people, I thought yes. Honestly, and this is a stupid reason, it was sort of fun to watch you. Not the horrible way it ended, oh my god, I didn’t mean that. But before. Ahead of time. I liked being with you and Cliff, and this would let me do that more. Although I know you would hate that. Oh my god, I don’t know. It’s not up to me. I want you to do what makes you happy. Please.”
“The citizenship would be nice. And what makes me happy is you being happy. You were very good in Milan. Very helpful. I might like to do that with you. I want you to keep your job. I will do it. But I need you to promise me if it starts to make you resentful or angry at me, I need you to be honest. I will not lose you over this.”
Something in his voice wasn’t sitting well with Shane and he shook his head.
“You don’t have to decide now. Let’s think about it, and talk about it more. I think maybe I don’t want it. I don’t want you to have to be under someone else’s control.”
Ilya shrugged,
“I do not like it, but I am used to it. It’s ok. Better than Sergeev. No fucking men with knives sitting on me.”
He gave Shane a small smile. He frowned though right after,
“Why do they ask me to do it this way? I have done jobs for them before. Maybe not your Miller, but someone in US government.”
Shane pulled back and stared at him,
“What? Why was Russia doing jobs for the US?”
Ilya shook his head,
“Not Russia. Other jobs.”
He stopped talking all of a sudden when he realized, that might have been something he had neglected to mention at some point. He shook his head and tried to backtrack slightly.
“Nevermind. I was probably confused.”
“You don’t get confused. What the fuck are you talking about?”
“Shane. I need you to not get crazy over this. Please. I only chose people who deserved it.”
He winced, realizing how that sounded.
“Explain. Now. How have you done jobs for the US.”
He sighed and tapped Shane’s hip, smiling to himself when he hopped up automatically. He bit back that smile when he saw the look on Shane’s face.
“Calm down. Please. It’s no different than the jobs for Sergeev. I will show you. I don’t care, I meant to delete anyway.”
He reopened the tabs on his computer that he’d minimized, had to sign into a few spots again before he pulled up the encrypted file and then moved so that Shane could look at it.
“Look. These three,”
He pointed at three different email addresses,
“These are all your government. The others are mostly other places governments. A few individual heads of organizations.”
Shane opened one of them and read it. Closed it. Opened the next one. Did the same. Opened the last one, left it open, his mouth dropping slightly open and his brow furrowing. He opened another random one, that Ilya could see and knew was from Brazil. He just waited.
Shane looked up at him, sitting back, thinking. Ilya was waiting for the explosion. It didn’t come. Not yet anyway.
“Where do these come from?”
Ilya shrugged, 
“When you have reputation, people make it their business to find you. I would rather that not be in person, so I have an intermediary set up. If they look hard enough, they will find him, get a message to him and he sends me the ones he thinks are real and doable.”
“These are not from Russia?”
Ilya pointed at two of them.
“Those are. But not from Sergeev. They are from other people in Russia, that want something done. This one is from government, this one is from Bratva. Different than Eva’s father. Smaller branch. Although I did some jobs for him this way also. Is how I got him to trust me.”
“And these were what? For fun?”
Ilya frowned at him.
“No. Not fun. I do not kill people for fun. I do not take from here very often. Two reasons mostly. I needed to fight, so that I could get rid of voices and smoke in my head. Or I wanted the money. Some pay very very well. It’s more expensive to make people disappear than to just kill them. I needed extra income sometimes to make sure I could set them up how I wanted them to be. I did not want to bankrupt my company because I wanted to help some people. I can pick and choose and I always choose the worst people. I have done three from your government like this, mostly because the people were vile, disgusting people who should not be allowed to go free. So, why then, do they need me to sign a paper saying I will work for them.”
Shane sat back, distracted and Ilya went back to sit down, leaving the laptop open in case Shane wanted to look at more.
“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. It did not seem relevant at the time.”
He got a look from Shane, an unreadable one that made him a little nervous. But he wasn’t yelling at least.
“Do you remember when I said I couldn’t handle very many more surprises? This is a surprise.”
“I know. Delete them all. I will take down anything that points to my person.”
“No. Don’t.”
Ilya just watched him,
“I want to know also. Why can’t you just work this way for them? I want an answer as to what they’re after with the paperwork.”
He stood up suddenly.
“I need to go to my apartment. I want to get rid of anything I have that I used to figure out what you were doing. I don’t want them having it or finding it or recreating it.”
Ilya held his hand out and Shane stepped to him, but was giving him that look again. The one he couldn’t quite place.
“I will take you.”
“No.You won’t.”
Ilya started to argue but Shane put a hand up,
“Several reasons. The first is that I’m angry right now. Just a little. I feel like this was perhaps an important thing you could have told me. But more importantly, I don’t want you at my apartment. I don’t know if Scott is actually looking for you in town. I don’t know if Miller is doing the same. I don’t want to take the risk of you being there and something happening. Ok?”
Ilya stepped closer to him and dropped his head to Shane’s chest.
“I’m sorry. That I didn’t tell you. I am. I didn’t do the extra very often, because I was tired of it. Once in a while. I will do whatever you want to make it up to you. I will also do whatever you want regarding your job and Miller. If you want to keep your job then I will do it.”
Shane put a hand in those curls and pulled his head up, giving him a smile before kissing him.
“Ok. We’ll see.”
He caught a taxi from the front of the hotel, and sat staring out the window. He wondered what would happen if he just called Miller and asked him. Lies most likely. Shaking it off, it didn’t matter right now.
Walking into his apartment, he threw his keys on the island and went straight to his office. He put together a records box from a stack he kept in the closet. He put every piece of paper from Sergeev’s files into and moved it into the living room. Then he got to work on his computer. He logged into all of his systems. The first thing he got rid of was the results of the program he’d run to compare names on the airplane tickets to his cases. When the results were deleted, he went in and purposely dismantled and corrupted the program he had written to run it. He deleted the emails from Lance and emptied the recycle bin. He knew Lance would have them, but unless someone directly asked him, it shouldn’t come up. Anything and everything that had to do with Ilya that he had ever looked up was deleted. He then sat there for a long moment deliberating.
“Fuck,”
He reformatted the entire hard drive, basically wiping out everything he’d ever saved on it. Once that was done, he pulled out a flash drive that was taped inside his desk in the very back corner. He didn’t hesitate, just plugged it in and hit the executable file. He sat back as it warned him that he couldn’t take it back and he hit the ok button. The virus on the drive ate into his hard drive, making anything left on it unrecoverable. There were other ways for them to find some of his work, some of it was on their servers, but it would make it harder. Almost everything to do with Ilya had been here on his hard drive, not their servers. If he ended up keeping his job, he’d have to come up with a good excuse why his computer was dead.
He packed a bag with more of his clothes, walked through to make sure all of the papers to do with his research were in the file box. He went back into the bedroom and got the gift he had made for Ilya and put it in his bag. Not that he was giving it to him anytime soon. Or at least until he wasn’t irritated with him anymore.
He glanced around and decided that was good enough for now and picked up everything he’d gathered and went to get another taxi. His first stop was a shredding company, where he stood and watched every piece of paper he had brought shredded to tiny pieces. Obviously his work had the actual digital file, but if Scott came looking for some reason, he’d find nothing. He gave them the box and went back to the car that had waited for him. He made another stop that had his lips curving up as he knew with certainty it wasn’t going to go over well. But he didn’t care. He deserved it. Two more stops and he was back to the hotel, bags over his arms and shoulder.
He opened the door and kicked it open, to see Ilya pacing back and forth, the folder in his hand. Dropping the bags on the floor, he walked over to him and plucked it out of Ilya’s fingers, dropping it on the table. 
“Three months. You don’t have to decide right now. Let it sit for a while.”
Ilya smiled at him, but it was a reserved smile, a worried one.
“I thought you might not come back. I chased you away finally.”
Shane rolled his eyes,
“You know better. I love you. You taking unsolicited jobs is not going to chase me away. But it did annoy me.”
He turned back to the bags and picked up two of them.
“I got dinner. And vodka for you. Probably not the best, but the best one I could find.”
Ilya was watching him suspiciously at this point. Shane laughed,
“What? I’m hungry. I got food.”
He got a nod, but still a suspicious look. Shane just shrugged and pulled out the food he’d gotten, along with two plastic glasses for the vodka. He poured them both a glass and Ilya just sat at the table, pushing the laptop out of the way.
“You’re drinking vodka. Voluntarily.”
“Yes. I didn’t want to buy something else also. Tonight, I will be like you.”
He got out the food, he’d found a place that had five star reviews for chicken parmesan and had gotten it for Ilya and he was having blackened chicken with a small side of pasta. Adventurous for him. He told Ilya about all the things he’d gotten rid of while they ate, and watched as he relaxed a little. Shane drank a little more than he normally would and Ilya was just watching him still. When they were done eating, Shane cleaned up the trash and came behind Ilya, draping his arms over his shoulder, kissing his neck. Between kisses,
“You know I was fairly angry earlier.”
Ilya nodded, tilting his head a little so Shane could reach him easier.
“I know. I am sorry moya lyubov. I meant to tell you. Or just delete them. But then things happened and I did not. Are you still angry?”
“Yes. I got you dessert also. Chocolate cake.”
Ilya hummed and let his hand come up to run through Shane’s hair as he still leaned over him from behind.
“Did you. What game are you playing then? You are angry with me, but you buy me nice vodka, nice dinner, chocolate cake. These things do not go together Shane.”
Shane nibbled on his neck again before straightening up. He got the piece of cake out of a bag and Ilya watched him sit it on the coffee table near the couch. He put a fork near it also, and took Ilya’s glass of vodka to sit there as well, refilling it. When he walked back to Ilya, he walked in front of him and tugged at his shirt. Ilya lifted his arms and let Shane pull the shirt over his head, inhaling sharply as lips closed around one of his nipples suddenly. When he pulled back, Shane folded the shirt and set it on the table.
“Do you remember when you made me sit at your feet and you fed me food?”
Ilya nodded and glanced at the piece of cake and smiled.
“You want me to sit at your feet while you feed me cake? Because you are angry? Somehow this does not sound that bad to me, zolotse.”
Shane smiled sweetly at him.
“I do. Will you do that for me?”
Ilya had a feeling there was more coming, but he nodded slowly. If that’s what it took to put him back happy with Ilya, it was easy enough.
“I will.”
Shane smiled and kissed him, putting a hand out to stop him when Ilya leaned forward to chase his tongue when he pulled away.
“You know, you lied to me about a lot of things. Before. I was very angry then also.”
Ilya nodded slowly, the terror he’d felt when Shane had pushed his hand off of Shane’s leg coming back to him.
“I did. I’m sorry, you know that.”
“I do. But it just added to my annoyance earlier when I saw the emails.”
Ilya just sat there, waiting.
“Do you remember earlier today, you put your head on my chest and told me ‘I will do whatever you want to make it up to you’?”
Ilya tried not to smile, but nodded, realizing that had been a mistake. To use those exact words. Too late now.
“I did say that. Within reason.”
“No. There were no exceptions. You said it.”
“I did.”
Shane smiled at him, and for some reason that smile had Ilya shivering.
“So you’re going to sit over there at my feet. I’m going to feed you cake because I love you and want you to be happy.”
“Ok.”
Shane reached over to another bag and pulled out a slender object which he lay out on the table. Ilya looked at it and shook his head.
“No.”
Shane scrunched his nose up just a little but was shaking his head yes.
“You are going to do it, and you’re going to wear this, because you want me to be happy.”
“Shane, not going to happen.”
Shane’s tone suddenly changed completely. 
“Ilya. It is going to happen. So don’t argue, or it goes much much worse for you.”
Shane arched an eyebrow and Ilya looked from him to the table.
“You will pay for this later. You understand this. Before I agree. Just know that.”
Shane shrugged and threw out one of Ilya’s favorite sayings to him.
“We will see.”
Shane pointed at the floor,
“On your knees right now.”
Ilya actually smiled as he slid off the chair and went to his knees in front of Shane.
“Good?”
Shane looked down at him,
“Should you be speaking at this point?”
Ilya slowly shook his head no.
“Good boy. See how easy this is. Oh wait. I forgot to show you my favorite parts.”
Ilya just watched him, resigned to his fate, an amused look on his face now. He watched Shane messing with something at the table, and just waited. When Shane turned around and showed him though, his lips opened slightly. Ilya blinked at it as he looked at it. The collar was black and medium width, made of a fine, supple, almost buttery black leather. It was clearly not for an actual animal. This is what Ilya had refused when he saw it on the table. There were two small gold D-rings, a smaller one in the front, and a slightly larger one in the back. To the smaller one, Shane had clipped a small gold heart charm. He let Ilya look at it, knowing what it said. On the front, etched into the metal in a small pretty script were the words, ‘Property of Shane Hollander’. Shane flipped it over and etched on the other side, in Russian, it said Мой щенок.
Shane was watching Ilya’s face as he read the words but didn’t say them outloud. Smiling smugly at him, Shane did.
“My puppy,”
 

