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Shane Hollander is a Slut

    by misplacedmetaphor

      Summary

      SHANE CENTRIC FIC.
Shane Hollander comes out before opening night and unleashes Shane Hollander Hysteria across the NHL.
All-Stars circle like it’s free agency and he’s the only contract available.
His DMs combust. Rival captains get bold. Hotel rooms get interesting. The league gets possessive.
The Metros couldn’t care less because Shane keeps dominating on the ice while getting fucked in every time zone.
It becomes the worst-kept secret in professional hockey: everyone wants their turn.
Or:
Shane Hollander comes out and discovers that freedom can look like a lot of things.
Sometimes it looks like sex in every time zone.
Sometimes it looks like queer community forming around him across the league and far beyond it.
Sometimes it looks like becoming the most confident version of himself he has ever been.

Shane Hollander is having a great time.



      Notes

        NEW RULE!! DON'T READ SHANE HOLLANDER IS A SLUT THEN COME TO THE COMMENTS AND SLUT SHAME SHANE HOLLANDER.

THIS IS A SHANE CENTRIC FIC.

This came to me in a dream and I had no choice but to see it through.
It will get explicit.

I do not know nearly enough about hockey to justify this, so thank you to my many hockey-obsessed family members who have endured weeks of increasingly suspicious questions.

Yes, I am using the NHL while selectively borrowing some Heated Rivalry TV canon team names and keeping others real. No, there is no logic. The vibes demanded it.

Shane is intentionally a little OOC here. This is canon-divergent, emotionally exaggerated, and operating in a slightly kinder universe. Homophobia exists in this world, but it is not the focus. I wanted this to live mostly in a place that lets him thrive.

This is canon-divergent and morally questionable.
I accept no responsibility for what happens next.
All professional athletes depicted here are fictional and spiritually bisexual.


My Twitter @MisplacedMeta4 and on instagram @misplacedmetaphor__(two underscores) If you want to follow me!! Only if you are going to be nice!!



        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






      

  












      Chapter 1: Rozanov should have kissed him
  



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  June 2014

Las Vegas

After NHL awards

Shane POV
Shane is standing in the elevator feeling let down once again by Ilya Rozanov.

He had typed out a message saying, “we didn’t even kiss,” but decides it isn’t worth sending.

He looks at the message one more time before deleting it like it never existed.

This is the same Rozanov that took his virginity and then proceeded to ignore him for the next six months.

Six months of pretending it meant nothing when, to Shane, it meant everything.
Shane went to Vegas knowing there was a chance they could hook up.

He was so angry with him but still hoped Ilya would be near him long enough to want him.

What he didn’t expect was for Ilya to play these games once again.

He didn’t expect it to turn back into that same familiar ache.
It took him longer than it should have to understand what was missing.

He only realized it once it was gone.
Before, there had always been mouths.

Ilya pulling him in mid-laugh, cutting him off with a kiss that tasted like cigarettes or vodka or mint toothpaste.

Ilya dragging his lips over his jaw between thrusts, pressing into him like he couldn’t decide whether to talk or swallow him whole.

Hands in his hair. Teeth at his bottom lip.

A kiss dropped onto his shoulder as if it belonged there.
Their bodies had never been careful with each other’s mouths.

They had always found them again.
Tonight there was nothing.

No mouth on his.

No mouth on his skin.

Not even the careless brush of one passing over him by accident.

Just hands, hips, friction.
Shane hadn’t understood how much of himself he gave through his mouth until Ilya refused to meet it.

Maybe it wasn’t the sex replaying in his head in the elevator.

Maybe it was the absence where a kiss should have been.
The sex was fucking hot, he could admit that much.

But Ilya was so impersonal.

He fucked him from behind, never kissed him once, and couldn’t even bother to have some conversation afterward.
Shane was asking about Russia, if Ilya enjoyed his summers, if he liked having to go home.

He didn’t have to give Shane all the details, but he could have said something.
Usually Ilya couldn’t get enough of kissing Shane, but that was also before the ghosting and before whatever tonight was.

Shane had been growing feelings for him over all these years. He had maybe even been secretly wishing that he could come out one day and switch the rivalry narrative and they could be something.

Not boyfriends or even domestic, just maybe there would be room one day for more honesty.

That obviously was wishful thinking.
Shane wasn’t expecting him and Ilya to come out and be boyfriends and live this perfect relationship where they could change the way the NHL saw queer people and open spaces for other closeted athletes.

He wasn’t naive.

Or at least not completely.
He just wanted to stop feeling like a side note in someone else’s story.

He was sick of feeling lonely, sick of being used, sick of being disposable.

Maybe Ilya was doing it right all along.

Fucking feels good. It should be fun. It should be light and enjoyable and casual, maybe.

Maybe Shane was the one overcomplicating it.
He is still early in his career, and already people are calling him one of the best of his generation.

These feelings for Rozanov were dragging at him. They were way too intense.

They felt like an obstacle he couldn’t skate around.

The sadness and anxiety he’d felt a few minutes earlier have turned into rage.

The sadness doesn’t flare. It condenses, hardens into something colder. Something he can use.
If Ilya wants to treat him like a fuck toy, they can be just that.

Shane could be non-emotional.

He could shut off that part of his brain and just fuck the way Ilya did so casually with all the girls he was constantly paparazzi’d out with.



Shane could do that too.

He could do it better.


####


Two days later
Shane is back at home in Montreal. The summer has begun.

He is going to his parents' cottage for a few weeks before coming back to Montreal to start his summer training.

He has a cottage being built, but that won’t be ready until next summer.
Montreal feels quieter for Shane once the hockey season is over.

Even though the city actually never really dies down and always has life to it, for Shane it feels like it is waiting.
Since leaving Vegas, Shane realized that if he doesn’t make changes, he’s going to spend who knows how many years obsessing over and being at the beck and call of Ilya. He was over it.
So he made a decision he thought he would never make.

He is going to come out to his parents.

He says it out loud once in his empty apartment just to hear how it sounds.



Then he is going to sit with his mom and get her to help him come up with a plan to slow launch the fact he is gay to his teammates, his brand partners, and the league.

When Shane realized he was gay, he made the choice a long time ago that he was probably not going to come out until he was retired or at the very least more established in the league.

He had built an entire future around that silence.
But it is July 2014.

His rookie season was in 2010, and since that time he has established himself as one of the best in the league, and he is only getting better with time.

He is idolized in the sport, and he is good.

If he was being honest, he was great.

He was even exceptional.
Shane wasn’t one to praise himself internally, but he would be lying if he said he didn’t love to be praised.



The league wouldn’t dare punish him for it. And if Montreal had a problem, another team would pick him up before the ink dried.

Shane was the asset.

They need him more than he needs their approval.

He has lived in fear for so long.

He has spent so much time trying to be absolutely perfect to the point where everything about him, from his PR interviews, to his brand deals, to the way he trains, what he puts in his body, the way he became an advocate for his community, is measured and curated into perfection.



Shane wants to be authentic, to let himself be messy.

He wants to be able to go out and meet a hot gay man and have them fuck until he cries out.

Ilya Rozanov may think that because he was his first, and because they had this secret together, that he had ownership of him, that he would always be his little play thing, but he didn’t, and he won’t be.
He wasn’t going to let someone make him feel like that ever again.

He was going to live for himself for once instead of everyone else.

And if that meant burning down the version of himself everyone was comfortable with, so be it.


####


One week later
The coming out to his parents went exactly how he thought it would go.

Good.

His parents are loving, and they are kind.

They aren’t the type of people who would cast Shane aside for being gay.

His dad didn’t even hesitate. Just nodded once like he had already suspected and said, “okay.”
He knew he was lucky to have that kind of support because many people out there have a very different reaction from their parents in moments like this.

He had prepared himself for questions, for possible confusion, for it to get awkward.

There wasn’t any of that.

His mom cried, but not in a dramatic way.

In the way moms cry when something important changes and they need a minute to catch up.
He hopes that when he does come out to the world, it can maybe help some kids.

Maybe dads who love Shane Hollander and wear his jersey and obsess over his stats and gamble their money away in his honour will see that Shane is gay and happy and okay, and that can give them the opportunity to rethink their views and be more open to their own kids if they come out.
He hopes he can make a difference.

He doesn’t want his gayness to be about advocacy.

He wants to come out for himself because he hates lying.

He hates pretending there just hasn’t been the right girl yet.

He hates the way interviews always circle back to girlfriends.

He hates answering questions that assume something about him that isn’t true.



So he is going to come out for himself.

But if it can help even a few people, he thinks that is really special.
Like he expected, after telling his parents, his mom started the conversation of a plan.

Not panic about it, just a strategy to have in place.

She decided she would secretly reach out to some brands so they were made aware.

A quiet phone call to some of the bigger brands. Preparations for soft and hard launches. Controlled conversations.
Until then, though, Shane was free to come out in his own way.

He decided he was going to wait until the end of September, when training camp started, and tell his whole team at once.

He was their captain, and they were going to have to respect him.

If they didn’t, that would be a whole different problem because he was not going to allow that kind of toxicity to exist on a team where he wore the C.

If anyone made it uncomfortable, they would answer to him.
 
####
 
Over the next few months, Shane was feeling better than he ever had.

More confident. Looser in ways he hadn’t known he was allowed to be. He didn’t realize how much tension he was holding, how much effort it took to exist inside himself while keeping certain truths tucked away.

He was sleeping deeper, waking before his alarm without resentment, already alert. Running farther. Pushing harder. At the cottage, he would go out at six in the morning when the lake was still flat and cold and he would run until his lungs burned and his thighs ached and sweat soaked through his shirt, his breath breaking ragged in his chest.
Something in him had unclenched.

His body felt lighter, his mind clearer, as if the two were finally in conversation instead of competing. It was changing in small ways, incremental but undeniable. He was leaner through the waist, his shoulders beginning to broaden in a way he noticed when he caught himself sideways in the mirror. The veins were becoming more visible along his forearms when he wrapped his hand around a barbell. His hips thickened too from the extra sprint work, glutes rounding out in a way he noticed when he caught his reflection.

Hockey players always had that big ass build. His had gotten even better.
He caught himself in the mirror one afternoon after a lift and didn’t immediately look away.

His chest was flushed from exertion. His hair was damp and messy and growing longer. His jaw seemed tighter than it used to be, sharper. His shoulders were set differently, chin lifted without him thinking about it.

He looked.. good.

Not just good.

Hot, even dangerous. Like someone who could decide who got access to him and mean it.

Like someone who knew exactly what they were worth.
That night in Vegas he couldn’t meet his own eyes in a mirror.

Now he held his gaze.
He spent years being strict with himself, He was strong and no longer pretending he wasn’t. But in letting go he had become a more powerful version of himself. There was a new stillness in the way he held himself. He felt the need to apologize less. He wasn’t constantly calculating situations.



For the first time he thought two things, very calmly, very clearly:

I could pull anyone.

I will be the best hockey player of my generation.

The thoughts didn’t feel arrogant. They felt like something he had already proven.





####
 
As September and training camp got closer, Shane was getting progressively more nervous.

Not about being gay, but about saying it out loud.
The week before training, his mom had booked him for a brand campaign that happened to be shooting in Boston.

He decided there wouldn’t be any harm in reaching out to Rozanov to see if he wanted to fuck.

One last indulgence before everything changed.

He wasn’t sure if he would be back from Russia yet, but if he was, Shane could really use the lay.
Jane: I’ll be in Boston in 2 days for the day shooting a campaign. Want to meet around 8 PM?

Lily: Yes, bring that ass over.
It was simple.

Predictable and familiar.

Safe in its simplicity.

Shane was not going to let it be anything other than a fuck.

If Ilya wanted to kiss him, fine, but he was not falling into their patterns.

Shane had a plan now, and he was going to execute it.

He would not be the one left wanting more this time.

He was no longer allowing someone to break his heart and play with him.
####


Ilya POV
Shane was going to be over in twenty minutes and Ilya felt nervous in a way he refused to name.

He hadn’t heard from Shane all summer which was fair enough since before their night in Vegas Ilya had ignored him for six months after taking his virginity.
Then in Vegas he had fucked him and barely touched him otherwise.

There was no kissing or softness or explanation from him.

He told himself that was control.



When Shane texted saying he would be in Boston and wanted to meet, Ilya stared at the message longer than he should have before replying.

He cancelled plans with Svetlana instantly.

They were going to go to the club. He didn’t care though.

He would rather fuck Shane Hollander than do anything else in the world.
When Shane walked in twenty minutes later he looked unreal.

His hair was longer and his arms were thicker.

Something was more defined in his posture. He looked taller than ever.

He didn’t hover near Ilya like he used to.

He didn’t circle him waiting for permission.
He walked in like he already knew what was going to happen.

He kissed Ilya’s cheek in a greeting like they were casual acquaintances and then said, “Bedroom?”

Ilya felt heat climb up his spine and followed Shane like a lost puppy.
Shane stripped first without being asked.

His shirt over his head, jeans pushed down without any thought.

There was no usual hesitation or nervous laughter.

He just stood there naked, cock already half hard, watching Ilya like he was assessing him.
That look did something ugly to Ilya’s pride.