 
Ilya had not like the way Shane left, it was making him nervous. He understood the reasoning, about the apartment at least. He also understood why Shane was angry with him, but it didn’t make it any easier to sit there waiting for him to get back. At some point, he’d picked up the folder and read through it again, thinking he would just agree and send it back. Not let Shane talk him out of it. He would do whatever it took for Shane to be happy. But when he picked up a pen and looked at the signature page, his stomach nearly revolted. He was pacing back and forth trying to decide when Shane came in, dropping several bags on the floor. The folder had been snatched away and thrown on the table, Shane telling him to wait and worry about it later.
The next part of the evening was a little surreal as Shane told him he was still angry with Ilya, but proceeded to pull out dinner, a very decent vodka and actually drank with him, though Ilya noticed his glass was refilled much quicker than Shane’s. At one point he stopped drinking because there was clearly something else going on. When he had draped himself over Ilya’s back and brought up the fact that he was still angry and earlier Ilya had told him he would do anything to make it up to him, he was groaning inside. Dumb stupid words. Shane was a little tipsy, not bad, but enough that it was making Ilya nervous about what ridiculous thing he was going to try and pull.
When he mentioned Ilya feeding Shane next to his feet, he relaxed just a little. This, he could do. It also seemed far too easy. He should have known better. That beautiful little nose scrunched up, the freckles taunting him and Ilya watched him pull an object out of one of his many bags and lay it in front of Ilya on the table. It was a black collar. Ilya could see it was not something he picked up at the local pet store, it was soft and glistening and lovely. It was also still a collar. His head shook immediately,
“No.”
That nose scrunched at him again and he was informed that yes, it was going to happen, because Ilya wanted to make Shane happy. He did want that, but he told him again, it wasn’t going to happen. He wasn’t sure why he was so against the idea, but he was. Shane’s tone had changed then and was much more serious and actually sounded angry. Ilya tried not to smile though as Shane threatened him with something that would go much worse for him. He wasn’t sure his kotik could even think of anything worse. Realizing he really did want Shane happy though he looked over at the offending item and warned him,
“You will pay for this later. You understand this. Before I agree. Just know that.”
Shane didn’t care and even threw one of Ilya’s own taunts back at him before telling him to get on his knees. He smiled now, thinking of how badly his boy's ass was going to hurt in a day or two. He slid off the chair and got on his knees.
“Good?”
Shane had looked at him and asked if he should be speaking. Ok, he wanted to really play. Fine. Ilya could do this.
“Good boy. See how easy this is. Oh wait. I forgot to show you my favorite parts.”
Ilya just watched him, determined not to say anything, no matter what it was. It couldn’t be that bad. 
When Shane finished messing with the collar at the table, he turned to Ilya and let him see. Clipped to the front was a small charm. A heart. Property of Shane Hollander.  When he flipped it over, Ilya read the word to himself but did not speak it outside. Shane gave him a ridiculous smile though and the words came into the room as Ilya just swallowed. 
“My puppy,”
Ilya was biting his tongue to not refuse outright. But no. He would do this. For Shane. He closed his eyes as the offending collar was placed around his neck and fastened. The moment it was fastened and Shane’s fingers grazed that tag though, the one that proclaimed he was Shane’s property, something went horribly wrong with him. The weight of the collar settled into him and his breath caught in his throat. The blood in his veins was suddenly burning, his entire body flushed. He didn’t even notice when Shane attached a small gold leash to the back of the collar. It was very short, far too short for an actual animal again. Later, Ilya would look closer at the items and wonder where exactly Shane had purchased them. And when.
Ilya was just kneeling there, his head buzzing when he realized Shane was speaking to him. He looked up and Shane seemed delighted at the look on his face. He leaned over and kissed Ilya, his tongue teasing him before pulling back.
“You are the most handsome puppy ever. And look at you. I wish there was a mirror here so you could see. You look almost like I did in the gym. So gone for me already. You’re such a good puppy, I love you so much. Come over here with me.”
He shook his head, trying to clear the buzzy feeling. This was not happening. He felt a tug though at his neck and he dropped to all fours and let Shane tug him over to the couch. Shane pointed at a spot and told him,
“Kneel there. Don’t move.”
Ilya did as he was told, just blinking. Any second, he would be fine. He could do this. Let Shane have his fun, then he won’t be angry anymore. He could do this. He looked up at Shane and watched as his shirt was peeled off slowly, Shane letting it drop on the floor. Ilya’s eyes followed that shirt, knowing that wasn’t right. Shane didn’t throw clothes on the floor. He looked back in time to see Shane’s pants sliding off slowly, going onto the floor also. Ilya’s tongue slowly slid out and licked his lips as he looked at his boyfriend’s body. Fuck, those muscles, he just wanted to lick him. Not lick. He was not a fucking dog. He swallowed hard and his eyes focused just for a moment. What the fuck was he wearing. They were boxer briefs, but they were made of black lace of some sort. Ilya could see Shane’s cock and it was hard and leaking, the pre-cum making a damp spot on the lace. Before Ilya could stop himself, he was nuzzling that spot, licking at it and Shane laughed as he pulled that gold leash backwards, pulling Ilya’s head away. He heard a whining noise and realized it was him. Fuck. Stop. Now. He shook his head again, but it did nothing.
He looked up and watched as Shane took his finger and ran it through the icing on the cake and licked it off his finger. Ilya just watched, his breath coming in short little inhales. His eyes didn’t leave Shane’s as it swiped through the icing again and he slowly held it in front of Ilya’s mouth, his eyes sparkling.
“You’re being so good, you can have a lick.”
Ilya’s tongue was suddenly outside his mouth, licking and sucking Shane’s finger as he groaned. When that finger was pulled away, he barely held in a whimper. Another coherent thought flashed across his brain, he was going to fucking kill Shane. Then it was gone as Shane called him a good puppy. The leash was dropped and Ilya gave brief thought to grabbing Shane and doing what he wanted with him, but it was chased out of his head as soon as he thought it. Shane was pointing at his clothes.
“Can you fold those for me please.”
Ilya did it, setting them on the floor out of the way.
Shane pointed at his thigh, like Ilya had so long ago and said nothing. Ilya’s chin was obediently there a second later, his eyes closing as Shane’s hand went into his hair. Ilya was still attempting to fight. He refused to lose himself completely. He blinked and shook his head and at one point, Shane shortened his hold on that golden chain and pulled it back so that Ilya had no choice but to let his head be yanked back. Shane watched him for a second and then leaned over and whispered to him.
“Be a good puppy please. I want to see it. I want to see your eyes completely gone, I want to know that you belong to me. Only me.”
Ilya was blinking back wetness but when Shane’s mouth gently bit into the side of his neck while his head was held back and he couldn’t move, he didn’t try anymore. He let himself fall, trusting that Shane would be there and not let him go. Shane for his part, watched him carefully, smiling when those pupils blew out altogether. 
“Good puppy.  He proceeded to sit there and feed Ilya bites of cake, sometimes, telling him to take a drink, sometimes with his fingers, making Ilya suck and lick them. Eventually he smiled and told him "Come with me.”
He stood up and let Ilya follow him, letting the leash drop and watching him not even try to get up. When they got to the bed room, Shane reached over and picked up the end of the chain and tugged gently up.
“Up.”
Ilya stood and waited and Shane slowly hooked his fingers in Ilya’s waistband and pushed his pants down to the floor, watching his boyfriend step out of them without a word. He pointed to the bed,
“On your back.”
Ilya was there in an instant.
“Hands above your head puppy.”
They flew up.
“We did this last time, don’t fucking move unless I tell you, understand?”
He got a nod.
“You’re being so good puppy.”
Ilya’s cock was hard and leaking and Shane leaned over and licked it, watching those hips jerk upwards at his touch.
“Don’t come. Understand? Not until I tell you too.”
Ilya's eyes were on him as he nodded slowly.
Shane had clearly been taking notes. He brought Ilya just to the verge of orgasm three times with his mouth and hands before Ilya finally cried out, begging, his voice hoarse,
“Pleease Shane, please, want you.”
“Mmmm, puppy, you were doing so so so good. Do you need me to gag you again?”
His head shook no weakly.
“Good. Hold still.”
Shane stood up on the bed, and Ilya watched him slowly strip those little lace boxers off, they were soaked at this point with all the leaking Shane’s cock had been doing. Shane dropped back down, getting on his hands and knees, glancing back at Ilya, whose cock was already hard and waiting.
“Does my puppy want to fuck me?”
A ragged noise escaped Ilya as he nodded furiously. Shane pointed at the bottle of lube.
“Then get me ready, I want to fuck your fingers and then ride you.”
Ilya did exactly what he wanted, moaning and whimpering as Shane moved himself on Ilya’s hands. He only let him use 2 fingers though, telling him exactly when to move them and how hard. It wasn’t long before he pulled off, Ilya’s fingers coming out of him with a sloppy wet noise. Ilya moaned again, and reached down to rub his cock. Shane was watching and said nothing, just positioned himself above Ilya, reaching back to line up the tip of Ilya’s cock to his hole. He lowered himself down slowly and felt Ilya’s hands come to his hips. He wasn’t supposed to have moved, but Shane could care less at this point, he just wanted to be full of Ilya.
He pushed down hard, and whispered to Ilya as he moaned, 
“Up, all the way into me. Fucck you feel good, stretching me, letting me take all of you. Hurts. Like it.”
Ilya’s hands gripped his hips tighter and pushed up into him as Shane lowered himself the rest of the way. Ilya was making animal noises and Shane was joining him soon, leaning over to capture Ilya’s tongue with his as he rode him, his hips moving and rising up and down as he fucked himself on Ilya’s cock.
“Shane please. Going to come,”
“Don’t you do it Ilya. I want to come first. Make me come if you want to.”
Ilya’s hand wrapped around his throbbing cock, so angry and red and leaking, the other staying on his hip as he pushed up with Shane’s rhythm. Shane was soon begging to come, but Ilya had no words for him, wasn’t there enough to answer, Shane finally just jerked in his hand and his orgasm took over, splashing out all over Ilya’s hand and chest. His ass tightened around Ilya and both of them whimpered at the same time, Ilya leaning up to crash his tongue into Shane’s still thrusting up into Shane until he came. He exploded up into Shane’s ass, filling him, over and over again until Shane finally dropped limp on top of his chest. Shane managed to reach up and unfasten the gold chain so it didn’t get tangled around something, dropping it to the side.
Ilya’s arms wrapped tight around him and his eyes closed, just holding him while Ilya fought to come down. Neither of them were in any shape to move any time soon. Shane finally picked himself up and let Ilya slide out of him, Ilya making an almost wounded noise. Shane wrapped around him, petting him and kissing his shoulder, rubbing his hair, whispering to him. When Ilya finally drifted back to himself, at least enough to move slightly onto his side, Shane’s arms tightened on him.
“Mine.”
Ilya smiled at him, his eyes blinking. He wiped his cheeks off and leaned over to kiss Shane’s freckles. Nuzzling into Shane’s neck, he just agreed,
“Yours.”
He made no attempt to take the collar off and eventually fell asleep that way until Shane finally stirred enough to realize his cum was all over both of them. Ilya knew Shane had gotten up and he frowned as he reached out for him. A moment later, hands were on his neck, unfastening the collar and taking it away. Ilya actually let out a soft noise of unhappiness that made Shane smile down at him before he pulled him up.
“Shower.”
They showered quickly, Ilya still half gone and sleepy. Shane washed his hair for him and then dried it off as much as he could. He ripped the sheets off and just lay one of the blankets down for them to lay on, dragging the other one back up over them as Ilya curled around him. Ilya whispered something against his chest, and Shane leaned over him and kissed his cheek.
“Say it again please.”
“Yours. Only yours.”
If Ilya woke that night from a nightmare, neither of them remembered it in the morning.






      

  












      Chapter 64: I see my freedom from across the way
  


    Chapter Summary

    Shane and Ilya make a decision about jobs, and Ilya and Hayden work it out.



    Chapter Notes

      Both my boys need to be happy. HAPPY.

Chapter Title is from Brand New Day by Van Morrison







  Ilya blinked his eyes open slowly and reached up to rub them. He could feel Shane wrapped around him from behind, so he didn’t move. His eyes drifted to the night stand and he noticed the collar he’d let Shane put on him laying there. He just stared at it, a small frown coming over him as he thought back to the night before. His Shane had made him beg and plead and actually sob to come finally and he wasn’t sure how he felt about that now, in the soft light of the morning. He also remembered how at one point he’d stopped fighting the intrusive thoughts in his head and just let Shane take over. It almost disturbed him now, laying here, how nice he remembered that feeling was as he just let go and stopped thinking. As he stared at that small tag and read it to himself, ‘Property of Shane Hollander’, he realized he was relaxed, no noise in his brain, just quiet. An interesting, yet pleasant side effect he wasn’t sure he wanted to examine too closely. Shane moved from behind him, snuggling closer and kissing the back of his shoulder. He felt when Shane leaned up over him for a second, apparently to see what he was looking at, because when he dropped back to the bed, he buried his face against Ilya’s shoulder and a muffled, quiet voice came at him,
“Are you mad? I can get rid of it.”
Ilya thought about it seriously and then wiggled enough that Shane pulled back so he could turn around. He wrapped his arms around the man who was staring at him with a worried look and he pulled him close, kissing the top of his head.
“No, I’m not mad.”
He hesitated for only a second before adding, a tiny small ghosting across his face,
“Maybe you should keep it. Just in case.”
He felt Shane relax in his arms and then proceeded to show him exactly how not mad he was, by making him beg and whimper and cry far more than Ilya ever would.
They were eating a light lunch later when Shane asked him to log back into the email with all the jobs in it. He did and then went to sit on the couch, not wanting to see the look on his face if he was actually going to look at all of them. At one point he looked over and Shane was frowning and he started getting worried again.
“Moya lyubov, just delete them all. I will not do again, I promised you.”
His head was shaking slowly as he looked up at Ilya.
“Some of these names. I recognize them. There are some nasty people in these emails.”
Ilya just shrugged,
“That is probably why people want them dead.”
“There are also some people who I’ve looked up, who seem like they’ve done nothing wrong.”
Ilya gave a little laugh.
“You are googling people from a kill list? Perhaps not the wisest choice. You should delete those jobs.”
“Fuck off. Not all of them, just one or two. Like this one, Darius Martin, in London. He seems like a normal finance guy, but someone in Nigeria wants him dead?”
Ilya just shook his head,
“He raised money for the wrong people, lost money for the wrong people, stole money maybe from the wrong people. People are petty, if they want someone dead and can get away with it, then they do. That does not sound like a job I would have taken, which is why it sits there. Please do not let them upset you. Get rid of them. But also remember, just because they seem normal does not mean they are not behind closed doors doing something horrible.”
“Yes, but do you check? Or you just blindly choose.”
Ilya rubbed his head and closed his eyes briefly. When he opened them, Shane was chewing on his thumb again.
“Please do not do that. I hate it. You make yourself bleed.”
The hand dropped away.
“Shane. I do not want to upset you. I feel like talking about what I’ve done is going to upset you.”
“No, I’m asking. I want to understand.”
Ilya rubbed his eyes again and sighed,
“The jobs on that list are checked before they get to me. He will not send if it does not meet my criteria. So everyone on that list, even your innocent Darius Martin, have done something. But even the ones that make it through on that list that you are looking at, I check a lot. I do much research. I do not blindly choose, I do not do many jobs from there. Only the worst and only if it paid a lot of money. You can think poorly of that if you will, but if I’m taking someone off this earth, then I may as well get something useful for it. Every job is a risk, I make one move wrong and it’s me that is dead, not them. Those jobs were a tiny part though. The rest were from Russia and I did not get a choice. I did what they told me and to whom they told me. Some of those, I regret deeply. Which is also why I started making people disappear instead. Which is infinitely harder than just shooting someone. But that is why. I did not want to kill someone innocent anymore. Or even somewhat innocent.”
Shane looked away from the laptop to him and his voice was somewhat quiet.
“So the ones that you decide are worth doing. Does that mean you like it? You want to do it? It doesn’t bother you? If you’re choosing, not being told.”
They were in dangerous territory, Ilya thought. He wasn’t sure how to explain it without Shane getting upset. But maybe he could give a simple answer that was sufficient. The real answer tumbled around in his own head and he wasn’t sure it was something even he understood. Either way, he knew it made him not a great person.
“If you are going to get upset at my answer, then this conversation is over.”
Shane watched his face and slowly shook his head.
“I love you. I’ve clearly changed a few things that I thought would never change about me. I just want to know. To understand. Please.”
Ilya took a deep breath and tried to make it simple, though it very much wasn’t.
“It is what I was taught to do. I tried to fight it back then, but wasn’t able to. So I learned. I learned it well apparently. When you do something for long enough, you just do it. I don’t like it. Sometimes I hate it, if I am told to do and have no choice. Somethings though, it just is. I just do it. If I think the person deserves it, then no, it does not bother me. I do not think saying I like it is correct. I do not walk around saying, I wish I could kill someone today because it will put me in a good mood. But if I do it, one that I think is worth it, then it does not bother me. I go on with my day and I am fine. I understand that is not normal and that my brain probably is fucked up and wired the wrong way. I know that is probably just as bad. I make myself the judge and juror, and I know in my head that is wrong. But is how I have lived for so long, that it just is. I’m sorry. I know you probably hate that.”
Shane was just looking at him, that thoughtful look where he was trying to process something on his face. Ilya groaned and stood up, hating everything about this conversation. He walked behind Shane, reached over him and started to delete the entire email address and Shane slapped his hand and pushed it away.
“Stop.”
He looked down incredulously at him,
“Did you just slap me, Hollander?”
“Don’t call me that, and yes. Leave it alone. I deleted some of them already. Don’t be mad, you said I could.”
“Shane. I’m not mad! I’m trying to delete the whole thing. I told you.”
Shane pointed at one, one from the US,
“Do you know how long my unit has been trying to make something stick to this guy? For two years Ilya. But we can’t. He’s that good. He kills children Ilya. Does unspeakable things and we can’t fucking get him off the street.”
Ilya took a step back and just stared at him. He walked to the other side of the table and poured a couple fingers of vodka in one of the plastic glasses. He sipped it slowly while he stared at Shane, who was meeting his eyes for once. He finally coaxed him, not sure he was actually reading this situation right.
“And your point is?”
Shane’s eyes dropped and he shook his head while his cheeks got a little pink. He mumbled,
“Nothing. I don’t even know.”
“No. Tell me.”
Without looking up and his voice quiet, maybe a little conflicted at saying it outloud,
“My point is that yes, maybe there are some people, a very small number, that don’t deserve to be on this earth walking around free.”
Ilya shook his head, that wasn’t good enough, he wanted absolutely no confusion over what point Shane was trying to make here.
“Shane. Eyes up. Look at me.”
He took another drink while Shane slowly lifted his head and looked at him, almost with a defiant look in his eyes, like he was daring Ilya to say something negative.
“What are you saying? I want it plain and simple please.”
“I think you should do this one.”
His eyes dropped immediately and he looked away, messing with the laptop as a way to deflect. Ilya was just watching him, trying to figure out how he should respond when Shane shook his head, his voice going a little high,
“That’s horribly hypocritical of me. I am aware, just so you know. I pushed you away and told you to get out for doing exactly what I just suggested. I almost lost you because I couldn’t handle what you did and now I say you should do it again, and nevermind. Fuck.”
Ilya put the vodka down and walked around the table, pulling Shane’s chair sideways. He kneeled down in front of him and wrapped his arms around him,
“Breathe please. Deep breath.”
He waited until Shane did it and then tipped his chin up and kissed him. He let his tongue play against Shane’s until he felt him relax a little against him, finally pulling back.
“Good. Relax, breathe. Who would possibly be ok with what I did? No one. But you have managed to forgive me and allow me to be with you. You pushed me away also because I lied. Continually. Which I will not do any longer. Maybe you look at things differently now. Maybe you’ve changed a little. I will never think badly of you for that, or even if you had not. I am the last one that should be thinking one way or the other. If you want the man dead, then I will kill him. Is that what you want me to say? I will do it. But only if that’s what you want. I will not hesitate to walk away from all of this if that is what it takes to be with you. That’s what is important to me. None of this other. It was a job. That’s all. You are my life.”
Shane hugged him for a long moment, finally pulling backwards and looking up at him,
“I love you so fucking much.”
He stood up and walked over to the black folder he had thrown on the table. He looked down at it and back to Ilya,
“How important is citizenship to you? Ignoring all the rest, is it worth being under someone else's control again?”
Ilya just looked at him, not able to force the lie out of his mouth. Shane nodded, almost to himself.
“That’s what I thought. If you took this offer, it is only because of me. Because you want me to have my job back.”
He opened the folder and took the papers out, flipping through them. Ilya watched him and finally gave him a small smile,
“It is important for me that you are happy. Your job makes you happy. It will be no different than before. It is a job to me. That is all.”
Shane nodded and repeated after him,
“No different than before. So no different than when Russia was pulling your strings, you would be trading one puppetmaster for another. Maybe not quite as bloodthirsty, but no.”
He ripped the papers in half and dropped them on the table. Ilya watched them fall and blinked rapidly.
“Shane…”
“No. I’ve decided. I do not want my job back. Other things make me happy. We can both be happy. It doesn’t have to be one or the other. You don’t get citizenship though, which worries me a little if they don’t like you saying no. But there. It’s done. If they want you to do jobs, they can send them that way. And we can choose.”
He pointed at the laptop. When he looked at Ilya though, he got a little worried,
“Ilya? What’s wrong? I just don’t want you to have to do things you don’t want.”
Ilya just shook his head and wiped at one eye.
“Nothing. Nothing is wrong. You are perfect.”
Shane’s phone rang and Ilya nodded to him to get it, wiping his eyes again and going to pick up the glass of vodka. He drained it in one swallow, watching Shane answer his phone. Shane glanced at him and said something before muting the phone.
“Soooooo, want to go to Hayden’s for dinner?”
Ilya groaned and shook his head, 
“You are no longer perfect. You have horrible friend. No.”
Shane looked at him, watching him, finally unmuting the phone,