And Christ, Shane’s ass.

It had always been good. Hockey players all had that build, thick through the thighs, strong through the hips. Big asses, and Shane had been no exception.

But this was different.

His ass was fuller now, a lot rounder too.

Muscles were sitting heavier under his skin that flushed pink when Ilya’s eyes lingered.

Shane’s summer training had carved him out everywhere else and somehow made that part of him the biggest.

Ilya swallowed.



He stepped forward and reached for Shane’s face to kiss him properly and Shane turned his head just enough that Ilya’s mouth hit the corner of his jaw instead.

“Don’t,” Shane said lightly.

Not in any alarming or cold way but clearly and with intention.

Ilya’s pulse kicked.

What was happening here?

Shane pulled down Ilya’s pants, sank to his knees and took Ilya into his mouth without another word.



He didn’t bother teasing him or carefully building this up.

He swallowed him down fast and deep like he was proving something.

His hands gripped Ilya’s hips, fingers digging in.

And then Ilya felt a different movement.

Shane’s shoulders flexed in a way that didn’t match the rhythm of his mouth.

When Ilya glanced down, Shane had one hand behind himself, fingers working between his own thighs, pushing into himself slowly while his mouth stayed wrapped around Ilya’s cock.

Ilya’s breath caught, shocked by what he was seeing and how hot it was.

He doesn’t know what has come over Shane, but he has taken control of this situation in a way that doesn’t resemble his innocence and Ilya is trying to figure out if he is enjoying this or if he is freaked out.
“Jesus,” he muttered.

Shane moaned around him like he was pleased with himself.

He pulled back just enough to lick along the underside of Ilya’s gooch, spit thick along the length, and then went back down while his fingers pumped inside of him once, twice, stretching himself open.

He was preparing himself without asking or waiting.



Ilya’s hand went to the back of Shane’s head automatically and Shane pulled back just enough to keep control of the pace he was setting.

He licked up the length of Ilya slow once, then took him back in fully, throat working, breathing controlled through his nose like he had done this a hundred times.

Ilya was muttering curse words in Russian under his breath.



“Up,” Ilya said finally, more of a command than a request.

Shane stood and turned around before Ilya even touched him.

He placed his ass in the air and his palms flat on the mattress, his head dipped forward.

He reached back again without being told, spreading himself open with two fingers like he was presenting something.



“Don’t make me wait,” Shane muttered over his shoulders.

There was no softness in it.

Ilya stepped forward and caught his wrist, pulling Shane’s hand away.

“Let me,” Ilya said, voice lower and growlier than he intended.

He pressed two fingers in slowly, feeling the heat inside of Shane, the slick stretch that told him Shane had already worked himself open.

Shane pushed back against him impatiently.



“I was ready before you were,” Shane breathed out like a little brat.

Ilya’s fingers flexed against Shane’s hip before he forced them still.

He liked their dynamic of him being in charge, taking care of Shane and Shane was pushing his limits today.

He lined himself up and pressed in slow at first, watching Shane’s back tense, then arch up, watching the way his fingers curled into the sheets.

Shane let out a gasp, then he exhaled long through his mouth and pushed back harder, forcing Ilya deeper until their hips met flush.

Now inside of him, Ilya could really see and feel that the difference in his body was undeniable.



That new weight in his hips, the way his ass filled Ilya’s hands when he grabbed them, the way muscles flexed under his palms every time Shane drove back.

“Jesus Hollander, holy shit,” Ilya breathed.

Shane let out a laugh quietly. “Do you like me like this, Rozanov.”

Ilya started moving harder than he meant to.
Shane matched his pace right away. Every thrust forward Ilya made, Shane drove back just as forcefully, setting the rhythm instead of taking it.

The sound of skin hitting skin filled the room in a wet and unapologetic way.

Ilya’s grip bruised along Shane’s hips.

At one point Shane reached back and grabbed Ilya’s wrist, pulling his hand higher across his stomach, forcing his fingers to press into muscle instead of holding him down.

Shane apparently did not want to be held by Ilya.

He wanted to be taken and to take back at the same time.

It was making Ilya dizzy.



Shane’s breathing turned rougher but he didn’t cry out or beg like usual.

He didn’t ask for more.

He didn’t want Rozanov the way he used to.

He rolled his hips, changing the angle, and Ilya nearly lost control from the way it hit.



“Look at me,” Ilya said without thinking. He was craving the look on Shane’s face as he fucked him.

Shane glanced back over his shoulder, not in some soft kind of way like he usually would, he was smiling.

His freckles were bright across his nose, sweat all along his hairline, his mouth parted just enough to show teeth.

He wasn’t showing affection, he was challenging Ilya.

But Ilya didn’t care, the look of Shane’s face alone made him come hard with that look burned into him, fingers digging into Shane’s skin as his body betrayed him.
Shane didn’t collapse forward when it was over.

He straightened himself slowly, breathing heavy, and stepped out of Ilya’s grip, removing Ilya from inside him like he had never been there.

Ilya shivered at the loss of contact.
The worst part was not that Shane had taken control.

It was how natural it looked on him.

Ilya had always assumed there would be a thread between them no matter what.

Something Shane would keep reaching for.

Tonight there was no reaching.
And for the first time, Ilya had the quiet, unwanted thought that maybe he had mistaken access for ownership.

That maybe Shane had never been his in the way he told himself he was.
He walked into the bathroom without asking permission and turned the shower on.

Ilya lay there staring at the ceiling, heart still pounding, feeling like he was the one that just got fucked and not the other way around.

He felt sensitive and wondered if this is how Shane usually felt when sex was over.

He had meant to talk to Shane.

He had planned sentences in his head all afternoon.

Apologies that didn’t sound weak.

Explanations that didn’t sound desperate.

When Shane came out dressed, his hair damp, with an unreadable expression, Ilya pushed himself up on one elbow to try to rectify this as quickly as possible.
“Shane-” he started.

“I’ve got an early flight,” Shane said casually.

There wasn’t any anger or longing to his tone, he was just simply giving Ilya the information.
And then he left before Ilya could even muster out any words. The door clicked shut.

Ilya stayed in bed longer than he should have, replaying every second.

The way Shane moved, the way he refused the kiss, the way he had taken control without announcing it.
There was something new in him.

Something Ilya had not authorized or been told had changed.
He grabbed his phone.

Opened their text thread.

He typed out a message.
Lily: You were different tonight.
Deleted it.
He typed out another one:
Lily: Stay next time.
Deleted that too.
He stared at the blank space and told himself this was fine.

This is what they do, they have sex and it’s simple.

Shane always came back.

He would text in a few days or a few weeks or when the season started and they were in the same city.

He still had time, it was early enough he could still meet Svetlana at the club.

He set his phone face down on the nightstand and decided to just stay in and try to sleep.

He did not sleep well that night.


####





The night before training camp

Shane POV
Shane had spent the day with his mom and a PR manager talking through exactly what he was going to say to his teammates, what words he could actually live with afterwards, how to say it, how he is going to respond to any questions, snark, or homophobia that comes his way.

They practiced it like a drill, stopping him mid-sentence, making him repeat it until it didn’t sound like he was asking permission from anyone.

This wasn’t anything new to him.

Shane had been going through PR training periodically since he was in his teens.
When his mom became his manager and they realized what kind of career he was going to have, they sat down together and planned what Shane wanted from his career.

Did he just want to focus on playing, or did he want to build his brand, increase his income, and do everything he could to create generational wealth for himself and his future family?

Did he want to be good, or did he want to be untouchable.

He decided his life would look simple: hockey during the season, campaigns in the summer.



He also wanted to build up his real estate, buying properties and becoming a landlord.

Which is exactly what his mom had been helping him build ever since.

He owned the apartment he lived in and the one next door.

He also owned a condo building with three units, renting out the bottom floor to a local business.

He was now building a cottage ten minutes down from the one he grew up spending summers at with his parents.
Everything was controlled.

Every appearance, every quote, every photo that ended up online.

And he had gotten very good at controlling himself.

He had major sponsorships and a handful of smaller endorsements.

The media training had been good all these years, and it helped him create a brand.

He was marketed as a good Asian Canadian hockey boy.

Not a partier or a loud mouth, but someone trustworthy who followed the rules.

Easy for sponsors to love. Easy for reporters to summarize, and easy for strangers to think they knew.
As he got older he started to use his body to sell more things, but was still able to maintain his clean image.

Through interviews where he talked about team first and was polite, he had a lot of the reporters swooning.

It wasn’t malicious or tactical.

Shane was a nice Asian Canadian hockey boy who didn’t drink or talk back. He wasn’t faking who he was. He was just careful about what he showed.

Shane knew there were parts of himself he was hiding. He was ready to let those parts out more authentically. Unfortunately he knew that in parts of the world, being gay would be seen as “not good and not perfect,” like he had been marketing himself for all these years.
But he was going for a full hard launch anyways.

He was going to start with his team, and over the next few months come out through an interview before the season started.

He would say it once, cleanly, in his own voice, before anyone else tried to turn it into a headline he didn’t recognize.

Then he would do some campaigns and be more active on social media to show what he was really like behind the scenes.
Shane was still Shane, and he wanted the world to see that.

He wasn’t flamboyant, and he wasn't going to come out as gay and turn into someone he wasn’t.

He was Shane Hollander, one of the best centres in the league.

He was neurotic and awkward and overly obsessed with hockey. It bordered on religious.

He was a jock, he loved to train hard and eat clean.

He loved control. He loved routine. He loved knowing what came next, even when he pretended he didn’t.
His mom had already marketed him through brands as someone with sex appeal, and he was going to maybe turn that up a notch.

If he was the fantasy of women who loved hockey and was seen as a hot guy, he was now hoping to be the same fantasy for men who enjoyed the same things.

He had the same face, the same hands, the same ability on the ice, a body built for cameras whether he asked for that or not.
Their strategy was in place.

He felt good, and he was ready for bed.

Not because he wasn’t nervous.

Because he was done waiting for perfect.


####





The first day of training camp always has this strange back to school energy.

A mix between finding your place again, new rookies who are lost and confused and scared, teammates being a bit awkward because you have been a way for a while, and a hunger to find your place amongst the new season.



Guys come back a little bigger, a little leaner, a little louder about whatever private skating coach they hired in July.

There is a brassiness under everything. A lot of comparison and competition.

The quiet assessing that happens in professional sports whether anyone admits it or not. 
They had already sat through the morning testing before this.

Body fat, vertical jumps, grip strength, the trainers moving around with clipboards while pretending not to compare numbers out loud.

Then the coaches brought them into the meeting room for the welcome back speech.

About Accountability, what the standards are for this season, system tweaks.

A reminder that last year doesn’t matter anymore.

A list of video tapes they will be watching throughout training and going through in case someone wants to watch a head and be extra prepared which Shane will be doing.



Shane had sat at the front like he always does, like is expected from the captain, elbows on his knees, listening while also feeling the words he was planning press up against the inside of his teeth.

He almost just said it then.

He almost stood up in that fluorescent room with the projector humming behind him and got it over with.

But that wouldn’t have felt right.

Hockey is known for being a sport that is about the team and not the player.

Which Shane agrees with and takes seriously no matter how good he is.

He isn’t good if he doesn’t have a strong team around him.

And this- well this belonged in the locker room with his team.

Not in a meeting space with coaches and trainers hovering and PowerPoint slides still glowing on the wall.

Shane knows all of that before he even walks in.



After the meeting they are let out to go have lunch, the team is providing meals for them in the conference room of the arena.

Shane eats quickly and then goes to the locker room.

He gets there early, not because he’s spiralling, even though he is a tiny bit. But mainly because he likes being in the room before it fills up.

The air is cold and the stalls are clean.

His nameplate is exactly where it has always been.

Hollander. Captain. 24.

He sits down and starts taping his stick even though it does not need fresh tape.

He pulls the strip tight, smooths it down with his thumb, unwraps it, does it again. His body needs something repetitive to burn off the excess electricity in his chest. 
He has already practiced this.

With his mom, with the PR manager, alone in his car, in front of his bathroom mirror where he watched his own face say the words until they stopped looking like a confession.
He was not confessing anything.

He was informing his team on something.

Confessing sounded like he was doing something wrong and he wasn’t doing anything wrong he was giving facts and being honest.

That distinction matters to him more than anything. 
He thinks about the version of himself three years ago who would have waited until retirement.

The version who thought silence was the only option.

The version who believed if he just played well enough no one would ever need to know everything else.

The version of him who if they knew what he was about to do would be having a panic attack or wake up in cold sweats like he was in a nightmare.

That version of him was smaller.

He doesn’t feel small anymore. At least he doesn’t want to feel small anymore.



The room starts to fill in slowly.

Berkes is arguing with Schneider about summer conditioning.

Gagnon is laughing too loud.

Comeau is already irritated that camp starts with bag skates like it is personally offending him.

It is comforting, how normal it all feels.

Hayden walks in and tosses his bag down in the cubby beside Shane’s and smiles at him.

He looks at Shane once, then twice.

“You look like you’re about to fight someone,” Hayden says.

Shane exhales slowly. “I might.” And it was kind of true, he was about to fight the version of himself that would do anything to get Shane to change his mind right now.