“We’ll be there at 6. You cannot tell Scott, promise me. Ok, see you in a few hours.”
Ilya groaned,
“I hate you.”
“You love me.”
“Ok, but sometimes I hate you.”
Shane laughed and blew him a kiss, just as the room phone rang. Ilya scowled,
“What the fuck. Stop calling.”
Shane picked it up and said a few words before hanging up. 
“They said you have a package at the desk, something overnighted.”
“Mmmm, that would be for you. Your book that was so important.”
“It is important now. I don’t want to go back to Costa Rica under my name, not now that you’re not taking their offer.”
Ilya nodded,
“I will go get. I am not going to Hayden’s.”
“Yes you are.”
The door slammed and Shane smiled at the noise. He looked down at the ripped papers and waited. For that small melancholy pang when he thought about not doing his job anymore. He took a deep breath, almost of surprise as he realized it wasn’t there. His smile got bigger. It dropped off his face though when he realized he would have to have a conversation with Miller. Either in person or on the phone.
Ilya walked back in a few minutes later and dropped a package at the table next to where Shane was sitting.
“For you.”
Shane opened the package and dumped it out. There were two passports, two sets of ID’s, birth certificates, and credit cards. He frowned slightly and looked back up to Ilya.
“Umm, wow. I didn’t think about all the rest, other than a passport.”
He picked them up and examined them while Ilya just shrugged and poured a little more vodka.
“Is a good thing your boyfriend is hardened criminal and thinks of them for you then. My guy is good, I told you. He knows what I need.”
He went and sat on the couch as Shane looked them over.
“Ok?”
“They look great. No wonder I couldn’t find you. Do you know how frustrated you made me? You never left any evidence. None. Sometimes I thought I was making you up.”
“Come here.”
Shane looked up and put the items down, walking over to him, and yelping when he was yanked down onto Ilya’s lap. Ilya nuzzled into his neck and grinned,
“If I had known it was you that was looking, I’d have let you catch me a long time ago.”
Shane groaned and pushed at him, but wasn’t allowed to get up.
“Fuck you.”
Ilya nibbled his neck and whined into it,
“Can we just stay here tonight? I’ll make it worth it for you.”
He got a laugh and Shane squirmed out of his lap,
“No. We’re going. I may not see him again for a long time. It’s up to you how comfortable you are being in the US after you.. we… after we say no to Miller.”
Ilya shrugged,
“I guess we will see once you see how he reacts. Get dressed, I need to go shopping for children bribes. Can I bring gun? Unloaded? Just to scare him?”
“Ilya. No.”
“Boring.”
Shane shot him a look suddenly,
“You don’t have a gun. You didn’t bring one on the plane somehow.”
Ilya laughed, completely amused,
“Shane. I always have gun. If I am somewhere more than a day.”
“Oh my god, fuck off. Don’t need to know, don’t want to know, shhhhhhhhh.”
“You cannot say you do not want to know. You are… what do you call it… like Robin.”
Shane rolled his eyes, 
“Sidekick? Accomplice?”
“Yes that one. Accomplice. You just told me you want me to kill someone. That gets you arrested just like me. Maybe not in jail as long, but still. You are now bad. Bad Shane. Mmmm, I sort of like the sound of that. Bad Shane. Deserves spanking. Oh, I like this. Let’s go to bed, bad Shane.”
“SHUT up. Are you wearing that to go shopping?”
*
Ilya drove them to Hayden’s, his fingers constantly tapping on the wheel in nervousness. Shane at one point reached over to grab his hand, kissing it.
“Thank you for coming. Please do not kill him. He deserves it, I know. But try not to.”
He got a tight smile that told him how nervous Ilya actually was.
“Ruby and Jade are going to be happy to see you.”
That got a smile out of him,
“Of course they will. I’m their new favorite.”
“You wish.”
“I will probably not be after I punch their father. I will try to do it when they are not in the room.”
Shane groaned, why had he thought this might be ok.
Ilya sat in the car for a moment after Shane got out. He took a few deep breaths, he knew this was important to Shane, for some reason. He was going to try. He would try very hard. For Shane. To not kill his best friend. Try.
He got out of the car and shook himself out, following Shane to the door, carrying the wine that Shane had handed him. Jackie answered the door and to her credit, actually looked a little nervous as well. She recovered quickly though and threw her arms around him,
“Oh my god, I’m so glad you came. I didn’t think you would. Ohh, are you ok? Did I hurt you?”
She pulled back suddenly, looking at him with concern. He shook his head,
“No, I am fine. Much better than I was. Thank you for inviting me again.”
She stepped back and let him pass her before giving Shane a warm hug, her eyes meeting his and shrugging at him, muttering to him,
“Is he going to kill my husband?”
Shane just shook his head. Then nodded. Then shook his head again. She groaned, and ushered them both in. Shane looked around and listened to the quiet.
“Where are the kids? And Hayden?”
She brought them to the kitchen and took the wine from Ilya, giving him a kiss on the cheek before answering,
“I got a babysitter for the two little ones. Ruby and Jade wanted to see you so badly though that I felt bad not letting them. So they’re here until dinner, then they’re going next door to the neighbors also. I thought maybe we needed childfree time to talk. They’re all outside, Hayden is grilling. Don’t worry, I made pasta and cake also.”
She looked at Ilya,
“So maybe, if you can not get angry until they leave? Please?”
He nodded, agreeing instantly,
“Of course. I will not get angry anyway. I am fine. I love having dinner with a man who shot me.”
She stared at him and then burst out laughing,
“I bet. I’m so sorry. I really am.”
“Is not your fault Lady Pike. You are so much above him. I’m also calling you lady Pike all night just to annoy him.”
She smiled and nodded,
“I wouldn’t have it any other way. Shane, you know the way, if you want to go say hi, can I talk to Ilya for a minute?”
He nodded and gave a glance to Ilya, taking the bag of things they’d bought with him when he left. Ilya waited and then looked at her, 
“I’m not going to kill your husband Jackie.”
She smiled and just came to him and wrapped her arms around him, holding him tightly. She didn’t let go right away, and he relaxed into her, hugging her back. It was a long moment, in which Ilya was nearly getting teary eyed for some incomprehensible reason to him. She finally pulled back and held his hands while she looked at him.
“I don’t know what happened in that alley. Or why you were there. Hayden said he couldn’t tell me much. At least at first. But I know that when you pulled that gun you were trying to save them. Or Shane, but we’ll pretend it was both of them. I’m so sorry that you were hit. I was very angry with my husband for a while. I know you have to be worse. I hope though, that for Shane’s sake, you can find a way to not hate him completely. It will kill my children and me, and Hayden, if he doesn’t come around anymore. It will kill all of us if you don’t come around with him. The girls have not stopped talking about you. It’s kind of ridiculous to be honest. I want you here. We ignore what Hayden wants. Ok? We adore you and we barely know you. I want that to change.”
He smiled at her, a genuine smile that reached his eyes,
“I will try. I promise. I would never keep Shane from coming. I understand he thought I was maybe somehow going to shoot at them. I’m not sure how anyone can ever think I would shoot at Shane though. Dumbest FBI man ever. But I will try.”
She laughed and wiped at her own eyes,
“He is a little dense sometimes. Go see the girls, I’m going to finish up in here.”
“You do not want help?”
“No, go see the girls before they leave. I’ll show you the way.”
She walked him through the house, to the doors that emptied outside from the living room. She opened them and watched him walk out, and heard the girls squealing,
“UNCLE ILYA, WE MISSED YOU.”
Even Jade was yelling. Smiling, she went back to finish the rest of the food.
Ilya barely made it to his knees in time to be bowled over by the two small girls who launched at him. He was laughing with them as they gave him kisses on the cheeks. Children had always loved him for some reason that he could not possibly understand. He got up eventually and let Ruby pull him over to a playset. He glanced over at Shane and Hayden, who had a guarded look on his face and he just nodded to them. He ignored them for the next 30 minutes or so, just letting himself be led from one area of the yard to the next. Finally, Ruby pulled him inside, Jade following behind.
“You need to color the rest of the puppy, Uncle Ilya.”
He nodded,
“Of course, I thought I finished it last time.”
By the time Shane, Hayden and Jackie had come in the room and were watching them again, Ruby had her pronunciation of puppy down pat, with Jade close behind her. While Hayden rolled his eyes, Shane’s had a sparkle in them, and perhaps unwisely, he called out to Ruby. 
“You should call Uncle Ilya that, he loves it.”
Ilya looked up to him, an eyebrow arching, but he said nothing, laughing as Ruby called him the name and shaking his head. He whispered something in her ear and she looked up at Shane and laughed. Shane uttered a warning, having no idea what he’d just told her,
“Ilya… careful.”
He just got an angelic smile, but the girl said nothing to him, just laughed more. All of a sudden though, she looked up at Hayden and scowled at him, the cutest little baby scowl Ilya had ever seen. Hayden was a little taken aback,
“What did I do? I’m just standing here.”
“Uncle Ilya said you were mean to him.”
Shane bit his lip and glanced at Hayden, who was shaking his head.
“That’s not true, I’ve been outside with Uncle Shane.”
She shook her head,
“He said that because Uncle Shane likes him better than you, that you shot him with your work gun.”
Ilya was laughing but refusing to look up, knowing he had probably gone too far. The other adults in the room were absolutely silent. Jade climbed on the couch and started her sing songy voice,
“Daddy shot Uncle Ilya, daddy shot Uncle Ilya.”
Jackie finally burst out laughing and Shane was smiling. Hayden looked like if he had a gun he would have done it again. Ilya whispered in Ruby’s ear again and she nodded, serious this time.
“He says it’s ok, he loves Uncle Shane so much that he forgives you.”
Shane nudged Hayden and he took a deep breath,
“Good. Because it was an accident. You girls know all about accidents. When you don’t mean to do something.”
Ruby nodded at him, as he continued,
“And also, it’s ridiculous because Uncle Shane will always like me better.”
Jackie groaned,
“Ok, girls, let’s go. You’re going next door to Annie’s.”
“Noooo, want to stay.”
“Nope, grown-ups need to have dinner and talk.”
They both threw their arms around Ilya, giving him a hug, and then running to Shane to do the same before allowing their mother to pull them out of the room. Ilya stood up and cleaned up the things they had been coloring with, putting them neatly back in the basket that the girls had pulled them out of.
He finally looked up to find the other two men staring at him. He shrugged,
“Sorry. She jumped on my arm and I flinched and made a noise, she asked what was wrong. I have recently made a promise to not lie, so I did not lie.”
Hayden just looked at him for a long moment before muttering, 
“I need a drink before this conversation.”
He left the room and Ilya grinned, which quickly fell off his face as Shane glared at him.
“What? You wanted me to lie to a child? I should be glaring at you. You told a child to call me puppy, which in this context had to do with sex. So who is the bad one now Shane?”
Hayden had walked back in with two beers and a glass of clear liquid. His mouth gaped open though as he stared at them,
“You told my children an inside sex joke? What the fuck. And also… just ewwwww.”
Ilya shrugged and pointed at Shane,
“Talk to your friend, I had nothing to do with it. Your children and I were coloring a puppy. Your best friend here made it something else.”