Hayden studies him for a second longer than usual.
“You good?”

Shane nods. “Yeah.”

Hayden narrows his eyes slightly, sending something but not pushing.

That’s why Shane loves him.
Shane waits until most of them are there.

His skates are half laced, his gloves out, music is low in the locker room but not glaring.

Then he stands up.

He doesn’t clap for attention or shout over anyone.

He just stands up and the room adjusts because he’s the captain and that’s what happens when he moves.

The volume lowers in stages, conversations thinning without anyone officially calling for quiet, a few heads turning first and then more as they realize he hasn’t sat back down.



“Before we hit the ice,” he says, trying to keep his voice calm and stop any shaking, “I want to get something out of the way.”

A few guys look up on reflex.

Others keep lacing but slow down, hands moving automatically while their attention tilts to him.
He takes a deep breath and then says it without rushing.

“I’m gay.”

He says it the way he would say a lineup change.

There is no drama or defensiveness to it, he is just speaking a fact.

The silence that follows isn’t explosive or hostile, it’s the kind that happens when new information connects and everyone is deciding what it means for them.



And then he keeps talking because he refuses to let silence define the moment.

“I’ve known for a long time. I didn’t say anything because I thought it was best not to rock the boat. I know there isn’t any out players in the NHL. I thought it was smarter to wait until I retired, but I don’t think that anymore.”
He looks around methodically now, not scanning but actually seeing his teammates.

Hayden has gone still in that way he does when he’s trying not to overreact.

J.J is staring openly.

Comeau has a dead look in his eyes.

Roys expression barely changes, which somehow makes it easier to keep going.

“I’m still your captain, I’m still playing first line. I still expect us to win a cup this year.” 



A few guys reposition themselves in their stalls.

He doesn’t feel any automatic hostility, just a lot of faces recalibrating and catching up.

Schneider’s brows knit together like he’s already thinking a head to the media scrums. 
“This doesn’t change how I show up here. It doesn’t change how hard I train. It doesn’t change what I expect from any of you.”

He feels something settle in his chest.

Shane looks around the room again, slower this time, not scanning but really seeing trying to look at all their faces.

These are guys he’s fought beside. Guys he’s dragged through overtime. Guys he’s screamed at and defended and pumped up, and trusted with his body on the ice.

“This doesn’t change anything about how I lead,” he says evenly, “but it changes how I carry myself in here. I’m done carrying it quietly.”

The words don’t wobble. They don’t need to. They hit exactly the way he intends them to.

He lets that sit for a second before he keeps going. 
“And this isn’t about making some big statement. It’s about this room.”

He gestures vaguely around them, gloves half on, sticks leaned against stalls, tape shavings on the floor.

“You’re my teammates. I trust you and I’m loyal to you. I expect that back.”

His voice doesn’t get louder, but it carries throughout the room.

“We say that all the time. That this room matters. That what happens in here matters. I believe that. So I’m not interested in weird undercurrents, or side conversations or anyone wondering if they’re supposed to act different around me.”



A few guys straighten slightly, not in discomfort but because the weight of it is real now.

Mitty gives a slow nod.

Gagnon’s jaw tightens briefly before he relaxes again.

“If you’ve got a question, ask it. If you’re unsure about something, say it. We handle it here. Like we handle everything else.”

He shrugs once, casual, almost impatient with the idea that this could turn into something bigger than it needs to be.

“And then we skate, and we play hard, and we win."



This is the words that resets the room.

Not the announcement itself, but the reminder of who he is in it.

Comeau exhales through his nose like he wants to say something clever.

Shane turns toward him before he even speaks.

Hayden wiggles a bit before saying, “proud of you captain.”

There’s a beat where the room waits to see if someone is going to test him.

Comeau shrugs. “Just didn’t realize we were doing personal announcements before bag skates,”
A couple of the guys tense automatically.

Shane does let out a short laugh though, tilting his head slightly, assessing.

“It’s not a personal announcement,” he says. “It’s context. And if you think it affects your ice time, you’re welcome to try earning more.”

That gets a laugh from J.J. before he can stop himself.

Berkes lets out a louder one and doesn’t bother hiding it.

The tension cracks.
Schneider speaks next, hesitant but genuine. “So media’s gonna be all over this, right?”

“For a bit,” Shane says. “Then they’ll get bored. Winning shuts people up faster than anything.”

Gagnon nods slowly. “Fair.”

Roy asks, “You good if guys ask questions? Like actually ask?”

Shane shrugs lightly. “Ask questions, learn some stuff. Don’t be a dick. That’s it.”

That earns a murmur of agreement.



Hayden finally stands and walks the few steps over, not making a show of it, just bumping his shoulder against Shane’s.

“You could’ve told me earlier,” he mutters quietly enough that it doesn’t turn into a scene.

Shane glances at him. “Yeah. I know.”

And then something unexpected happens.

Laine, who barely talks unless it’s about defensive coverage, looks up from tying his skates and says, “Good for you, man.”

The way he says it is simple. There is no performance or awkwardness to it.

It hits harder than anything else.



Shane nods once. 

“Alright,” he says, clapping his hands together now, finally letting some command into his voice. “We’ve got work to do. If anyone’s distracted because you’re still processing, process faster. We’re not losing games over my dating life.”

That gets real laughter.

The room begins to move again. Noise resumes and skates get tied. 
Hayden leans close as they start toward the ice. “You really just did that.”

Shane adjusts his gloves, jaw set, pulse still high but not out of control.

“Yeah,” he says.



And when he steps onto the ice, something feels different.

It isn’t explosive or cinematic. It’s a lot quieter than that.

It’s the simple relief of not carrying something alone anymore while still standing exactly where he has always stood.



####





The two weeks of training camp are good.

He feels confident about his team this year.

They are focused.

The rookies look locked in and hungry, and the returning guys seem switched on with a kind of controlled intensity that feels different from last season.



A lot of questions come up through the week and Shane takes them in stride.

They don’t descend on him all at once.

It isn’t some awkward circle where everyone waits their turn.

It’s small conversations between sets in the gym.

While unlacing skates, while waiting for a drill to reset.

Schneider is the first one to ask outright.



They’re in the weight room, sweat running down their backs, resting between a particularly heavy set.

“So like.. When did you know?” He asks, trying to sound casual and failing just enough that it’s endearing.

Shane takes a sip of water and thinks about it honestly instead of giving some rehearsed answer or the lie he has been telling himself all these years.

“High school,” he said. “Probably earlier, I just didn’t have the words for it.”

Schneider nods slowly like he’s committing now.
“You ever had a boyfriend?”

“No.” Shane responds almost too quickly.

“Why not?”

“Busy.” Shane says and that earns a grin.

“Plus, it wouldn’t be so easy for me to go find a boyfriend, I was worried about being outed.”

That makes a couple of the guys look at him with sympathy. Maybe finally understanding the levity around this. 
Later that afternoon J.J. leans back against his stall, arms crossed, voice already too loud.

“So what’s your type, Captaine? Are we talking gym rat? Are we talking tortured artist? Should I set you up with my cousin?”

The room fills with laughter.

Shane doesn’t blink.

“Not your cousin,” he says smirking. “I’ve seen your cousin.”

J.J. howls.



Shane lets the team know he will be sitting down with a TSN reporter the day before their first game. It will air that evening.

They all say they will support him.

The only person he sometimes gets a weird energy from is Comeau.

Roy corners Shane one day after video review and asks quietly, “Media next week. You want someone sitting with you?”

Gagnon asks about road games. “You think certain cities are gonna be worse?”

Mitty just tilts his head and says, “As long as you still feed the power play, I don’t care who is feeding you what at home,” and then laughs at his own joke before anyone else does.
Hayden doesn’t ask much at first.

He just watches.

Shane notices that.

He notices everything.

He notices that Berkes makes a point of not changing his behaviour at all. Andropov tries too hard to act unaffected and ends up lingering.

That Schneider overcorrects into enthusiastic ally energy.
The first shower after he comes out is the only moment that feels like it might shift the atmosphere.

He walks in like he always does, towel low on his hips, conversation still flowing about line combinations and who looks fast and who looks rusty.

For a second he readies himself for someone to hesitate.

No one does.

Steam rises. Water runs. J.J. keeps talking about preseason ice time like nothing changed.

It is almost aggressively normal.

Shane takes his time.

He refuses to rush. Refuses to shrink.

He washes his hair slowly.

Stands under the water longer than necessary.

Responds to chirps the same way he always has.

He feels eyes on him once.

Hayden.

They aren’t exactly lingering or inappropriate but Hayden is aware of something.

Like he is recalibrating something.

Shane files that away without reacting.
On the ice he feels different in a way that has nothing to do with conditioning.

He calls for the puck louder. Drives the net harder. Lets himself take up space instead of calculating it.

There is something intoxicating about not carrying that extra layer of vigilance anymore.
By the end of the first week the questions taper off.

By the second week it becomes background noise.

They run systems, they argue over power play rotations, they skate until their legs burn and the rookies look like they might pass out.

Comeau complains about bag skates like he complains about everything.

J.J. narrates everything like it’s a documentary. Office style.
Shane watches the team start to click.

Roy and Gagnon look composed on the blue line.

Hayden is flying on his wing.

The rookies aren’t overwhelmed, they are thriving.

The room feels intact.

And that matters more than anything.
There are still moments.

A glance that lasts a fraction longer than it used to.

A joke that toes curiosity before it swerves back into humour.

A subtle shift in how certain guys look at him when he laughs.
Shane notices all of it.

He always does.

He just doesn’t react.

If anything complicated happens, it will happen outside this locker room.

He is not going to fracture his own team.

And when camp ends and preseason games start and he skates out in front of a team that already knows, he realizes something almost funny.
He doesn’t feel exposed.

He feels expanded.

And he looks good doing it.

He will do an interview coming out the night before their first game and he is prepared and ready to take on whatever that means.
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      Chapter 2: My best friend asked if I’m a bottom.
  


    Chapter Summary
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  Montreal

October 6th 2014

Shane POV
Before their season opener they have two days off.

On the first night Shane is at home in his living room watching some old hockey footage when Hayden calls him.

Shane picks up right away.

“Hey Hayds what’s up?”

“Hey buddy, what are you doing tonight? Would you like some company? Jackie’s parents are babysitting and Jackie is going out with some friends for the night.”



Shane doesn’t think much of it and tells Hayden to come over and bring some drinks and some snacks and that he has some dinner meal prepped they can eat later.

One night of a few drinks with his best friend won’t hurt anyone.



Hayden shows up with a two-four of beer and too many chips and candies like he always does, grinning in that easy way that makes Shane forget he’s technically one of the best players on his team and not just a guy who likes to sit on his couch and argue about defensive coverage.



They put on a loud action movie neither of them are watching.

Hayden sits closer than usual.

Their knees brush when Hayden reaches for the remote and he doesn’t move away.

Shane notices and pretends not to.



They talk about camp and about line combinations.

How Comeau never stops complaining and how good the rookies look.

There’s a pause that stretches a little longer than normal.
Hayden clears his throat. “So.”

Shane glances at him. “So?”



Hayden looks at his beer like it might personally save him. “I’m proud of you.”

Shane goes still. “For what?”

“For.. all of it. For coming out at camp, just saying it and making sure people know there is no room for any disrespect. For being brave. Just.. for being you.”
There’s something awkward in the way Hayden says it, like he rehearsed it and now it sounds smaller out loud.

Shane softens a little. “Thanks man.”

Another pause that lingers longer than usual between them. Hayden starts talking again. “I didn’t say much in the room. I figured you didn’t need me making a speech. I hope you didn’t think I wasn’t on your side.”

“I didn’t think that.” Shane says honestly.

“Good. But I’ve been thinking about it.”

Shane tilts his head slightly, “Thinking about what?”

Hayden stops and then exhales like he’s about to admit something mildly embarrassing. “I’ve always been kind of um.. curious.”

Shane blinks once hard like he can’t believe what he is hearing. “Curious how?”
Hayden huffs out a laugh. “Don’t make me spell it out, man.”

Shane’s mouth curves slightly. “I might need you to.”

Hayden rubs the back of his neck. “Like about being with a guy. Just a bit, not a lot. But enough. It is something that Jackie has known about, but when you said it, I went home and brought it up again.”
“You told Jackie you’re bi-curious?”

“I told her I might be. It wasn’t new information. I just said it out loud.  She looked at me for a second and said she’d probably find it hot. As a joke. But not really.”

Shane stares at him. “You’re kidding.”

“I thought she was,” Hayden says quickly. “So I asked her again. And she said if it was you, and if it was just physical, and if it didn’t mess up our friendship, she wouldn’t be threatened. We got married so young and she thinks I should explore this stuff now and figure out what it means for me.”
Shane laughs once in disbelief. “That’s insane.”

“Is it?” Hayden asks, eyes searching his face. “We’re around each other all the time. We travel together. She trusts you.”

The air in the room changes just a bit.

“We’ve been open for a while. She has her own thing when I’m traveling. This business man who comes to Montreal often for work. I just haven’t wanted anything until now.”

Shane readjusts himself on the couch, more aware now of the space between them, or lack of it.

“So what are you saying?” he asks carefully.
Hayden looks at him directly now. “I’m saying I think I am bisexual and I kind of want to explore that with my best friend, man. I don’t know if that makes me a bad husband. I don’t know if I’m crossing a line.”

Shane studies him for a long moment, actually considering what Hayden is saying. He would be lying if he never had the thought before.

Hayden was his best friend and Shane really loved and admired him. He was also extremely attractive.

“No,” he says evenly. “You’re asking.”

Hayden nods slowly. “Okay. Is it okay if I ask some more stuff then?”
Shane leans back into the couch, relaxing back and knowing Hayden is about to ask him some unhinged questions. “I told the team I’m open to questions.”

Hayden huffs. “Yeah but these aren’t team questions.”

“Try me.” Shane says a little daring.

Hayden takes a sip of beer like it might fortify him. “Are you um a top or a bottom?”

Shane snorts out. “Wow. Straight to it.”

“I’m serious.”

Shane looks at him without wavering, making full eye contact with Hayden. “Bottom.”

Hayden’s ears go slightly pink. “Okay.”

“Okay what?” Shane presses.
“Just. Fuck I don’t know, good to know I guess.”

Shane arches an eyebrow. “For what exactly?”

Hayden shakes his head like he’s already in too deep. “Have you done it a lot?”

“With guys?” Shane asks.

“Yeah.”
Shane pauses for half a second trying to decide how honest he wants to be without actually outing Ilya. “I had one guy I was regularly hooking up with on and off for a few years. I only got fucked twice though. He wasn’t exactly available emotionally or physically that often.”

Hayden’s lips press together slightly at that and if Shane was reading it right, Hayden looked a little turned on. “And you liked it.”

Shane’s gaze stays locked on Hayden’s.“Very much. Very very much.”



He doesn’t feel embarrassed or look away when he says it. He lets the admission sit there between them. The truth is he likes being fucked, he might even love it. He liked asking for it, liked being pathetic and needy and watching someone unravel because of it. He likes that his body can do that. He likes that it opens and wants and demands. There is something almost smug in admitting it out loud. He spent so much of his life in control, and giving up control to someone else and being good for them is what he craves. There’s no shame in that tonight. Especially not with Hayden.


The silence stretches again, but it doesn’t feel awkward now. It feels charged.

Hayden leans closer without realizing he’s doing it. “If you wanted to,” he says slowly, words tumbling out now that they’ve started, “I mean we would stay friends. This wouldn’t be some kind of emotional love affair thing. Just if you ever wanted to. And like, you know, you’re newly out. So like, you should fuck whoever you want I wouldn’t be weird. I just thought-“

He cuts himself off, too embarrassed to continue the thought.

Shane doesn’t let him retreat, he wants this conversation to go on. “You thought what?”

“That maybe I’d like to know what is was like to fuck you.”

The image hits Shane instantly and vividly enough that his pulse kicks at the base of his throat, heat sliding through him in a way that is not remotely innocent, and he watches Hayden for a second longer.

“You’re not doing this because you feel weird about me being gay.” Shane asks genuinely curious.

“Believe me, this is for me more than it’s for you. I want to try this, with you man. I hope it is okay I am asking and doesn’t feel like I am fetishizing you or something”

The words hang there between them.



Shane is watching Hayden, he doesn’t laugh or rush to answer yet.

There’s a very specific kind of tension in him right now.

His hands flex against his thighs like he doesn’t know where to put them.

His gaze doesn’t waver.

“You sure?” Shane asks, and it isn’t teasing. It as direct as he can be because he wants Hayden to feel comfortable.

He hadn’t expected this to be part of it when coming out.

He’d noticed Hayden before. Anyone with eyes would, he was really hot.

But he’d never let it become a thought he lingered on.



Hayden nods, then shakes his head a bit, then nods again. “Yeah. I mean, I think so. I’ve been thinking about it since you told us and Jackie I mean, she wasn’t mad she just laughed and said she wouldn’t hate it.”

“And you’re not going to wake up tomorrow and decide I ruined your life or this was disgusting.”

Hayden rolls his eyes at that. “You don’t have that much power.”

Shane’s mouth curves slowly. “You’d be surprised.”



The look in Hayden’s eyes turns to hunger.

Shane moves himself closer to Hayden slowly. Just closing the space between them until their knees press together fully and neither of them pretend its accidental.

“Have you ever kissed a guy?” Shane asks.

Hayden shakes his head no.

“Okay,” Shane murmurs quietly feeling his own body react to this. “Then I’m going to kiss you. And if you hate it, we stop.”

Hayden exhales slow and nods.

Shane leans in.

He doesn’t rush it.

He lets it start slow enough for Hayden to pull away if he wants to but he doesn’t.



They break apart for a second and look at one another. When their mouths come back together it’s careful. Hayden’s hand hovers awkwardly before landing against Shane’s waist like he’s afraid of gripping to hard. Shane deepens the kiss gradually. Tilting his head, sliding his hands up Hayden’s chest and into his hair, guiding without forcing anything.



Hayden makes a low, surprised moan into Shane’s mouth.

Shane pulls back just enough to look at him. “You like that?”

Hayden nods, his breath already completely uneven. “Yeah. Come here."

Shane kisses him again, slower this time, with a lot more intention, letting his tongue slide against Hayden’s and feeling the exact moment Hayden stops holding back.

Hayden doesn’t just respond. He surges, one hand grips Shane’s waist harder, the other slides up into his hair properly this time, fingers curling like he is claiming space. And Shane lets him.

Because he likes the way Hayden reacts to him. Likes being the thing that tips someone over.



It isn’t about proving anything necessarily. But it is the recognition he is able to do that to another man. Hayden is reacting to him, the things he is doing and what he is making him feel. And it feels clean and powerful in a way he didn’t expect.



“Holy fuck,” Hayden breathes. “Okay. Wow.”

Shane smiles into the kiss.

Hayden kisses him again, deeper now, a lot less careful, like the realization has fully hit him that he wants this and it's allowed.

He pulls Shane closer until their chests press together and there’s no hiding the fact that he’s hard and already aching for more.

“Jesus, Shane.” Hayden says, forehead dropping briefly to Shane’s. “I didn’t think it would feel like this.”

“Like what?” Shane murmurs trying to not talk and kiss more.

“Like so fucking hot, holy shit man.”

Hayden’s hands slide lower now, over Shane’s hips, gripping with growing confidence. He takes off his shirt and then takes off Shane’s.

Shane lets him feel like he’s taking control for about three seconds.

Then he takes it back.

He repositions himself by swinging a leg over Hayden’s lap, straddling him.

He keeps eye contact the entire time, watching Hayden’s pupils widen, his breath quicken.

“Still good?” Shane asks softly.

“Fuck you’re so hot.”



“Say it.” Shane whispers into his ear.

“I’m still good.”

Shane smiles at that.

He grinds down slowly into Hayden’s lap, just enough friction through his sweats to make Hayden let out another moan.

Hayden’s head falls back against the couch and Shane goes to plant kisses along it. Hayden laughs under his breath like he’s overwhelmed by how fast this escalated.

“You’re dangerous,” Hayden mutters.

“I know,” Shane says.



He kisses down Hayden’s jaw, his neck, taking his time, listening to the way Hayden reacts to each kiss.

He feels powerful in a way that has nothing to do with dominance, nothing to do with control for control’s sake. It comes from knowing what he likes without flinching from it, from asking for it without disguising it as a joke, from watching someone give it to him because he said he wanted it.

When he slides off Hayden’s lap and lowers himself to his knees between Hayden’s legs, he does it without hesitation.

Hayden goes very still.

Shane looks at him like he is waiting for consent and Hayden nods fast.

“Relax,” Shane says, glancing up at him through his lashes.

Hayden is looking at Shane with his mouth open and his eyes wide.
Shane doesn’t tease him for long. He pulls his sweats down and looks at Hayden’s penis.

It’s big. Not the biggest he’s had, but solid in his hand.

He takes Hayden into his mouth with confidence, setting a rhythm that is slow and sure.

He stops the rhythm to start lightly flicking his tongue around the base of his penis. Sucking on the big vein.

He is gripping Hayden’s balls in his hands and starts stroking as he takes him back fully into his mouth.

Hayden reacts instantly and loudly.

“Shane- holy fuck.”

His hands tangle in Shane’s hair, not rough but overwhelmed.

The sound goes straight through him, not because it’s praise, but because he did that. Because he can.



The sounds Hayden makes aren't just noise, they’re proof that travels through him and lingers. He can take an elite athlete, take someone built like this and make him lose language. It isn't about being good at it for one person. It's the realization that he's good at this, period. That his mouth, and his hands, and the way he moved is transferable. That's not exclusive to one man who found him when he was young. He isn't someone's secret speciality. He's a fucking problem.



“Jesus, you’re-“ he cuts himself off with a groan. “I don’t even know what to do with my hands.”

“Whatever you want. Just feel, whatever is natural.” Shane murmurs without pulling away.

Hayden laughs breathlessly. “I am feeling. That’s the problem.”

Shane moans softly and looks up again, holding his gaze as he takes him deeper.

Hayden swears again, louder this time. “You’re so good at this.”

Shane adjusts slightly, he slows down, then builds again, letting Hayden ride the edge instead of rushing him over it.



Shane pulls back briefly, lips brushing upward slowly.

When he finally eases away completely, Hayden is flushed, breathing hard, and his eyes are unfocused.

He lets out a whimper for the loss of contact.

Shane stands slowly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.



“Do you want to go further?” He asks seriously.

Hayden doesn’t take a moment before saying. “Yeah, I really fucking do.”

“This stays physical.” Shane says, in a firm voice. “We don’t complicate it. We don’t bring it into the locker room. We don’t turn it into something it’s not.”

Hayden is nodding his head over and over very fast. “Okay.”

“And if you panic, you tell me. If you’re unsure during this, you tell me. You don’t push through just to prove you can.”

“I don’t think that will be a problem, but yeah I promise.” Hayden says.



Hayden grabs Shane’s wrist suddenly before he can step away.

His dick is still hanging out, his sweats are tossed across the room.

“My turn,” Hayden says almost growling.

Shane raises an eyebrow. “You sure?”

Haydens eyes are dark. “I want to.”

Hayden is still breathing like he just sprinted a mile when he reaches for Shane again.



“You ever done this?” Shane asks, not mocking him just assessing the situation.

“If I haven’t kissed a man before, what makes you think I have sucked a dick?” Hayden asks.

“Men are a lot more impersonal than women, it is possible.” Shane says earnestly.

“I have never done this. But I’ve thought about it, a lot.”



“Okay,” he says softly. “Come here.”

Hayden leans in, kissing him first before going lower, his mouth warm and unhurried at first, like he’s giving himself a second to adjust to the reality of what he’s about to do.

“Watch me and my reactions,” Shane murmurs, fingers sliding into Hayden’s hair. “If I make a sound, remember what you were doing.”

Hayden smirks slightly. “Oh, I will.”

He lets Hayden guide him back, he takes his sweats off and folding them over the side of the couch.



Hayden drops between his knees, hands sliding up Shane’s thigh with a growing confidence.

He looks up once, and the look on his face is not nervous. Its hungry.

His eagerness makes Shane’s dick twitch.
When his mouth closes around Shane for the first time, there’s a tiny hitch, a second of figuring it out, and then Hayden adjusts quickly, like he’s solving something in real time. A low moan slips out of Shane before he can swallow it back.



Hayden learns fast. Hayden is paying attention to every shift in Shane’s breathing, every small sound, every subtle movement of his hips.

“Oh,” Shane manages to mutter, amused and impressed all at once. “Okay.”

Hayden is testing pressure, testing depth, testing reaction.

He watches Shane’s face the entire time.

“You like that?” Hayden asks, voice muffled but cocky already.

Shane lets his head tip back. “Don’t get ahead of yourself.”

Hayden grins and goes deeper.



His hands are exploring lower on Shane, one hand gripping his balls while the other is slowly rubbing his gooch, until his finger brushes against Shane’s asshole.

Shane lets out a louder moan now, surprised with how good and easy this is coming to Hayden.

He pauses only long enough to spit into his palm, before reaching again with his finger slick.



Shane’s breath stutters.

“You’re-“ he starts, then cuts himself off with a low laugh. “You’re enthusiastic.”

Hayden’s voice drops down to a tease. Pulling his hand away. “You don’t want enthusiastic captain?”

Shane’s eyes darkened. He likes being called captain in this moment.



The word in Hayden’s mouth does something filthy to him. Not because it makes him bigger. Because it doesn’t make him smaller. Hayden’s mouth is on him, fingers brushing almost inside of him, calling him captain like it’s praise instead of authority. And Shane loves it. Loves that he can be on his back, hips lifting shamelessly, asking for more, and still be the one who runs the room tomorrow. Loves that Hayden is looking up at him like this and still using the title like it belongs there. It doesn’t strip him of anything. It makes it hotter.

“I didn’t say that, put your fingers back now."



Hayden listens, pressing his fingers slowly in while his mouth stays wrapped around him, working harder now, deeper and a lot more determined. Shane grabs his hair hard. “Jesus, Hayds.”