Shane blushed but shook his head, taking one of the beers. Hayden held the glass out to Ilya, who took it and nodded at him. Jackie chose that moment to reappear thankfully, and they all managed to go and have a lovely dinner. Hayden had grilled steaks, and some chicken in case Shane would rather have that. Jackie had a side of some sort of creamy pasta, some vegetables and fresh bread. Conversation managed to stay light, for the most part, mostly because Ilya and Hayden were neither one speaking a whole lot. By the time dinner was over, Jackie looked at Shane and he nodded at her. She disappeared into the kitchen without a word, eventually coming back with a 6 pack of beer and the entire bottle of vodka. She shoved the beer at Hayden, who took it with a frown as he looked up at his wife. The vodka bottle was handed gently to Ilya, who just thanked her. He’d been waiting. He knew it was coming.
She pointed towards the living room,
“Go outside. Not the living room. I want nothing broken. Outside. Work it out. Fix it. You’re not coming back into the house until you do. Nobody dies. Nobody is maimed or seriously injured. Go.”
Ilya had heard that tone from Sveta too many times, he just stood and walked out. Hayden tried to argue with his wife, but she was having none of it.
“GO Hayden. You shot him for fuck’s sake. Go fix it. Shane and I are going to clean up and pray that neither of you kill each other.”
Shane made a noise,
“Ok, that he doesn’t kill you. Now go. Please. Fix it. For us.”
Hayden looked from her to Shane and back.
“Shane?”
“Nope, staying here. I’ve worked out my shit with him. Your turn.”
With a heaving sigh, he turned and walked out. He got to the yard and Ilya was sitting at one of the chairs near the fire pit, his feet resting on the edge of it since it wasn’t lit. He’d poured a large glass of vodka and was sipping it slowly as he watched Hayden walk up and sink into another chair. They stared at each other for a second before Hayden opened a beer and drank half of it.
“What do you want me to say Rozanov? I’m sorry? I am. I should have been paying more attention to our surroundings and noticed the guy behind me. He could have killed Shane. He would have killed Shane if you hadn’t been there, and I am so grateful every day that you were. I fucking hate myself because I almost got my best friend killed. Is that what you want me to say? Fuck.”
He drank the rest of the beer and opened another one. Ilya watched him and took a long drink from his glass. He took a breath and looked up to the sky for a second before finishing the rest of his drink. He poured more and looked over,
“You really thought I would shoot Shane? Or you? Really?”
“No, not now. But in the heat of the moment? I didn’t know. You guys broke up for some reason he wouldn’t tell me. Scott interviewed you years ago about a murder. You’re at the scene of what we were watching as a Russian mafia princess that might get killed.”
Ilya interrupted him by choking on the large drink he’d taken.
“Russian mafia princess? Oh dear god. Please.”
He wanted to make a quip about never telling her that, but knew he couldn’t. It didn’t stop him from laughing though. Hayden was looking at him like he was insane. They both just drank more and stared at each other, Ilya’s laughter finally subsiding.
“So you thought I was involved then, and that I would shoot Shane. In the spur of the moment. I sat here and colored with your children and drank wine with your wife and listened to her about how Shane is your hall pass. And you thought I would fucking shoot either one of you?”
Hayden had the good grace to look a little ashamed. He opened another beer and drained most of it.
“I don’t know. I’m sorry. You weren’t listening to me, you kept moving, you wouldn’t put the gun down. The second you did, you pulled another one and aimed it right at us. I panicked. I shouldn’t have. But I did. You’re kind of scary with a fucking gun Rozanov.”
Ilya poured more vodka and drank it, grumbling,
“Can’t believe you even aimed well enough to hit me. Daniil yes, he was trained. But you? No. You should have missed. I guess I was too close, even you could fucking hit me. Be glad I was not shooting at you.”
Hayden finished his beer, and laughed,
“Fuck. I saw those shots you made on him. You had two people shooting at you and still landed shots right on top of each other.”
Hayden sighed and stood up,
“Get it over with.”
“Get what over with Pike?”
“I know you want to fucking hit me, can we just do it and then I’ll drink the rest of my beer and we can get over it?”
Ilya shook his head,
“I can’t hit you. Shane wouldn’t forgive me.”
“Rozanov, stand up.”
Ilya drank the rest of his vodka and sat it on the ground standing up.
“Pike?”
“I need this to be over.”
“It’s fucking over. I love Shane, you love Shane. We will tolerate each other. As long as your secret love of Shane never turns into fucking hall pass love.”
“Fuck you Rozanov.”
Hayden punched him, it wasn’t a particularly hard punch and Ilya figured it was coming, having taunted him a little. But he didn’t move, letting it happen. It was clear that Hayden wasn’t going to be able to believe he was forgiven unless Ilya hit him. So he taunted him just enough to get him to swing first, hoping this would save him with Shane and Jackie.
Ilya grinned at him, and wiped the small cut that had opened on his lip. He said nothing, just took a step and hit Hayden back, pulling his punch significantly though. He didn’t want to break anything. The punch took Hayden across the upper cheek and he went down to a knee. Ilya backed up and held out his hand. Hayden made a noise, but took his hand and let himself be helped up. Ilya looked at him, still clasping hands, 
“You good now? Or you need more?”
Hayden shook his head and let go, sinking down into his chair and opening another beer and holding it to his cheek which was turning purple already.
“Fuck. That hurt Rozanov.” 
Ilya shrugged and poured more, drinking it, feeling quite happy at the moment.
“It’s supposed to hurt dumb ass.”
Hayden drank more, watching as Ilya did the same.
“I’m sorry. Really. I’m asking you to forgive me. I don’t want Shane being mad at either of us. I shouldn’t have shot at you, I should have known you wouldn’t hurt either of us. I’m sorry that I thought badly of you. Really. I swear.”
Ilya nodded,
“Fine. I forgive you. You’re not so bad Pike, but I will never admit that. You’re still worst FBI man.”
“Yeah yeah, I get it. We’re good though? Really?”
“Yes, really. Don’t let my brother get off though. Understand? Or I’ll be mad again.”
“Got it.”
By the time Jackie and Shane ventured out, Hayden’s beers were gone and he was cackling wildly at something Ilya had said. The bottle Ilya had brought out was very much diminished and they were passing the bottle back and forth as Ilya threw something at Hayden, a rock or a pebble. It bounced off Hayden’s chest, which had Hayden laughing hysterically as he swiped at it.
“That never fucking happened Pike, shut up.”
“No no, I swear it did. He wanted to take Shane out, and was flirting and Shane had no fucking idea. The rest of us were dying and taking bets, and Shane was just like, what? He’s just being nice.”
Ilya laughed and nearly knocked his chair over; he was laughing so hard. Shane and Jackie stood there watching and she grinned at Shane,
“Ok, I was expecting a lot of things. This. Is not one of them.”
Shane sighed,
“Fuck me. Why are they making fun of me? That’s not how this was supposed to work. I think your husband has a black eye though.”
“He does.”
Ilya heard them and looked over his shoulder and smiled,
“Shanya, moya lyubov, look. We have kissed and made up. Are you happy now?”
“No. Nowhere in making up did I say… get drunk and make fun of Shane.”
Hayden just laughed as Jackie came up to him,
“I didn’t kiss him.”
Ilya rolled his eyes and threw another rock at him. He had an entire stack in his lap.
“You are so stupid Pike.”
He knocked the rocks off his lap and held his hand out for Shane, pulling him into his lap when he took it. Shane looked closer at him and touched his lip.
“Your lip is bleeding. He has a black eye. You guys really are like children.”
Ilya shrugged and pointed around Shane with the bottle,
“He started it. Hit me first. I did nothing.”
Jackie stared at Hayden,
“I hope he’s kidding.”
Hayden sheepishly shook his head.
“He taunted me.”
Ilya snorted and tried to kick at him, which since Shane was on his lap and threw off the balance of the chair, and resulted in the chair falling backward. Shane let out a yelp and ended up sitting on top of Ilya on the ground as Ilya wrapped his arms tighter around him as they fell, laughing and laughing. 
Jackie held her hand out and helped him up, leaving Ilya on the ground still laughing. 
“I’m getting wine. Not that you two need more to drink. Shane?”
He was glaring between Hayden and Ilya, but he finally smiled and nodded,
“A glass of wine would be good.”
They sat around the unlit fire pit, none of them trusting a drunken Hayden to light it and drank wine. Hayden and Ilya finished the rest of the vodka as they told stupid stories back and forth, Jackie and Shane just shaking their heads and laughing with them. At one point the hall pass conversation came up and Shane groaned, pulling on Ilya’s hand. 
“It’s late, time to go.”
Ilya let himself be pulled up and gave Jackie a serious look and motioned her over. He whispered in her ear for long enough that Shane and Hayden were both looking at them oddly. Suddenly she burst out laughing and nearly keeled over. He gave her a hug and looked seriously at Hayden.
“I’m glad you are Shane’s friend. Only friends. Never fucking shoot me again or I will do more than punch you.”
Hayden nodded, grinning,
“Never again. Promise.”
As they were almost to the door, Ilya threw out over his shoulder without looking back,
“I meant it Jackie. He will like it.”
Hayden frowned and his words slightly slurred by this point,
“I’ll like what?”
Jackie just laughed and shook her head, but Ilya heard them and glanced back with a grin.
“I told her that if Shane was your hall pass for real, that you should try pegging.”
He nearly tripped over the tiny step up to the living room and Shane just stared at him before looking back at Hayden who’s mouth was nearly on the ground.
“Joking. He was joking. Fuck, we’re leaving.”
He shoved Ilya through the door all the while listening to him tell Shane,
“I wasn’t joking. She should do. He will like.”
“I hate you.”
“No. You love me. You will hate me when you realize you have to drive because your friends fed me an entire bottle of vodka.”
Shane stared at him,
“Fuck off.”
“Yes, drive me home. I will give you blow job while you drive, will be fun.”
He proceeded to do just that, Shane having to pull over in a parking lot at one point so he didn’t kill them. He’d tried to push Ilya off, but he was not having it, determined to have Shane’s cock in his mouth. By the time he’d pulled over, he was fucking up into Ilya’s mouth, moaning and begging to come. He started laughing as Ilya flipped over onto his back, his head still in Shane’s lap. 
“There is no way that is comfortable, you cannot just lay over the console like that, you’re going to break your back.”
Ilya just sighed happily,
“Drive me home please. Hotel. Home. Whatever. Drive Mr. Chauffeur.”
Shane managed to get them back to the hotel even though Ilya was licking at his cock again by the time they got there. The moment they were back in the room, Shane’s pants were around his ankles and he was bending over the back of the couch as Ilya’s fingers were in him, moving and fucking him as he whimpered. They made it to the bedroom and Shane rode him until they both came, Shane yelling his name as Ilya’s fingers dug almost painfully into his hips. He collapsed on top of him as Ilya’s fingers stroked his back for a long while.
Shane dragged him into the shower and touched the small cut on his lip.
“Did Hayden really hit you first?”
Ilya was drunk sleepy and nodded,
“Mmmhmmm. He really did. He wanted me to hit him and I wouldn’t. I knew you didn’t want me to.”
“So you taunted him into hitting you first, so that it would be ok?”
“Mmm, maybe. But only if you are not mad. If you are mad, then no, it did not happen that way.”
Shane chuckled as they got out of the shower and he dried Ilya off.
“No, if he was dumb enough to fall for it, then that’s his fault.”
“Ok good, then yes, I did it. I also did not punch him as hard as I could have.”
“Yes, I figured. He’d have something broken or been knocked out if you did. Come to bed please.”
They climbed into bed and Shane curled around him, his hand rubbing in those curls.
“So you’re good now? Friends?”
Ilya shook his head,
“Never friends. He is worst FBI man. But we are ok.”
“I can’t believe you told his wife to fucking peg him.”
Ilya laughed against his shoulder,
“He should let her. He would like. But he still can’t have you. Only mine.”
Shane smiled against him and nodded,
“Only yours.”