Hayden groans around him, the vibration sending a jolt up Shane’s spine.

“Holy fuck,” Hayden breathes when he pulls back just enough to speak.

Shane smirks down at him.



His fingers move with intention now. He is working in a rhythm with his mouth and fingers like he instinctively understands that it’s the combination that matters.

Shane’s hips lift slightly before he can stop himself.

Hayden notices and flips Shane over.

Shane follows Hayden into the position he is placing him in.

Hayden has Shane’s ass in his face and slowly starts planting kisses around the cheeks.

He then opens them up and slams his tongue in fast and hard, continuing to use his fingers on him opening him up.

Shane lets out a moan that borders on a cry.



“Oh,” Hayden laughs. “You like that don’t you. You’re a filthy boy, captain.”

Shane laughs breathlessly. “Don’t sound so proud.”

“I am proud,” Hayden says, pushing a little deeper inside Shane, curling his fingers finding Shane’s prostate.”

“Fuck,” Shane breathes, eyes squeezing half shut for a second before he forces himself to look back at Hayden.

Hayden is watching him while his tongue is plunged inside him like he’s memorizing every reaction.

“You’re so fucking hot like this,” Hayden says, almost reverent but still rough around the edges.



Shane’s stomach tightens at that. “Keep talking,” he says without thinking.

Hayden smirks and obeys.

“You’re shaking,” he says. Then smacks Shane’s ass and Shane whimpers. “You like when I get a little rough?”

Shane nods. The combination of his tongue in Shane’s ass, his fingers working him open, and the sting of his slap makes his vision blur.



Shane’s breath turns heavier now. “Okay,” he says, shifting slightly. “Okay, slow down.”

Hayden pulls back instantly, eyes flicking up in concern. “Too much?”

“No,” Shane says with a smirk, “Just making sure you don’t think you’re in charge.”

Hayden looks at him daringly. “Oh,” He says softly. “I think my captain likes to be manhandled.”

Shane meets his gaze. “I do.”



Hayden looks up at Shane with something darker now.

“I want to fuck you.” He says, voice rough. There’s no joke in it.

Shane studies him carefully.

“You sure? We’ve done a lot, but you've never done that.”

“I haven’t done this before, but I’ve had a lot of sex, I am not clueless.”

Shane nods slowly, they have already done a lot and he would be lying if he said he wasn’t dying to be fucked.



Shane sits up. “Okay. If either of us needs to stop, we stop.”

Hayden nods.

“And don’t panic if I tell you to go harder.”

Hayden’s eyebrows lift. “Harder?”

“I like being overpowered,” Shane says casually. “I like being fucked hard. Can you do that?”

Hayden exhales slowly, something almost feral flickering across his face. “I can tell you do. Yes I can do that.”



Shane stands slowly and holds out his hand. “Bedroom,” he says.

Hayden takes his hand without hesitation.



Hayden barely makes it through the doorway before he’s kissing Shane again.

Shane laughs against his mouth because this is Hayden, because this is the same guy who texts him memes everyday, and has been his travel buddy for years, the guy who knows him almost better than he knows himself in a lot of ways.

And now he’s pushing him toward the bed like he’s starving for Shane.

“You’re impatient,” Shane says, fingers curling into Hayden’s chest.

“You said you like being overpowered,” Hayden mutters back, breath hot against his mouth. “Don’t complain now.”

Shane grins. “Oh, I’m not complaining.”



Hayden backs him up until the backs of Shane’s knees hit the mattress and then he pushes him down onto the bed fast.

Shane lands on his back and props himself up on his elbows, watching Hayden pull his shirt off in a swift motion.

“Jesus,” Hayden breathes, staring at Shane. “You look unreal.”

Shane rolls his eyes slightly, but there’s heat blooming across his chest.

“You’ve seen me shirtless a thousand times Hayds.”

“Not like this,” Hayden says his eyes are so filled with lust.

He climbs onto the bed and crawls over him, hands sliding over Shane’s waist, then his stomach, his chest. Exploring him completely like he’s been waiting for permission for years.



“You’re staring.” Shane teases softly.

“I’m allowed,” Hayden shoots back. “You told me to.”

Shane laughs, then gasps when Hayden’s mouth finds his neck, biting just enough to make it sting.

“Fuck,” Shane blurts out.

Hayden grins against his skin. “Yeah?”

“Don’t get cocky.” Shane says back laughing.



Hayden’s hands slide lower, gripping Shane’s hips, his fingers digging in enough it leaves a slight ache. “You want me to go hard?” He leans in close to Shane and says.

“I want you to stop talking about it.” Shane says amused.



That does it. Hayden kisses him again, deeper now, and a lot rougher, one of his hands is braced beside his head while the other drags down Shane’s body possessively. “You are so fucking hot Shane, you have no idea.” Hayden mutters against his mouth.

Shanes arches slightly beneath him.

“I have some idea.” Shane says with a smirk.



Hayden lets out a laugh. “God, you’re insufferable now. Gay Shane Hollander is insufferable.”

“And you’re obsessed.” Shane leans in and says.

Hayden concedes to that. “I think you will have the whole NHL at your door trying to fuck you if they know this is an option.”



He kisses down Shane’s chest, gripping onto his pec until he finds himself between Shane’s thighs again.

Instead of doing what Shane wants in that moment and putting his dick back into his mouth, Hayden starts sucking and planting kisses around his upper thighs. Brushing his mouth slightly over his dick before moving to the other thigh.

Shane is panting. But Hayden is enjoying every moment slowly.

After what feels like 20 minutes of torture, Hayden puts Shane’s cock back into his mouth.

His hands are confident now, roaming without any hesitation.

He is squeezing, gripping, mapping him.



Shane pulls up for a second to grab some stuff from his nightstand, condoms and a bottle of lube. He tosses the bottle at Hayden and Hayden complies right away.

He glides his fingers back inside Shane, one, then a second, then adding a third.

Shane’s breathing starts to break apart. “Hayds- fuck me. Please, please fuck me”



The plea surprises him. So does how good Hayden is at this. Pleasuring Shane. It is his first time with a guy and he is unbelievably good at it.

Shane grabs Hayden by his hair and pulls him back up for another kiss, hard enough that their teeth knock together briefly.

Hayden’s eyes flash.



He grabs the condom, and comes up between Shane’s legs, Shane wraps them around his waist and Hayden pushes inside of him fast.

He guides himself forward slowly, not forcing, watching Shane’s face the entire time as he presses in.

Shane gasps out. Hayden’s penis has a slight bend to it and it feels unreal inside of him.

He starts pumping into Shane, slow at first. Hayden is looking at him like he’s something unreal.

Shane doesn’t shrink from it. He lets himself be looked at.



“You still good?” Hayden asks, his voice is rough.

“Yes.” Shane can barely get out.

“Say it.” Hayden demands.

“I’m good. I’m so good.”



He’s not asking for reassurance.

He’s asking to hear it.

He wants the confirmation.

Wants to know he can push and not be punished for it.



Hayden leans in and kisses him again.

Shane is moaning out, unable to control himself. “Hayds holy shit.”

“You like this.” Hayden mutters, almost in awe.



He makes no attempt to deny it or pretend this is something being done to him. He is choosing it, actively and without flinching, and that might be the hottest part.

Hayden’s eyes are glazed over when he says, “You like when I’ve got you like this.”

He repositions himself, his grip is firmer now, moving his hips in circular motions a bit faster.

Shane’s fingers tangle in the sheets. “You have no idea how long I’ve thought about this,” he admits quietly.

“You feel so good Shane.”



The way Hayden keeps talking, keeps praising him like he’s something to be unraveled, makes him throb. He didn’t realize how much he likes being described while it’s happening. Likes hearing what he’s doing to someone. He likes being told he’s good.



Shane moves his hands from the sheet to grab onto Hayden, who in turn grabs Shane’s wrists briefly and puts them above his head to see what he will do.

“Fuck, fuck fuck.” Shane says.

Hayden groans in response, a deep guttural sound that vibrates through both of them.

“Careful,” Shane exhales sharply. “I might like that too much.”

Hayden’s grin turns dangerous. “Good.”

Hayden keeps pulsing into him. 
“Stop holding back.” Shane forces out.

He doesn’t want careful. He’s had careful his whole life.

Careful was pretending. Careful was waiting for texts that came when they felt like it. Careful was acting like wanting more didn’t burn under his skin. He is done with careful. He wants hands that take. He wants teeth all over him. He wants to be pushed down and told he’s filthy for liking it. And he wants to look up from underneath someone, all giving and needy and shameless, and still knows he owns the room.



“Fuck,” Hayden mutters quietly.

“Stop praising me and do something about it.”

“But you like the praise. You’re a slut for it,” Hayden laughs.

“You might be right,” Shane says, almost whining, “but right now I just want you to fuck me hard.”
So Hayden stops holding back and gives him exactly what he asked for.

Whatever restraint he had left dissolves completely.

He grabs Shane’s ass hard and grabs onto Shane’s leg around him and bites into it enough that it will leave a mark.

He starts moving with more force, finding a rhythm that pulls sounds out of Shane he doesn’t bother hiding.

“You like that?” Hayden groans, voice rough.

Shane lifts his hips to meet him. “Yes.”



Hayden’s hand slides between them then, wrapping around Shane's cock and stroking in time with his thrusts, like he refuses to let Shane come from anything less than both of them working together as a team.



Shane is grinding into Hayden’s thrusts now.

His breath breaks completely.

“Holy fuck-“

The added friction pushes everything higher. Every movement of Hayden’s hips matched by his hand, forcing Shane’s body to respond.

“You’re shaking,” Hayden mutters completely wrecked.

Shane grips his shoulders harder. “Don’t stop.”

“I’m not,” Hayden swears, thrusting harder, stroking faster, losing whatever control he had left.



Hayden leans down and kisses him hard while still moving, swallowing the sounds Shane can’t control anymore.

When he finally cums, Hayden loses composure completely, swearing Shane’s name openly as his body tightens and his movement breaks apart.

Shane follows seconds later, breath ripped from him as Hayden’s hand keeps moving through it. Dragging the climax out until Shane’s body locks and then releases all at once beneath him.

This isn’t just pleasure, it feels like confirmation. His body hasn’t betrayed him, hasn’t turned him into something lesser for wanting this. It costs him nothing.



He is wrecked and glowing at the same time. There is sweat cooling on his spine and teeth marks on his thigh and not a single part of him feels smaller. If anything he feels more empowered. Like something inside of him finally aligned instead of fighting itself. He was never too soft, never too much, never wrong for wanting this. He was just boxed in, and now he isn’t. He is unleashed.



For a long moment neither of them moves.

Then Hayden drops down beside him, his chest heaving, staring at the ceiling like he just survived something.

Hayden is still breathing hard beside him.
When Shane turns his head, Hayden smiles at him the way he always does, that loose grin that shows up after a good practice or a clean win. There’s no hesitation in it, no second glance like he’s checking whether something fundamental has changed.

The man next to him is still the same one who lines up beside him at centre ice, still the same one who looks to him in the room before a game when the noise is building and everyone needs direction. That hasn’t gone anywhere.
Shane waits for the drop. For the subtle tilt in the way Hayden looks at him. For the moment where something recalibrates. It doesn’t come.
Hayden’s expression isn’t softer. He isn’t looking at him like he is less of a captain. He isn’t looking at him like wanting to be fucked erased the fact that he is Shane Hollander. If anything, there’s a kind of satisfaction in it, like he’s impressed and not surprised.

Like the player who drags a team through a third period and the man who just begged to be fucked aren’t in conflict at all.

And for the first time in his life, Shane feels it click into place.
He has spent years moving through the world like there was a choice to be made. That he could be the generational hockey talent, the one who could dominate a game, take control of a bench, drag a team through a third period by sheer force of will. Or he could be gay.

The guy who wanted to be on his knees, who wanted to be opened up, who wanted to give and take and not hold back.

He was taught, clearly and repeatedly, in a hundred quiet and loud ways, that those two men could not coexist. Not in this league. Not in this culture. Not if he wanted to stay on top.

It wasn’t subtle or imagined. It was in the locker room jokes that went unchecked, in the slurs tossed around like punctuation, in the way queerness was treated as weakness, distraction, liability.

It was in the understanding that respect was conditional, that dominance and manliness came with rules.
So he learned how to split himself. He learned what to show and what to bury. He learned how to let one version of himself breathe only in private, in hotel rooms with the lights low and the door locked, while the other version skated under arena lights and carried a franchise on his back.

He convinced himself that was discipline, that it was maturity, that it was the cost of staying untouchable while doing the thing he loved most.
And now he’s lying here, legs heavy, body humming from being fucked, and the guy beside him is looking at him the same way he always does before a game. Like he’s the captain. Like he’s the one who sets the tone. Like he’s the best player in the room. Nothing has cracked. Nothing has been stripped away.
The same hunger that drives him into corners, that makes him refuse to give up an inch of ice, that makes him demand more from himself and everyone around him, is the hunger that had him pulling Hayden closer and telling him not to hold back. It is not a contradiction. It is the same engine running in two different arenas.
There is no choice being demanded of him anymore between being respected and being wanted by other men. He doesn’t have to carve pieces off himself to be elite. He can be a hockey god and still be filthy, and the ice will still answer to him.



Shane rolls onto his side and studies him.

Hayden turns his head slowly. “Okay,” he mutters. “I get it now.”
Shane smirks. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.”



For a few seconds neither of them speaks.

They stare at the ceiling, breathing hard.

Then Hayden lets out this half-choked laugh that he tries to swallow and absolutely fails.

“Are you laughing at me?”

Hayden shakes his head, still grinning, still catching his breath. “No. I’m laughing because I just had sex with you.”

Shane snorts. Then goes into a fully belly laugh. 

“You are my captain.”  Hayden says.

“I know. And you loved saying it while doing very dirty things to me.”

Shane said with enjoyment. 

Hayden groans and drops his arm over his eyes. “Oh my god, I am so embarrassing.”

Shane continues laughing now, the kind that makes his stomach ache a little.
There’s something about it that feels.. easy.

Just the absurdity of it.

“We really do make a good team,” Shane says after a second, rolling onto his side.
Hayden lowers his arm and looks at him.

“You’re insufferable.”

“Efficient,” Shane corrects.

Hayden studies him for a moment longer than necessary, expression softening just a little.

“Yeah,” he says quietly. “That was.. really good.”

Shane watches his face carefully.

There’s no regret there. Just someone sitting inside something new.

“You good?” Shane asks.

Hayden nods. “Yeah. You?”

“Yeah.”



Hayden hesitates again, then pushes himself upright.

“Stay there,” he says, already sliding off the bed.

Shane raises an eyebrow. “Where are you going?”

“I’m not a monster,” Hayden replies, disappearing into the bathroom.

Shane hears the faucet turn on, the cabinet open, drawers shifting.

He lies back for a second, staring at the ceiling, letting the aftershocks fade.

This feels different than anything he’s done before.

This wasn’t hidden.

Hayden made a choice coming here, he had thought about it and talked about it with Jackie and they had a proper conversation before hand to discuss what it meant and what it would mean moving forward.



Hayden comes back with a washcloth and tosses it lightly onto Shane’s stomach.

Shane takes the cloth and wipes himself up, tossing the cloth toward the laundry basket.

Hayden comes and sits back down in the bed beside him.



“So,” Shane says finally, nudging Hayden’s knee with his own. “We’re good, right?”

Hayden says it without adjusting himself, without performing reassurance. The look he gives Shane is the same one he gives him before a face off, locked in its focus, like he trusts him and expects to be trusted back. “Yeah. We’re good. I still love my wife. I still love my life. Don’t panic.” He smirks slightly. “But wow. That was different. And good. And really hot.”



Shane realizes he doesn't feel panicked at all.

“Shane Hollander,” Hayden continues, pointing at him, “you are going to be a menace to the men of Canada.”

Shane grins. “I’m hoping to be a menace all over North America.”



The idea of it sends something warm through him, not nerves exactly, more like anticipation stretching out in all directions.

Different men. Different bodies. Different reactions to his mouth, his hands, the way he moves when he stops pretending he doesn’t want it.

He knows now this isn’t rare, and it isn’t a fluke. Two elite players have looked at him and wanted him without hesitation.

That isn’t coincidence. It makes him wonder, with a flicker of arrogance he doesn’t bother suppressing, how many more would if the door were open.

He doesn’t need romance right now. He wants experience. He wants to learn the range of himself. He wants to see how many ways his body can be answered, and he is not going to apologize for that.



Hayden laughs under his breath. “Shit, man. You are unleashing yourself on a world that absolutely cannot handle how pretty you are.”

Shane’s smile turns smug. “Aww, Hayds. You think I’m pretty?”

Hayden groans immediately. “Shut up, dude. Don’t make it weird.”

“You brought it up.”

“I was being objective.” Hayden smacks him playfully on the chest.

“Objectively pretty.”

“Stop.”

Shane laughs again, softer this time.

“Yeah,” he says after a second. “It was weirdly comfortable.”

Hayden nods slowly. “Yeah.”



“I’d do it again,” Shane adds casually.

Hayden turns toward him sharply. “You would?”

Shane shrugs one shoulder. “Yeah. I mean. We shouldn’t make it a whole emotional situation. It has to stay physical. And I’m a baby gay out in this world, Hayden. I am going to need to explore and spread my wings.” He says it with mock seriousness.



Hayden stares at him for a second. “Spread your wings,” he repeats. “You sound like a Disney princess.”



“I am blossoming,” Shane says, entirely too pleased with himself.

“You’re unbearable,” Hayden mutters.

“But you’re intrigued,” Shane shoots back.

Hayden huffs a laugh. “I just think it’s very brave of you to announce to the entire continent that you’re hot and available.”



Shane grins wider. “Thank you.”



Hayden shakes his head.

“But yeah,” Shane continues, more grounded now. “As long as it doesn’t get weird. Especially if I’m you know. With other people. This can happen sometimes. As long as nothing changes on the ice. We’re still best friends who can hang out and not fuck. We’re not sharing hotel rooms on the road and turning it into a routine.”

Hayden nods immediately. “Yeah. No. That would be too far. I’m a married man.”



Shane studies him.“You think she’s actually going to be fine with this?”

Hayden shrugs. “She married me knowing I’m curious about everything, she is too. I’ll talk to her. I’m not hiding anything.”

Shane nods slowly. “Okay.”

They sit there for another second.

Just two guys who just crossed a line and somehow still feel like themselves.



“You hungry?” Hayden asks eventually.

“Starving,” Shane replies.

“Good. Because I brought snacks.”



They pull their clothes back on casually, they aren’t rushing or avoiding eye contact.

They wander back into the living room like nothing catastrophic happened.

They turn the movie back on.

Ten minutes later, Hayden is passed out on the couch, head tipped back, mouth slightly open.

Shane sits there watching him for a moment then shakes his head.

“Menace,” he mutters to himself softly.

Then he grabs a blanket and tosses it over him before heading to his room to go to sleep.

The world feels different. Not worse, just wider.





####





The next morning Shane wakes up to quiet.

A regular morning light creeping through the blinds.

Hayden is already gone.

There’s a note on the kitchen counter written in slightly rushed handwriting.



Had to get home before the girls wake up.

Don’t spiral. We’re good.

See you Friday.

-H



He doesn’t want a boyfriend. Not right now. He doesn’t want to be absorbed into someone else’s orbit. But he wouldn’t mind this - the laughter after, the easy conversation, the possibility of a drink or a movie or falling asleep on a couch without it turning into a claim. Sex doesn’t have to be a contract. It can just be connection.

Shane stands there for a second longer than necessary.



He tosses the note in the garbage before pouring his coffee and leaning against the counter, phone in his hand, thumb hovering over Ilya’s name without opening the thread.

There’s no reason to text him.

He doesn’t owe him an explanation.

Whatever that was in Boston ended the way it ended.

It doesn’t need a follow up statement.

Last night was about something else entirely.
This doesn’t feel like replacement. It feels like he’s been underestimating himself. For years he acted like there was only one option, one lane he was allowed to drive in. That was his own mistake. There was never just one set of hands he was built for. There was never just one version of him allowed to exist.

He isn’t orbiting anyone anymore. He is the centre.



He hadn’t been waiting to be chosen.

He had chosen.
And nothing collapsed.
 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    First of all, thank you for the unhinged amount of love on Chapter 1.
I see you, I respect you, and I am slightly afraid of you.

The sexual confidence era of Shane Hollander has only just begun. He is not easing into it or dipping a toe in to test the temperature, he is cannonballing straight into it and trusting the splash.

Future sex scenes will not all be quite this.. thorough. This one starts off slow and almost innocent because it's Hayden’s first time with a man and Shane's first time outside of Ilya, and they are both a little shy about it until they absolutely are not. I wanted it to feel like that climb from uncertainty to Shane fully stepping into his empowered slut era, while Hayden, someone who has never been with a man, proceeds to be offensively good at sucking dick and fingering assholes and seems to know exactly what he is doing.. extremely suspicious. I meant to keep this reasonable, I truly did, but I started writing it and did not stop because I was having too much fun. Shayden happened. It was hot. I stand by my choices.

Next chapter, Shane sits down with TSN for a one-on-one interview to come out publicly before opening night, and after that everything tips into chaos as Twitter implodes, players spiral, and the league collectively loses its composure. We are just getting started.

For the fellow detail gremlins among us, I built out Shane’s full 2014–2015 game schedule, away and home, so I can follow along properly while writing his rendezvous and sexscapades with appropriate geographic accuracy, if anyone would be interesting in seeing that please let me know.

I am making up a lot of players from different teams, but if there is anyone in canon you have been quietly or loudly hoping would end up in Shane Hollander’s bed, now is the time to make your case because I am extremely open to corruption.
And I am absolutely not opposed to threesomes.

Ilya will be re-entering the narrative very soon, along with the rest of the world.

Shane Hollander, certified menace, has officially been unlocked.

If you enjoy emotionally layered spirals and long-form character devastation, my fic What Happened in the Silence remains my cathedral for that energy, and I would love for you to check it out.

And if this made you laugh, gasp, clutch something dramatic, or send a message to a friend at an unreasonable hour, I love hearing about it. Comments, chaos, and unhinged reactions are always welcome.

Go spread the gospel of Menace Shane. Recruit others. I need witnesses.


  


      

  












      Chapter 3: I am very much single
  


    Chapter Summary

    On the eve of opening night, Shane Hollander does something no one in the league expects.
He comes out publicly, on his own terms, in his own voice, and makes it clear that hockey is still his first priority.
The league reacts and his phone explodes.
In Boston, Ilya Rozanov watches the interview in silence and realizes that something he once treated casually no longer belongs to him.
Shane Hollander is single.
And the entire NHL just heard it.



    Chapter Notes

      I had to let Shane have this moment properly.
Yes, the fic is still called Shane Hollander is a Slut.
No, we have not abandoned the thesis.
But before he starts collecting the league like Pokémon cards, he needed to stand up in front of it and claim himself without flinching.
This is the hinge chapter.
He gets to be powerful before he gets reckless.
Please enjoy the calm before the league realizes what “very much single” actually means.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Montreal 

Oct 7th 2014

Shane POV



Shane pours coffee into his favourite mug and leans against the counter in his kitchen, phone in his hand, thumb hovering over Ilya’s name without opening the thread.

There’s no reason to text him. He doesn’t owe him an explanation.

Whatever that was in Boston ended the way Shane wanted it to.

He doesn’t need to follow it up with a statement or a warning about what’s about to unfold.

Tonight is about something else entirely.



He turns on his TV to TSN and sees it.

A banner running along the bottom of the program.

“Tonight at 7PM – James Duthie sits down one-on-one with Montreal Metros captain Shane Hollander ahead of opening night. Tune in.”



There is no context or angle to the conversation, just a mention to tune in, and he stares at it for a second longer than necessary. No one knows what he’s about to say.

The only people who know are the ones who heard it in the fluorescent locker room two weeks ago, the ones who have, luckily for him, kept his secret and let him come out on his own terms.



He wonders, briefly and against his own better judgment, if Ilya will watch it live or catch the clip later when it inevitably spreads across the league.

There’s no scenario where he doesn’t see it. The question isn’t whether he will, but how he’ll take it.

Shane sets the phone face down on the counter before his thoughts can wander further.

Ilya’s reaction is not the variable he’s solving for today.



He showers and eats, then grabs his iPad, replaying zone entries and defensive rotations until the repetition pulls him into something predictable and controlled. Hockey has always been the cleanest part of his life, following patterns and angles, adjustments that make sense when executed properly.

Coming out doesn’t change any of that.

If Shane carries confidence through this, then anyone who tries to make it bigger will be the one exposed.





####



By the time he dresses in the clothes J.J. picked out for him, loudly insisting they give him swagger, and heads toward the Bell Centre, the nerves aren’t gone.

They sit under his skin like static, pointed somewhere useful. He isn’t walking into an ambush, he asked for this interview.

He is going to say it in his own voice before anyone else reshapes it into something he doesn’t recognize. 

When he steps into the media studio overlooking the ice, the rink visible through the glass below, the decision of what he is about to do crowds his chest until he can’t ignore it.

And beneath that, there is something clearer than fear.

Unmistakable relief.

After tonight, he won’t have to carry it like a device waiting to detonate anymore.



#####



They film it in one of the media studios inside the Bell Centre that overlooks the ice.

Shane chose this space himself because he wanted the rink visible somewhere in the background, even if it blurred out on camera.

If he was going to say this publicly, it needed to feel connected to hockey first, not detached from it.

This building, this ice, this city has always been the centre of his life, everything else exists around it, not the other way around.
TSN promoted the sit-down all day as a season preview with the captain of the Montreal Metros before opening night.

There were no hints about what he planned to say.

That mattered. He didn’t want headlines prewriting his words.

He didn’t want this framed as a confession, he wanted it framed as preparation.

As part of getting ready to win.
James Duthie sits across from him. The crew had already gone through framing twice. The questions were all approved. Nothing here is off-script, even if it looks conversational.

James and his mom had spoken a few days prior about what the interview would cover, and Shane had been met with kindness from the start, which he had expected.