      

  












      Chapter 65: To play someone's game, or live my own life
  


    Chapter Summary

    Shane quits.



    Chapter Notes

      This is a shorter chapter as I try to figure out what I'm doing here.

EDIT - After reading several comments today, I think the way to go is to end this and put it in a series. So that is what I will be doing. There are a few things to clean up here first before they get their 'first' happy ending.

Ok, my beautiful readers who I love so much. This story, or at least this part of it is quickly coming to an end. HOWEVER, I like this version of my boys so much, I am not going to let it end. They will keep going, maybe doing side jobs, maybe having some domestic fluffy moments, maybe having ummm, puppy Ilya moments, maybe having a new antagonist of some sort. My question to you, is if (when) I continue in some way shape or form, do you prefer that I just keep going on this already massive fic? Or should I put it in a series, mark this part as complete and start new part of their story in a new fic that is connected. I can also just do a bunch of one shots in a connecting series. I'm a little conflicted about which way I think is better. Please let me know your opinion and maybe I will take majority vote!

Also, I meant to say a chapter or so ago... those of you with your puppy Ilya comments KILL me. I cut that short, I could have gone on like a full 10k chapter on puppy Ilya. And now that I see how much you freaky people like him, I may do just that!

Also, anyone who got my TV joke that was here, I love you.

Chapter Title is from Get Free by Lana Del Rey
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  Shane was up staring at the ripped papers when Ilya wandered in. He threw a smile over his shoulder but then went back to staring at them. Ilya leaned over and kissed his neck.
“Having second thoughts about hastily ripping those up now?”
“No, and it wasn’t hasty. You didn’t want to take it, don’t pretend that you did.”
Ilya sighed and sat down staring at them also,
“I did not. You are right. But I would have. If that’s what you wanted.”
“I know, and that’s the problem. Yes, I wanted the job still. But wanting a job is different than actually having to pull the trigger. I don’t have to do that. You do. That’s more important. You have to think about you sometimes.”
Ilya gave him a lazy smile,
“I think about me all the time, I think about how I will fuck you on all fours and how I will fuck your mouth and how I will spank you..”
“Ilya.”
“Fine. Maybe I will just make you do the pulling of triggers from now on, while I coordinate.”
He got an eye roll for that, 
“Yes, because I can dive to the side, grab the gun, release the safety and still make perfectly good shots from the ground. Trust me, you do not want me doing the shooting.”
Ilya laughed and just shook his head.
“I have never actually seen you shoot. You could be best ever.”
“I’m not. I’ll show you someday when you’re in a bad mood, just so you can have something to make fun of me for.”
“I would never.”
Looking at the papers again though, Ilya’s face went serious,
“What are we doing? You are calling? Or have to go see him?”
“I don’t know. I told him he would have to mail the papers to me, that I wasn’t coming back, but now I’m not sure.”
“You want to go? You want me to come with you? Turn down in person?”
Shane looked at him horrified,
“No! Are you insane? You’d probably walk in and never walk out again even if they have no evidence.”
“But what if they try to fuck with you. Arrest you for some stupid made up thing.”
“With what? A picture of me in a hotel lobby alone? I think they’re not that stupid.”
Shane started to chew on his thumb but at a look from Ilya dropped it.
“I can’t help it. Bad habit.”
Ilya grinned,
“I’ve been looking for excuse to take you over my knee, be careful that you don’t give it to me.”
“Oh my god, you are so fucking horny all the time. I swear to god I’m going to not be able to walk someday.”
“Like you mind. You beg me for it. I say, oh Shane, let me make gentle love to you. You say, no, Ilya, fuck me so hard that I cry and beg and come five times.”
“Fuck off, that is not the point at all.”
Ilya started laughing and raised his hands in surrender,
“No, not the point. Just a fact. Ok, really, you want to go there? I don’t like staying here while you do it. But there is nothing I can do from there. What if they actually do something stupid?”
“I don’t think they will. Can you come to my apartment and log onto that email so I can print one? I don’t want to just forward it to my normal email. I know you have eighty one different encryptions on there. I also am not printing it on a public hotel business printer.”
“Ok? Why?”
“FUCK. Nevermind. I forgot. I fried my computer.”
“Why? Did you fry your computer I mean. But does it matter? Can just hook my laptop up to your printer, yes?”
“Oh. Right. Yes, I guess that works. Can we do that? Oh, the computer, I had a lot of stuff on there about you. How I figured out you were who you were. Some programs and data. I deleted it all and reformatted it, but decided that wasn’t enough. I had a flash drive with a virus on it. For emergencies. I used it.”
“You killed your computer to hide things about me? That is the most sexy thing ever, maybe we should…”
“ILYA.”
“Right. Stop being so sex focused moya lyubov, you are a mad man. Let’s go to apartment. Why do you want email though?”
“So that Miller can’t tell me that I’m lying and that the US doesn’t hire people that way.”
“Ahhhh, I’m not sure if that is wise, but ok. We will print one. Not the one you want me to do.”
Ilya drove them to Shane’s apartment and they printed the email Shane chose. It was one Ilya said he would probably not do, based on several criteria. It had been sitting there for a while in the mailbox and Shane frowned as he looked at the date.
“How long are these good? Like, this is from months ago. You could still say yes?”
“Usually. I just have my guy get back with them, there’s always a way, can’t just reply to email. They are like me, delete, make new, delete, make new. But he can usually find them. So he finds out if still needs to be done. It usually does. Sometimes no, they have gone to jail, or something else happens. Very rarely, they send job to multiple people. There are not as many of us as you might think though. Not that do big jobs. Lots of stupid little people on dark web, but not so many who can do big things and do them well. So I just check if it still needs done or not. I will check on this one, though it’s not that old. Sometimes there is time limit. They want someone dead for a specific reason before a specific event. So those, just delete if can’t do it in time period they want.”
“So you know the others?”
Ilya was poking around the office since he hadn’t allowed himself to come in here before.
“Hmm? The others?”
“You said there are not as many of us as you think. You know the other people? That do what you do? The ones that do it well?”
Ilya looked over at him and just watched him for a moment before shrugging. “I know of them. There are probably some I am unaware of. But yes, I know one or two. Have met at least. Stop looking at me like that. It is not like we have a club where we meet and have dinner parties and talk about being the best hit men around.”
Shane laughed and unplugged the laptop,
“Of course not, that would be stupid. You’d probably just kill each other.”
“Probably. Have what you need? Do you need anything else from here if you do not come back for a while?”
Shane looked around and shrugged,
“I guess. I mean, I don’t have a lot of my clothes and stuff, but if we’re staying in a warm place, I don’t need most of it. I think I have everything important.”
They had gone back out to the living room and Ilya was looking curiously at a lamp that was on the oversize TV stand as Shane went into the bedroom to look around.
“Shane, come here please.”
He walked into the room with a small bag of things in his hand,
“I’m done, what’s up?”
Ilya just pointed at the TV stand and said nothing. Shane turned to look where he was pointing and stared for only a few seconds while Ilya just stood there. He slowly walked over and touched the lamp that Ilya had been looking at and looked over at the matching one on the other side. He spun the lamp around until the small curvy line that ran down one side was in front, matching the other lamp and moved it over about five inches so that it was the same distance from the tv as the one on the other side. Shane turned around to look at Ilya and just shook his head.
“Fuck. Leave.”
Ilya ignored him and went over to the lamp, picking it up and looking at it. He took the shade off and messed with the fixture holding the light bulb in, plucking something off the inside of the fixture and rolling his eyes. He put the lamp back together and put it back how Shane liked it. Turning around, he walked by Shane and put the tiny black piece in his hand.
“Ready?”
“Yeah, let’s go.”
They got in the elevator and Ilya gave him a kiss.
“Is fine. It’s dead. Was short term battery. There could have been more, probably were more, but if placed all at same time, they were all dead. If it had been active and they were actively listening instead of a passive recording, they would have been here already. They were just fishing. You did not have wired phone so they could not wire long term one in. Unless you, Mr., I have a specific spot for everything, put bug in your own lamp and did not put the lamp exactly back in place?”
Shane shook his head, irritated.
“No. Fucking Miller. Probably did it when I was gone visiting your cases especially if he already was looking for you. It’s ok. It’s actually good. Another reason I can give him for turning down his offer. I’m not working for someone who bugged my fucking apartment.”
“You do not think it would be Scott?”
Shane thought about it, but only briefly before shaking his head.
“No. It was Miller. Asshole.”
He leaned against Ilya and kissed him again before they walked off into the lobby.
“I’m surprised you noticed.”
“I know how you like your things by now. It clearly was not right.”
“Good to know I have you trained exactly how I want you.”
“Mmm, whenever we settle somewhere, it will become my personal game to move something in every room every day to see how long it takes for you to fix.”
“Oh my god, please don’t do that.”
Ilya just laughed as they got back into the car. They stopped for lunch at a sushi place that Ilya knew Shane liked and spent longer there laughing at each other than they probably should have. Ilya loved having moments like this though. He hadn’t had many ‘normal’ moments in his life and to share them with Shane nearly made him giddy. He groaned when Shane finally suggested they leave, wanting to get his flight reservations done so they could be finished with New York and go home. Where home was for now at least.
 

 
Shane stepped into the building, for what he hoped was the last time, looking around. He waved at Annika, the receptionist and smiled, continuing down the hall. Letting the smile drop off his face, he nodded at Miller’s secretary and ignored her bark of outrage as he just walked into the man’s office, slamming the door behind him. Miller was on the phone and gave no indication of annoyance, just told the person he’d call them back and hung up, never taking his eyes from Shane. The door flew open and the secretary stood there apologizing, but Miller just waved her off,
“It’s fine, I was expecting him.”
She nodded, still glaring at Shane and closed the door quietly.
“Shane. You’re here. Since you said I’d be mailing your resignation papers if he said no, then I assume you are here with good news.”
He didn’t get a reply, but watched as Shane dug into his pocket and then held out his hand. When Miller reached an empty hand out, he watched as the small piece of technology was dropped into his palm. He stared at it for maybe a second too long and then put it in his pocket, smiling at Shane.
“We were worried about you. You called in and said you needed some time to follow up on things, then you sort of disappeared. Hopping around the country like you were on a world tour. We were just trying to make sure you were alright.”
“Bullshit. As you like to tell me, sometimes I'm very smart Miller. I don't even have to be in this case. Get the resignation papers for me to sign.”
Shane pulled the black folder out of his bag and dropped it on the table. He pulled out the ripped pages and dropped them on top of the folder. 
“There's your answer. I'm sorry it's not what you were looking for. “
Miller looked at the ripped papers and sighed.
“Why?  What didn't he like? I thought you wanted to stay.”
“I did. But it’s not worth it. He doesn’t want to be under someone else’s control. Not anymore. Hypothetically speaking of course. I still deny all of this.”
“Of course. We can offer him more? Money? Something else? What does he want?”
“Why do you fucking want him so badly? I don’t even understand.”
“I already told you. For emergencies.”
Shane pulled the folded paper out of his bag and handed it to Miller.
“Emergencies like this?”
He got a frown as the man reached out and took the paper, unfolding it. He read it, his eyes lifting to Shane’s before dropping back to the paper. Finally, he took it and dropped it on the other ripped papers.
“Where did you get that?”
“Found it on the subway.”
“Shane.”
“What does it matter? Why does someone need to tie themselves to you if you just send out things like this. If you want something done, do it this way.”
“I didn’t send this out Shane.”
“Doesn’t matter. Someone here did. They can continue to do it that way. No contract. Bring me my papers, or I’ll just leave without signing them and you can deal with it.”
“Ok. Just let me get them. You win.”
He left the room and was gone long enough that Shane was getting a little nervous, wondering if maybe he should just leave. Miller walked back in the room and dropped a thin packet on the desk.
“There you go. If you sign them, it’s done. Offers are off the table.”
“Give me a pen.”
“Shane please.”
“Pen.”
With a sigh, a pen was handed to him, and Shane skimmed the papers to be sure he wasn’t being given anything unusual. As he read through them, Miller continued to talk and Shane just shook his head, ignoring him. He signed the papers and tossed the pen on the desk. Digging into his wallet, he tossed his ID on top of the papers.
“If you want my computer, it’s in my apartment. You’ve let yourself in once, I’m sure you can do it again. I think one of your guys put a virus on it though, it’s dead. Sorry. Also, if they put new bugs in, can you tell them to be sure and leave my shit where it goes? Thanks.”
“Shane, wait.”
“What? I’ve got places to be.”
“I’m sorry it didn’t work out.”
“I’m not. But I did enjoy working here until now. I really did. So thank you for that.”
“So if someone needed something done, hypothetically of course, the place that email was sent is the way to do it?”
Shrugging,
“I wouldn’t know, I told you I found that on the subway. But I would assume so, yes. Goodbye Miller.”
“Goodbye Shane.”
Opening the door, he stopped when Miller said his name again,
“What?”
“Be careful.”
Turning around, he stared at his former employer.
“Meaning what?”
“Meaning be careful. There will be some, not me, but some. Who will not be thrilled that you couldn’t close this deal. They will be looking. I think you’re right. If you couldn’t find anything, they won’t either. But they’ll look. For leverage. For now, they’ll send the jobs the way they have been. If they get done, great. If not, they’ll look harder. And Shane. Just to be clear. You did find something. Clearly. Someone else will dig it up eventually.”
Shaking his head, Shane smiled,
“Let them look. Alexei did this. Haven’t you heard? There’s nothing else to dig up. It’s just a ghost story. Not real. See you around Miller.”
Exiting the building, Shane glanced around, just to be sure no one was watching him. He knew Miller was trying to warn him, but he wasn’t sure how serious to take the threat. He didn’t really care. He was free. Ilya was free. One way or another they would stay that way. He was smiling as he walked out of the airport back in New York. He hadn’t told Ilya when he would be back, so he grabbed a taxi from the airport. 
Walking into the hotel room, Ilya was sitting on the couch and smiled at him. Shane walked over and held his hand out, waiting for Ilya to take it. Pulling him up off the couch, Ilya smiled with amusement as Shane pulled him towards the bedroom.
“Shane? Everything alright? Did it go ok?”
“Yes, signed the papers, told him jobs should just be the same way they were before, showed him the bug, he admitted it was them, then kind of sort of in a small way that I’m still not sure about, threatened us that they would keep looking and not close the cases that they think Alexei didn’t do.”
“And this is ok?”
“Yes. Because for now, we can go home. Or pick a new home. Don’t care. Remember that whole, you say, Shane, can I make gentle love to you now, and I say, Ilya, fuck me hard and make me cry and beg and come five times? Can we do that now please?”
Ilya didn’t waste any more time with questions, just bent over, picked him up, and took him to bed.
 