It was strategic to pick him for this interview. Duthie understood hockey first and spectacle second, and he had been publicly supportive of the LGBTQ community and inclusion in sports for years.

If this was going to live inside the game instead of being framed as a sideshow, it needed to stay in hands like his.

This wasn’t about stepping outside the sport. It was about refusing to be removed from it.
The red light comes on.

James smiles. “Shane, tomorrow night the Metros open the season here in Montreal. There’s a lot of expectation around this group. How are you feeling heading into this year?”
Shane exhales softly through his nose. “I feel good about us,” he says. “Camp had good tempo. The team feels connected. We added depth in the off season. The rookies came in prepared. There’s a confidence there, but nobody thinks we’re owed anything. We haven’t won anything yet. This league doesn’t hand you respect. You take it.”
James nods. “You’ve grown into this captaincy role quickly. What’s the tone in that locker room right now?”

“Focused,” Shane replies. “We’ve talked about consistency. Last year we had stretches where we were dominant and stretches where we let things slip. This year the expectation is that our baseline is higher. We don’t want to be the team people are just excited about in October. We want to be the one they’re still talking about in June.”
James watches him carefully. “And personally? How do you feel heading into year five?”

Shane adjusts himself slightly in his chair. “I feel clear,” he says. “I know what I’m chasing. I know what this city expects, and what I expect from myself. That hasn’t changed.”
James gives another small nod. “I know you asked for this interview not just to talk about the season, but because you wanted to address something before opening night.”

Shane nods once. “Yes.” His voice doesn’t change. He doesn’t let it change. “Two and a half weeks ago, on the first day of this season’s training camp, I told my teammates I am gay. And today, before starting this season, I’ve decided to share that publicly.”
James doesn't react theatrically. “Why now?”

“Because the timing makes sense,” Shane says. “I’ve been in this league long enough to understand how narratives build. I didn’t want this surfacing mid-season and turning into noise around the team. I wanted to say it clearly before puck drop so we can move forward. The focus belongs on hockey, on this group. I wasn’t going to let anything drift into October that could have been handled in September.”
James leans slightly forward. “So this is about control.”

“It is about transparency,” Shane says. “This doesn’t change how I play or my responsibilities to this team as captain. It removes something that didn’t need to stay private anymore.”

James smiles at him. “You are now the first openly gay active NHL player. That’s significant.”

“I’m aware of that,” Shane says. “But I don’t see it as redefining my career. I’m still the same player. My expectations haven’t changed. I will score the same goals or hopefully even more. If coming out and visibility helps someone else feel less alone, that’s meaningful. Tomorrow night I’m still lining up for first shift. And I expect to win that first draw and set the tone the way I always have.”
James pauses, then asks carefully. “What do you think this means for hockey culture moving forward.”

Shane holds his gaze. “Hockey culture has work to do,” he says. “Professional sports in general do. There’s tradition in locker rooms. Some of it builds connections, some of it comes from eras where certain jokes or language went unchallenged and still lingers today. I knew that walking in. There is work that needs to be done to make it safer for players to live authentically moving forward. But that work happens while we compete. It doesn’t replace the competition.”
James has an interested look on his face. “So there was fear for you.”

“Yes,” Shane says plainly. “There was fear, and I’ve lived with it for a long time.” He continues without any dramatics. “I am fortunate to have positional security and respect in the locker room. I’m the captain. I know my value as a player. That changes the equation. Not everyone has that insulation. I earned that insulation, with years of production and showing up. That matters in this league.”
James follows that. “So it could have gone differently.”

“Yes,” Shane says. “If I were younger. If I were fighting for a roster spot. If I didn’t have the leverage of being the player I am. The response might have been different. That’s real.”

James lets that breathe. “What do you want it to look like in the future?”

“I want a future where someone doesn’t have to be a captain or a star for this to go well,” Shane says firmly. “Where a rookie or a veteran or anyone on the team can say it and the conversation lasts five minutes and then everyone gets dressed and goes to practice. We’re not fully there yet. But I am hoping I can help move it towards that. And then we go run drills and we go win games.”

James nods slowly. “But in your case, your teammates were supportive?”
Shane smiles fully now. “In my case, they were very supportive.” Shane pauses for a moment. “There were questions and a lot of curiosity which I welcomed completely. There wasn’t any hostility, at least none that I felt and I’m grateful for that. But I don’t confuse my experience with a universal one, especially in a male dominated sport like hockey that has years of homophobia deeply rooted into it. I also don’t confuse support with softness. We still hold each other accountable. That’s what good teams do.”

James repositions himself straightening up taller in his chair. “What was it like carrying this privately while building your career.”
Shane exhales carefully, really thinking about the answer. “Professional sports are already intense. Everything is evaluated through your performance, media presence, and your public image. When you have to add self-editing about who you are on top of that, it becomes mental work layered onto an already really physical career. I was always choosing my stories carefully, adjusting my language to meet the standards of being a hockey player. I was always aware of who was in the room, hyper-aware of my body language and the words I was using, trying to mirror the men around me until it became exhausting. Trying to pretend to talk about women, being questioned about dating and my sex life. Over time, that adds up. It’s energy that could have gone into recovery, onto the ice, into getting better.”
James nods. “But you did it for all these years anyways, so was there a breaking point?”

“It wasn’t dramatic,” Shane says. “It was gradual. I reached a point where I’d rather spend my energy on my game than on protecting a narrative about myself. I was becoming tired, and I’d rather spend that energy chasing a championship.”

James looks down briefly at his notes. “There will be critics.”

“There always are,” Shane says calmly. “That’s professional sports. If I miss an open net tomorrow, someone will have an opinion. I have spent years receiving death threats from passionate fans or having people online speculate or rip me apart for every move I make on the ice. I can’t control commentary. I can control how I show up. And how I show up is to compete. That’s never been in question.”
James gives a slight smile. “People watching at home will also be curious about something more personal. So I’ll ask directly. Does this mean Shane Hollander is looking for a very lucky man.”

There’s a hint of amusement and giggles behind the cameras.

Shane smiles back, composed as ever. “I am very much single,” he says. “I never tried finding anyone because I was too scared to be outed. I’m open to connection. But I’m also the captain of what I believe is the best hockey team in the world. That’s always going to be my priority. If I meet someone, they would have to understand the travel, the schedule, the focus it takes to compete at this level. We’re aiming to win the cup this season. That doesn’t change. Montreal doesn’t accept half measures. Neither do I.”
James laughs lightly. “So potential partners should be prepared for long road trips.”

“And very early mornings, and someone who is constantly lost in film sessions, training, and a lot of repetition,” Shane replies. “It’s not as glamorous as people assume. It’s obsessive. And it has to be.”

James smiles again. “I’d like to circle back to something you said earlier. What would you say specifically to a young player watching this who might be struggling privately.”

Shane doesn’t hesitate with his reply. “I’d say your talent doesn’t disappear because of who you love. Your discipline doesn’t disappear. You don’t have to choose between authenticity and excellence. You don’t have to choose between being strong and tough and manly, and being gay.”
He continues then. “And even if you’re not an athlete, your worth isn’t tied to how impressive you are. You don’t need to prove your excellence to deserve to live in your honesty. Whether you’re in a locker room, or a classroom, or sitting at your kitchen table, or wherever else you are in your life, you don’t lose value because of who you love. And if you are an athlete, your job is still to compete. That part doesn’t bend.”
James is nodding along as Shane talks. “And if their environment isn’t ready?”

“That doesn’t mean they’re wrong,” Shane says. “It means culture can lag behind people. That can be frustrating, also very intimidating and isolating, but it doesn’t mean you’re alone. It also doesn’t mean you stop chasing what you came here to chase.”
James leans back in his chair. “Some will frame this as advocacy.”

“I didn’t start this season planning to be a spokesperson,” Shane says. “But I’m not naive about visibility, I already experience that living as an Asian Canadian in a predominately white sport. If this makes conversations in locker rooms easier, in families, in youth programs, that’s meaningful to me. I care about hockey, I care about my team and this league. If I can also contribute to the sport evolving, that’s worthwhile to me. But my job description is still the same. Lead, produce, win.”
“What does tomorrow feel like?”

Shane looks directly at the camera. “It feels like opening night in Montreal. I’m focused on hockey. I’m focused on my team. The rest is part of my life. It doesn’t replace what I’m here to do. If you think I have been lethal on the ice all these years while living with this huge secret, imagine how much more I will be now that I am free to be completely myself. I didn’t come here to be comfortable. I came here to bring this city a Cup. That’s the standard.”
The red light clicks off.

The room exhales. Shane remains seated for a moment longer.

Tomorrow he skates, and that remains the centre of all of this.


####



Ilya POV
The headline hits him out of nowhere.

He isn’t even looking for it. He’s half-watching a preseason recap, scrolling through his phone when a text from Marlow comes in with a link to a live stream.

He clicks and sees the title across the top of his screen.



Shane Hollander Comes Out As Gay Ahead of Season Opener.

Watch the interview with James Duthie here.

For a second his brain refuses to process the sentence. It reads like a parody or some sick joke. Like one of those fake graphics fans make during the off season when they’re bored and wanting attention. He clicks the second link before he can think better of it.



The clip loads. There’s a studio he recognizes immediately, one of the setups they use in arenas for press. The Bell Centre is visible through the glass behind them.

James Duthie is across from him. Shane sits there extremely well dressed, hands loose in his lap, posture easy in the way it always is when he’s in front of the press. Polished in that practiced, media-trained way.



Ilya’s pulse kicks as he turns up the volume, what is this.

They’re mid-conversation already, talking about the season, about expectations in Montreal. Shane sounds like he always does when he’s discussing hockey, analytical and slightly intense in that way that makes reporters call him mature for his age or talk about his Hockey IQ.



Ilya takes his finger and drags it across the stream to bring the interview back a few minutes.

“I know you asked for this interview because you wanted to address something before opening night.”

Ilya goes still as he watches Shane nod once. “Two and a half weeks ago, on the first day of this season’s training camp, I told my teammates I am gay. And today, before starting this season, I’ve decided to share that publicly.”

The words connect and everything inside Ilya goes quiet in a way that almost feels violent.



Gay. Publicly. Two and a half weeks ago.

His mind does the math without permission.

Two and a half weeks ago was right after Boston.

After that night, when Shane stood in his house, eyes unreadable, with all the confidence in the world and refused a kiss like it would cost him something he didn’t intend to spend. After he walked out with that cool composure that left Ilya reeling for days.



Two and a half weeks ago he was telling his team something Ilya had convinced himself still belonged between them.

Ilya leaned forward on his couch without realizing he moved.

He didn’t know, and he feels like he should have.

Some part of him, irrational and deeply unflattering, thinks Shane should have told him first. That he should have been the first person outside that locker room to hear it, included in something this big.

That there should have been a warning, even if it was just a dry text hours before it aired.

They have been hooking up on and off since they were nineteen years old. That history should count for something.

Instead he is finding out like everyone else, through a headline and an interview.



Shane keeps speaking.

He talks about transparency, about not wanting to waste energy protecting a version of himself that doesn’t fit anymore, about knowing his value walking into a room where the outcome isn’t guaranteed.

There is no hesitation in him, and that is what unravels Ilya the most.

This isn’t the Shane who used to hover between bravado on the ice and doubt everywhere else. This isn’t the boy who swallowed feelings and hid them behind awkward politeness. Shane lived with a naivety that Ilya couldn’t get enough of, it was endearing. The man on the screen looks sure of himself in a way that feels almost foreign, certain in a way that no longer bends toward Ilya.



Ilya feels something ugly twisting in his chest.

When did that happen, when did Shane change?

Did it start in Vegas, or did it start somewhere between then and when he showed up in Boston and turned his face away, refusing to let Ilya decide the tone of the night.



James asks about fear. About locker room culture. About how this could have gone differently if he weren’t established.

Shane doesn’t pretend it’s easy. He doesn’t smooth it over with platitudes. He admits there was real fear and that he understood the risk. He admits that not everyone would get the same reception he did. He is calling out the league, and the culture and the homophobia without backing down.

He says he wants it to be easier one day for someone without his position.



Ilya pictures Shane in the locker room telling his teammates. Standing in front of men who hit people for a living, and saying those words out loud. Locker room culture is full of subtle and not so subtle homophobia; he knows Shane has feared being outed for years, yet he walked into that room and said it anyway.

He tries to picture the version of Shane he knows doing that and it doesn’t line up.

And that disconnect rattles him more than the announcement itself.



Then James asks the question that was always going to come.

“Does this mean Shane Hollander is looking for a very lucky man?”

Ilya can hear the faint ripple of laughter and amusement somewhere off-camera.

“I am very much single,” he says.



Single.

The word drops into Ilya’s stomach and refuses to move.

It shouldn’t matter. It does.

Single means available, untethered, free of whatever Ilya once believed was theirs to circle without naming.



Shane is one of the most talented athletes of their generation. He is extremely successful, a leader, polite in public and devastatingly beautiful up close. Men are going to be lining up to get a piece of him. Men who don’t know how easily he softens under the right kind of attention, who have never seen the way praise makes him open.