 
They booked flights back to Costa Rica, using one of Shane’s new passports. Before they left, they got rid of his phone as well, buying a new one, with a new phone number, under one of his new ID names as well, with Ilya telling him, once they were on the flight,
“You will have to decide who you trust enough to give number to. Hayden maybe, if you think worst FBI man will not tell Scott. Or if you trust Scott. Is up to you. Your parents. You will also need to decide what you are doing with apartment at some point if we decide not to come back. No hurry on that though. You are ok with leaving for now? Until we see?”
“I’m ok with anything, as long as it’s with you. Let’s go see if Cliff has killed Eva yet. You know what would be funny? If they got over everything and somehow ended up together. She likes him.”
“Shane. Do not ever say that again. It’s bad enough that you let her hug all over you and make jokes and gang up on me. Never add Cliff to that again. Never. Ever.”
“Fuck off.”
“Yes, when we get there. We need to decide if we are staying fairly soon though.”
“Why? I thought we didn’t need to make a decision right away.”
“Because if we are staying very long, we need our own place. I cannot have her listening every time I want to make you scream.”
“Asshole.”
“Maybe. But I’m your asshole.”
It was late by the time the car dropped them at Eva’s house. The outside lights lit up the house, and Shane just stood on the path looking at it, letting the breeze ruffle his hair. Looking around, he realized he could live here, if that’s what they decided to do. Right now they had decided to give it a month or two, maybe do the job Shane had pointed out while they waited for Alexei’s trial. Ilya was going to put out feelers with his network, to see if anyone was trying to make a move on him, before they decided if they could go back to the US or not. Honestly, Shane wasn’t even sure he cared anymore where they lived. Walking into the house, Cliff was on the couch sleeping, a movie on the TV, cars exploding. Ilya shook his head and turned it off, pulling Shane to their room. They showered and went to bed, Shane cuddling up against Ilya, his hand in his hair like normal. Ilya lay there awake for a while, listening to him breathe. He had a few concerns about Shane’s easy acceptance of leaving the states and he wondered if he would regret it or resent Ilya for it eventually. Maybe he would go back before long and travel around some on his actual passport. Just to see what happened. Hopefully nothing. Pulling Shane’s other hand onto his chest and covering it with his own, he closed his eyes and let himself drift off to sleep. He only woke up once that night with his nightmares.
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      Chapter 66: I love you. Through everything
  


    Chapter Summary

    Shane gets more surprises.

Ilya and Shane get their happy ever after moment.



    Chapter Notes
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This part is over, complete, fini.
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  They were eating breakfast that morning when Cliff came out of his room looking bleary eyed, with only shorts on. He looked surprised to see them and sank down at the table with them. Shane was watching him curiously, he wasn’t sure he’d ever seen Cliff be this casual around him. Even when he would go and run in the mornings, he usually had a shirt on. Ilya saw him watching the other man and laughed, causing Cliff and Shane to both look at him. Shane spoke first,
‘What?”
“Moya lyubov, you are looking at him like you’ve never seen a man without a shirt on. Do I need to take mine off to get that sort of look?”
Cliff glanced down at himself and stood,
“Sorry, I didn’t even think about it.”
Shane shook his head and motioned to the chair, “Don’t be silly. Ignore him, he’s being ridiculous. You look tired though, everything ok?”
“Yeah, just have a cold or something, that’s all. You guys got back last night? Everything go ok?”
Shane nodded at him and gave Ilya a smirk as he answered, “As good as it could have. Considering my job wanted Ilya to come work for them.”
Ilya rolled his eyes and immediately held up a hand as Cliff started to sputter. “They think they know I am a killer. They know if I am, I am the best. Why wouldn’t they want me to work for them? Shane could have kept his job, I would have done jobs for them. Everyone would have been happy.”
Shane kicked his foot at the side of Ilya’s thigh. The other man grabbed it and pulled it up on his leg, rubbing Shane’s calf.
“Not everyone. You would not have been happy. He’s not doing it Cliff. I ripped the papers up. He’s done. He can do a job from his side pool if he wants.”
Cliff looked at him even more incredulously,
“I have no idea what you have done to him, Ilya, but did he actually just suggest that you take a job? What the fuck is going on?”
“Fuck off. Some of those jobs are full of heinous people. Horrible people. One of them, my unit had been trying to get evidence on for almost as long as we looked for Ilya. The difference being we knew who this person was and still could find nothing. I didn’t say I wanted him to do it a lot.”
“I don’t even want to know what you guys were doing in New York apparently. Just tell me if we’re doing a job. I give up.”
Shane grinned as he heard a squeal behind him, ignoring Cliff and turning around just as Eva threw her arms around his neck giving him a kiss on the cheek.
“You’re home!!!”
Ilya sighed and just shook his head. He started to say something when Eva started coughing. She let go of Shane and went to get some juice.
“Sorry, I think I came down with a cold.”
Ilya looked from her to Cliff and back again, his eyes going wide and Shane started laughing so hard that he had to get up and walk into the other room. He heard Cliff behind him,
“What the fuck is so funny?”
 

 
They were laying in bed later that afternoon, Shane just leaning up against Ilya who sat with his back against the headboard. They’d gone swimming while Eva surfed and after their shower were just relaxing. Shane was reading a book and Ilya was looking at something on his phone. Eventually getting up to dig through his bag for his glasses, against his better judgement, Shane paused as he slowly pulled out the polaroid he’d kept on his mirror for so long. He’d nearly forgotten he had it with him, it had sat in this bag for so long. He stared at the picture, smiling, loving the actual picture itself. Eventually he turned it over though and his finger ran lightly over the scratch.
“Ilya. Where is your camera? The polaroid one?”
Ilya sat his phone down, stiffening a tiny bit before relaxing. He still wasn’t used to Shane knowing everything about him. He shrugged,
“Cliff probably has it in one of his bags. Why?”
“Can you get it? Or ask him to get it?”
Looking at him oddly, but nodding, Ilya stood and stretched, walking out of the room. Shane sat on the bed waiting, staring at the picture he’d looked at almost every day for so long. When Ilya finally came back, the camera in his hand, he held it out almost hesitantly. 
“Why do you want it?”
“Is there film in it?”
He got a shrug in return, as Ilya sat back down on the bed.
“There usually is.”
Shane looked the camera over and held it up and snapped a picture of Ilya, pulling the photo out and turning it over, staring at it. He finally handed it to Ilya who looked at it and shrugged,
“I am a little slow Shane, what am I looking at?”
“The scratch on the back.”
Ilya turned it over and glanced at, still looking up at him, waiting. Shane handed him the old picture of them and made a little motion with his hand for him to turn it over. He did and sat staring at them for a long moment. Shane could see when the realization finally sunk in.
“They all have this?”
Shane just nodded. He smiled and shook his head,
“Do you know how long I had evidence taped to a mirror in my bedroom and didn’t even know it? It’s probably a good thing, because had I found it back then, things might have been different.”
Ilya gave him a fake glare and a growl, shaking his head,
“No. You loved me back then. You just had to be convinced of the fact.”
Chuckling, Shane nodded, 
“Yes, but I’m not sure if I knew it enough to overcome that. Anyway, that picture connects you to all the other polaroid killings. All of them. Which pisses me off because I love that fucking picture and now I have to get rid of it.”
He threw himself on the bed dramatically, his head going in Ilya’s lap. Ilya leaned over and kissed him before looking at the camera.
“So we need to destroy the camera also then.”
Shane shook his head,
“Don’t have to. I know how to fix it. The lab technician told me. But the picture has to go. Also, what the actual fuck were you doing taking a picture of us with your fucking murder camera? Do you know how fucked up that is? You literally killed people and took pictures of their dead bodies and then took a picture of us with it. Gross.”
Ilya laughed, rubbing his hand through Shane’s hair.
“I’m sorry. I panicked. The camera shouldn’t have been out. Cliff took it out of bag while he was looking for something for me and sat it by the TV. When he put everything else back, he did not see the camera. Until you came along, with your freakishly good recall and said, oh look, there is camera there that has never been there before. Cliff and I both nearly had a heart attack.”
Shane reached up and grabbed his curls, pulling his head down for a long, wet kiss.
“Sorry. That would have been bad. Your fault though. Sloppy hit man.”
“MMm, be careful moya lyubov.”
Shane just rolled his eyes and sighed,
“It’s too bad I can’t smuggle it into the detention center somehow and make your brother touch it. Put his prints on it.”
“Shane Hollander, I am a bad influence on you. You are fine upstanding government person and now you are suggesting I take jobs, that we plant evidence. Bad Shane. I can just have him killed, you know. If you are worried about cases.”
“I’m going to pretend you did not just say that to me Ilya.”
“Why? How is it different?”
“Because it just is. Leave me with my delusions please.”
“Ok. Delusional Shane Hollander. I like it.”
Ilya was still rubbing Shane’s head when he looked at the camera suddenly.
“Why do you want my brother to touch it? You have evidence for him I thought?”
He got a shrug,
“Because Miller’s people are out there, looking for anything to tie you to some of those cases. If they can find something, they’ll use it to blackmail you to come work for them instead of just taking their jobs on the side. If we could have tied Alexei to the polaroid killings, then that shuts down a lot of cases. They have flight records, but the camera would give them extra and is hard to dispute. More recent ones anyway. There are a lot overseas that I assume were you that did not have pictures, but they can’t do much about those. It doesn’t matter. He’ll go down for the ones and we just have to keep an eye out for Miller’s people. And Russian people who are mad that you killed Sergeev. So many people to watch out for. Fuck.”
Ilya was still just looking at the camera,
“What if we could.”
“Hmmm? What if we could what? Ilya?”
“Have his fingerprints on it. What would you do with it now? They’ve already searched his house.”
Shane nodded and started to chew on the side of his thumb.
“Oh. It’s easy to plant it somewhere, make an anonymous call. Would be better if it had other things with it that were his, but they’d still find it. Run it for prints, when it got a hit, they’d feel like they hit the jackpot. It doesn’t matter though, I can’t get it to him and even if I could, he’s not just going to pick it up.”
“But I can.”
“You can’t take it to him. You can’t go there. And he still wouldn’t pick it up. He’s not entirely stupid.”
Ilya shook his head, looking down at Shane and pulling his finger away from his mouth.
“I can put his prints on it.”
“What do you mean? How?”
“I have whole bag of things. His prints on all of them. Including some… I don’t know what you call them. Spy things. Like movie. Transfers. I can put them on my hand and touch something. Leaves his prints. I don’t know how it works, but Sergeev has done it before.”
Shane sat up and turned to see his face,
“I’m sorry, what? You have a bag of things with his fingerprints? Why? How?”
Ilya sat back and looked a little amused,
“When I made deal with Sergeev, to keep you safe. One of the things I wanted was evidence to frame my brother for some of my jobs. I wanted airline records, I wanted things with fingerprints. I was going to scatter them around next few jobs. Unfortunately, Eva was next job and we know how that went. But before that, he sent bagful of things. One of them I put in Eva’s room at the hotel. Liquor bottle, should have had his prints on it.”
Shane was just staring at him incredulously,
“What? I loved you. I was trying to get out, I thought if I framed him for my jobs, it would help in case you ever got too close. I did not want my boyfriend to have to arrest his own lover. I thought the things with fingerprints, the couple of shell casings, the flight and financial records. I thought they would help.”
“ILYA. Do you know what a surprise is? Why do I keep having this same conversation with you? NO MORE SURPISES. You’re trying to kill me I think.”
He sat there running through the things he had just heard and groaned,
“The flight records? The financials? Those were all you? What the fuck. You are scary, Ilya Rozanov. Fucking scary. Holy shit, did he actually kill any of these people?”
Ilya nodded slowly,
“Alexei is not a good man. He has killed many people and he deserves to be where he is. But of the things you are trying to charge him with, he only actually killed one of them. Alain Coste.”
Shane thought about it, and then shook his head,
“But there was a polaroid there. How did that happen?”
“I was there also.”
With a groan, Shane dropped flat on the bed and covered his eyes, 
“I hate you.”
“No. You do not. I was there. I was going to make him disappear. But Alexei fucked it all up and shot him. I threw a polaroid out just for confusion, picked up the shell casings and decided to leave one. Keeping one, which I threw down in Vienna. I swear. I think that is all. The surprises.”
“You say that every time.”
“But I mean it this time. I think.”
Shane just started laughing, a sort of hysterical laugh. He was laughing so hard he had tears streaming from his face. Ilya watched him for a moment, finally shaking his head. He stood up and moved the camera and pictures from the bed, setting them on the dresser before coming over and laying next to Shane, licking a tear stain from his cheek.
“Gross Ilya.”
“Not gross. Is mine. My tears. My freckles, My Shane. All mine. I would like my Shane naked please.”
Shane just smiled at him and shook his head.
“Still gross.”
“Shane. Naked. Now.”
Shane was just looking at him, smiling. The smile dropped quickly as the next word out of Ilya’s mouth was to start counting,
“One. Two.”
Shane was naked before he got to five. The only thing he heard before a hand went around his throat and a hot, wet tongue stroked the tip of him, was a soft,
“Such a good boy.”
 

6 Months Later
 
“FUuuuck Ilya, yes, please, like that. Fuck. Harder, mmm, oh god. Yes.”
Shane was bent over the bed, his head down on the blanket, his mouth swollen and red, face flushed and eyes watering. His hands were held behind him, pushed to the small of his back, held by one of Ilya’s hands by his wrists, keeping him from moving. His ass cheeks were bright red, a few spots where a light purple was already blooming through the red.
Ilya’s other hand was on his hip, holding him steady while his cock pounded into Shane, over and over, the thrusts wild and erratic. Ilya’s voice was hoarse as it growled, 
“Don’t you dare fucking come. Do you understand me? Not yet. It’s for me. I want it. Not yet.”
“I have to, fuck. Oh god please. Have to. Need to. Feels so good. Ohh fuck yes. More. please. Need to come. Please Ilya. ohhhhhh fucking god, now Ilya. now. please.”
“Not yet. You’re such a fucking slut for me, made for me. Taking me so good. You listen so good. Such a good boy for me. Don’t do it. Oohhh fuck, Shane, fuck. So fucking tight. Feel so good on my cock. Fuuuuccck Shane.”
Ilya’s eyes closed as his vision went white, his cock jerking impossibly in Shane as those tight warm walls held him close while he filled him with his hot, spurts of cum. Shane was pushing against him so hard and incoherent noises were coming from his mouth. Ilya knew he wouldn’t last, so he pulled out, letting loose of Shane’s wrists and flipped him over. He dropped to his knees instantly, pulling Shane’s throbbing wet cock into his mouth. Just before he did, he whispered,
“Come right fucking now.”
His mouth covered him barely in time to swallow the salty, hot spurts that exploded into his throat as Shane’s hands roughly tangled in his hair, holding him still while he fucked up into Ilya’s mouth over and over until his body finally dropped to the bed limply, his hands still weakly holding Ilya’s head. 
Ilya’s mouth slowly slid off of him, his head just resting on Shane’s thigh as he kneeled there with his eyes closed trying to catch his breath. Shane eventually started laughing, his hands just continually rubbing Ilya’s head.
“Holy shit. That was so fucking hot. I can’t move. I’m broken.”
Ilya smiled against his thigh, kissing it as he finally opened his eyes.
“Me too kotik. Me too. You are too good to me.”
Ilya finally managed to stand and crawl up on the bed, helping Shane up as well, curling around him and kissing his neck, then licking it. They lay that way, whispering and touching and petting until eventually Shane wanted to shower. They showered lazily, both of them washing each other and petting more until finally Shane groaned and pulled Ilya out.
“We have to go, or we’ll be late.”
“Who cares. Is just picnic.”
“Ilya. Sveta and Rose are both here. We have to go.”
“Fine. You hate me. I understand.”
Shane glanced at the time and turned on the TV and found the channel he wanted. 
“Hayden said 6pm New York time. That’s now.”
Ilya sat on the bed and looked over as Shane turned the volume up. Scott walked up to a podium on the screen, Hayden behind him standing next to the Mayor. Scott started talking about a bunch of things that Ilya tuned out until Shane nudged him.
“We are pleased to report that we have recently discovered new evidence in what you, the press, like to call the Polaroid killings. Thanks to a tip, we raided an apartment that was rented by a corporation that has been proven to be linked to Alexei Rozanov. In that apartment were several possessions of his, along with a camera that has conclusively been identified as the camera used in the Polaroid killings. We will now be charging Mr. Rozanov with at least ten additional homicides, possibly more. We are happy to be able to report that the man who has been terrorizing the entire country for the last two years is off the streets. When his trial begins in two months, we hope to ensure that he never gets on them again. We will take any questions you have at this time.”
Shane turned the TV off and went to straddle Ilya on his lap, his teeth nipping at Ilya’s lip until he opened and wrapped his arms around Shane. They kissed for a long time until Ilya finally pulled back.
“If you wish to go to this picnic Shane, you will get off my lap right now.”
A beautiful laugh came from Shane’s lips as he shook his head, but got up anyway.
“I do not want to get up. But we have to go. Get dressed. Holy fuck, I kind of did a number on you. I’m sorry.”
Ilya stood up and looked in the mirror. He had multiple bite marks and hickeys over his chest and neck, and turning to look at the back of him, he also had bite marks and long scratches the entire length of his back.
“Maybe you got a little carried away. I love it though. I’m going to go shirtless and cause a scandal. If you want to distract them, we can show them your ass which is a lovely shade.”
“Fuck off. Let’s go. We’re late.”
They dressed and walked the mile it was to Eva’s. They were living in what had been Barnett’s house. Barnett and his wife were here as well, but they had gotten a place in the small town, where the doctor had set up a small clinic. They had set up tables and a fire pit on the beach, coolers were filled with drinks, and Cliff was grilling something that smelled ridiculous. Sveta and Rose had come, Sveta using a passport Ilya had gotten her just to come visit them. Rose, they figured, or hoped, was not on anyone’s radar. Barnett and his wife Jennifer were there. Shane had finally gotten over his anger at Barnett, or at least mostly and they were able to talk and chat about things now, almost friends. Ilya did pull his shirt off at one point, merely for shock value and laughed hysterically at the looks everyone was now giving Shane. Ilya clapped Cliff on the shoulder near the grill,
“See. I am not the freak here. He is. All those times you came in on us? All his fault.”
Cliff just nodded, his face almost awed,
“Holy fuck, Shane. I had no idea.”
“Fuck off.”
The eight of them had a wonderful dinner, eating and drinking, talking and laughing. The later it got, the tipsier everyone was. Eva turned on some music, and she and Cliff were dancing, Ilya watching them with distrust, but a smile. Sveta pulled Rose up and they were twirling each other around laughing. Barnett and his wife were sitting together watching them dance.
Shane pulled over a bag that he had brought with him, telling Ilya he had a gift for him. He'd gotten it in New York and then never found the right time to give him. He got the box out and handed it to Ilya. Ilya laughed and told him to get the other smaller box out that he'd put in when he saw Shane bringing the bag. He gave it to Shane and laughed,
"See, we are same person, same idea. You first."
Shane opened the package and pulled his lip in and chewed on it, knuckling his eyes as he looked at it. Ilya smiled and nudged him,
"No crying. Is just dumb picture. I had Eva look things up for me. She said this is all the hot thing now. Custom polaroid."
They had very, very carefully, burned the edges of Shane's picture of he and Ilya, until all the way around the picture were uneven dark marks, curving in, making the photo look irregular. It was framed onto a cream color matte that the burned edges blended into, and then framed in a small simple black frame.
"I didn't want you to have to get rid of it. But scratch is gone now. No evidence."
"Fuck off. Making me cry. Thank you so much. I love it. I love you."
Ilya stood up and pulled Shane to his feet, Shane protesting, putting his picture in the bag so he didn't lose it.
“No. No dancing for me.”
Ilya shook his head and pulled him down the beach, bringing the box Shane had handed him with them. He took them closer to the water, where he sank down to the sand, and pulled Shane down onto his lap, nuzzling into his neck. With his arms around Shane, he opened his own box, pulling out another framed picture, his heart nearly stopping. Shane whispered to him,
"See, we really are the same person. I know you said you hadn't seen it in a while when you saw it at my apartment. Then with everything... Anyway, so when you were out to dinner with Sveta, I got it enhanced and cleaned up. Don't hate it please. Or be too sad. I thought you might want it eventually."
Ilya stared down at the picture in the frame, his fingers touching both faces as he looked at the photo of Dmitri and he, with their arms thrown on top of each others shoulders. Everyone else had been cut out and it was just the two of them, bare chested, defiant teenagers, smiling with cocky looks, ready to take on the world.
He sniffed and had to wipe his cheeks as he buried his head against Shane.
"Shane. I love it so much. It's perfect."
He stared at it a while longer, reaching up once to touch the chain around his neck. Finally he set it next to him and they watched the sun go down. Ilya whispered to him, his lips against Shane's neck,
“Thank you.”
“For what? Making you look like a wild animal mauled you?”
Ilya was shaking his head, and took a deep, slow breath, his eyes closed. Shane looked at him in concern,
“Ilya?”
“I haven’t had a family in so long, and now look at all of us. Here. Together. Thank you for loving me enough to be here with me. For forgiving me. I love you, Shane. Forever.”
Shane just smiled and snuggled against him, kissing him gently.
“Forever. Because I love you. Through everything.”





  
    Chapter End Notes

    The End.

I'm sort of sad. Like really sad. As Shane would say... gross.  I guess that's why I'm weak and will be continuing this as another part of their life before long.

My knight fic will be up in a day or two, so check that out if swords and stuff is your thing. ❤️
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  Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!
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