He leans back slowly, dragging a hand over his mouth before he moves his fingers around the chain on his neck. Playing with it in an attempt to soothe the surge of reaction that hits his body next.

Jealousy comes before he can temper it, ugly in the way it spreads through him.



He pictures Shane with someone else and hates how easily the image forms. Someone laughing in his kitchen. Someone sitting across from him in a restaurant on a date claiming him. Someone reaching for him in public without hesitation and being allowed to stay there. Someone who Shane doesn’t need to decode or compete with pride and distance.



It isn’t just sex that twists in him; it’s access, the ability for openness.

Shane belongs to himself now in a way that feels expansive, and Ilya understands, too late, that whatever claim he thought he had is no longer his to assume.



Ilya thought he had time.

He thought whatever this was would wait for him.

He thought keeping space would keep Shane orbiting, circling back to him, waiting for scraps of approval that Ilya dispensed when it suited him.

He wasn’t trying to be malicious. It was just the cat and mouse game that had worked for them for years.



Instead Shane stepped out of that game entirely. Without asking if Ilya was ready to let him go.

And Ilya did not see it coming. He reaches for his phone before he can talk himself out of it and opens their thread.

He types congratulations; it looks pathetic. He deletes it. He types you looked good. Even worse, he deletes that too.



Anything he writes now reads like a spectator comment. Like he’s lining up with the rest of the league to applaud something he once treated casually.

He ends up just typing a message and presses send before he can second guess it.



Lily: I saw it. You looked good. I am proud of you.



Then he goes and searches Shane’s name online.

His jaw clenches as the clips continue to circulate, reposted, dissected in real time.

All sorts of people throughout the league making Twitter statements. The league account posts a polished statement within hours. Analysts call it historic. Fans argue with predictability in the replies.



Ilya barely sees any of it.

He is stuck on the image of Shane sitting in that chair, speaking clearly, not asking permission, not leaving room for anyone else to define him.

He thought he knew this man, understood the limits of him, how far he would go, what he would risk, what he would protect.

He never factored in this version of him. The one who makes a decision and follows through with it.

The one who looks at the entire league and says this is who I am without glancing sideways to see who flinches.



Marlow: Wow man, Hollander has balls of steel.



Ilya knows this is a stupid American saying but he gets unnecessarily angry hearing Marlow mention Shane’s balls.



Ilya: It will make noise for sure.



Marlow: He is going to be dangerous, I think guys in the league are going to be coming out just to get a chance with him.

Fuck, I think I am straight but I’d even try once if it was Shane Hollander.



Ilya’s blood is now boiling. The thought of Marlow or any of the guys in the NHL touching Shane makes him want to throw up. He will never admit that to Shane though.



Ilya: Gross. Actually disgusting.



Marlow: I know you hate the dude, but don’t be homophobic about it.



Ilya: Not homophobe just don’t want to picture NHL touching Hollander.



Marlow: He is so pretty though, so hot.



Ilya: Shut it Marly. Stay the fuck away from Hollander I am serious.



Marlow: You’re so funny Roz.



Ilya lowers his phone in his lap and stares at nothing for a long moment.

He isn’t jealous, he is disoriented.

He has no reason to be jealous. He refuses to be.

Him and Shane are nothing.

He told him that plainly in Sochi.

Shane can go and live his gay life, Ilya does not care.

He is spiralling in his mind trying to convince himself that he is unbothered.

But beneath that, something colder and more difficult to admit presses in on him.



He miscalculated, and not in a small way.

He assumed whatever existed between them would stay within reach, that Shane would keep circling back, that time would bend in his favour the way it always had.
The world knows. It gets to look at him openly now, say his name without hesitation, step closer without asking permission. And Ilya feels it in a way that has nothing to do with pride.

He is no longer first in something he never admitted he wanted to keep.




####



Shane POV



The interview airs at seven.



He watches it alone on his couch with the volume lower than it should be, like keeping it quiet will keep it manageable. He did the hard part. Now he just needs to wait and see the response. The Bell Centre is blurred behind him on screen, the lighting is soft, James sitting across from him with a smile, and for a second he feels detached, like he is watching a version of himself that exists in a slightly different timeline.



Then he hears it.

Two and a half weeks ago, on the first day of training camp, I told my teammates I am gay.

His phone starts vibrating before the segment even finishes.



He leaves it on the kitchen counter for the first few minutes and lets it buzz, lets the messages stack up while he breathes through the rest of the interview without looking.

When he finally picks it up, the screen is a wall of names and notifications.

The first one he opens is easy, his group chat with his parents.



Mom: So proud of you. Always.

Dad: We love you so much. You are the change we want to see in this world.



He smiles faintly. His mom was in the studio when they filmed it, but that doesn’t make the text unnecessary.

His dad's message hits him in a very specific way.

“Be the change you want to see in the world.” A quote from Gandhi. His dad repeated it often throughout his life, usually when Shane chose the easier route, when he said something unkind because the room expected it. His dad was never one to get mad, he would remind him that not following the grain was hard, that resisting the easier cruelty could cost you socially. But Shane was different. He was a leader. And leaders went first.

Now he is being that change.



He continues to scroll through text messages first before going to twitter and instagram and all the many news articles.



Messages from people he grew up with in hockey.

Evan, who knew him at six years old with missing teeth and impossible confidence.

Coach Lemaire, who once skated him until he threw up for coasting through a drill.

Rick and Laynie, who fed him dinners his rookie year when Montreal felt too big.

They are proud in a way that feels older than the headlines.

The messages kept coming.



J.J. Boiziau:

Glad I helped you pick out your outfit. 

You had swag.

Your DMs are about to explode.



Hayden Pike:

Me and Jackie watched, we are beaming with pride.

Men of Canada and the US are in danger.

You are a menace.



Shane replies to Hayden right away.

Shane: Tell Jackie Thank you.

And yes, I plan to be a danger to society.



Hayden replies almost instantly.

Hayden Pike: Call tomorrow before the game.



He thinks about Jackie and the fact she must know what happened between him and Hayden. He wonders how she is really feeling in this moment, then scrolls and realizes she already texted him too.



Jackie Pike:

Congrats my sweet Shane.

I love you so much.

We are good, before you start worrying.

Also that “I’m single” line was bold.



Shane: I love you too.

Thank you. I’ll see you soon, hopefully.



Shane exhales slowly. He can still feel Hayden’s hands from last night.

He doesn’t feel the familiar aftershock, the quiet spiral that used to start the moment Ilya walked away.

Thank God, he couldn’t deal with anything complicated right now.

They were his best friends. It wasn’t weird, and he is grateful for that.



He has so many text messages coming in, he decides he will read a few more before setting a boundary and taking a break. So far, they have all been positive.



Scott Hunter:

You did it your way and it was bad ass.

Lots of respect.

Lets get some drinks when you play us in New York at the end of the month.



Scott is the captain of the New York Admirals. He is publicly a lot like Shane. Not overly expressive, a veteran, well respected and seen as a good role model.

Shane thinks back to the All-Star game his rookie season, Scott next door while he and Ilya hooked up.

He respects him and is glad someone in his position reached out.



Shane: Yes, for sure I would like that. I’ll reach out closer to the date.

Thank you, by the way. It means a lot coming from you.



He keeps scrolling.



Eric Bennett- New York Admirals goalie:

Very cool Captain.

Next time we play, let’s go for drinks with Hunter and Vaughn.



Keenan Nicholson - Buffalo Blades goalie: Proud of you, man. Block the noise. You know who you are. Play your game.

Mason Turner - Carolina Hurricanes captain: Big move. See you soon.

Tyler Knox - Nashville Vipers right winger: If this means my girlfriend will stop thinking she has a chance with you, I’m thrilled.

He huffs a quiet laugh at Knox’s message.

It feels normal, which might be the best part.



Then a text pops up that makes him pause.



Mateo Alvarez - Detroit red wings captain and star centre.

So.

You’re single single?



Mateo has been skating across from him for years. He is two years older than Shane. He is quick and mouthy. Always one comment away from crossing the line. He kind of reminds him of Ilya in the way he holds himself. Extremely attractive and cocky, incredible on the ice.

Shane types back without stopping himself because he is curious.



Shane: Very.

His pulse jumps before he can pretend it doesn’t.

Three dots appear immediately.



Mateo Alvarez: You’re in Detroit next week.

If you’re free after the game, I know a spot.

Very private, lots of discretion.

We can get a drink.



This one is not ambiguous. It makes him wonder how many players have been quieter than they needed to be.

He smiles a devilish grin that no one is there to see.

He feels the familiar pull of competition under it. Mateo doesn’t just flirt. He tests.

Detroit sits in the same tier as Montreal and Boston. The rivalry is real and old.

He considers a reply for longer than he should, then types..



Shane: We’ll see how you play. Might have to earn it.



He likes that it’s a game. He likes that Mateo understands that language.

He doesn’t owe access to anyone anymore. That feels new.



Mateo Alvarez: Oh I will.

I’ll score a goal.



Of course he would make it about the scoreboard.

Shane hearts the message and closes their text thread.



Carter Vaughn:

Beauty beauty beauty. You’re such a beauty Hollzy.

That was amazing. So proud of you.

I’ll see you in the barn in a few weeks.

Tell me if anyone gives you a problem. I’ll drop the gloves quick.

Maybe let’s do drinks with Hunter and Bennett?



Shane laughs. Carter isn’t hitting on him; beauty is hockey language for respect. Carter is loud and loyal and far more open than most.



Elijah Knots - Chicago Steelhawks star right winger.

Congrats for tonight.

And I mean that.

I’ve missed you.

When you’re in Chicago end of October, if you’d want to grab a drink I’d like that. No pressure.



It doesn’t feel like a dare. It feels like an opening.

Shane actually knew Elijah pretty well. They grew up playing against each other, Elijah being from Toronto and bunked together at hockey camp for two summers.

There was a moment that last summer at camp when a look held half a second too long and neither of them knew what to do with it. But he was fifteen and had no idea what was happening, spending most of his energy pushing down his sexuality.



Elijah was a really good hockey player. Maybe had a higher hockey IQ than Shane, though he would never admit that out loud. He was charming in a more subtle way and extremely good looking.

Shane feels comfortable with him. Safer, somehow. And he doesn’t want to be seen collecting NHL drink invites, giving rumours room to grow.



Shane types back:

It would be really nice to catch up.

I worry if I am seen out having drinks right now people will speculate. 

Maybe I could come to your place? 
Shane presses send without letting himself lose his edge, hoping he isn’t reading this wrong. The thought of a familiar space feels easier than a crowded bar.

Elijah responded quickly.



Elijah: Yes. We will make plans closer to the day.

It feels strange and a little thrilling to be asked openly.



Shane sets his phone down for a moment and stares at the ceiling.

Two NHL players have hit on him within fifteen minutes.



He opens instagram next.

That was a big mistake.



Verified accounts blur together in his inbox. NHL players, other athletes, musicians, actors. Congratulations. Fire emojis. Messages that are not subtle.

He doesn’t have the time or energy to go through them all right now let alone reply to them.

One message stands out though as he is scrolling.



Owen park - Utah Mammoths defensemen:

My little brother watched it with me.

He’s fourteen.

Thank you.



That one stills him in a way none of the other messages have.

He is going to write something properly back in the next few days.

He scrolls back to his text.

There’s one text he hasn’t opened yet.

From Ilya.

He waits a second before tapping it.



Lily: I saw it. You looked good. I am proud of you.



Shane reads it twice.

There are a hundred things he could respond with.

None of them feel right.

He misses Ilya, but he refuses to shrink back down.

Whatever this is now, it will be on his terms.

Shane wants to explore himself, other men, what could be.



Jane: Thank you.



He does not add anything else. He does not ask what he thought like he wants to.

The TV is replaying a clip now. The one of him saying he is very single and open to connection.

He watches his own face say it while his phone holds proof that connection is already knocking. Or at least sex is.



He goes over to twitter.

His name is trending.



#ShaneHollander

#MontrealMetros

#FirstOutNHLPlayer



He scrolls past edits. Pride flags layered over his jersey. Freeze frames of his smile. People arguing. People celebrating. Overwhelming support. Predictable cruelty.



Mateo Alvarez: So is that a yes or are you playing hard to get?

Shane: Earn it.



Then he turns his phone off and tosses it back onto the couch. He has had enough for one night. He needs to focus. Tomorrow is opening night, and he intends to set the tone himself.
 

 

 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    I hope you liked this chapter. I have been obsessing over your comments and love. This has been ridiculously fun to write so far and I am very excited to continue.
Next chapter we are actually getting into shenanigans, and when I tell you I have plans, I have plans.

I saw all your crack ship and hookup suggestions. A lot of them are on my list. I will not confirm most of them because half the fun is the surprise, but I will confirm one thing for sure: Cliff is coming for Shane Hollander.

Shane is building a roster. He is about to do deeply OOC Shane Hollander things.
I was initially going to include social media reactions, mostly Twitter, but quickly realized I am not built to invent convincing tweets. It became deeply tedious and gave me a renewed and aggressive respect for everyone who writes socmed fics. Just know the hockey world was absolutely feral. Analysts were spiraling. Fans were fighting. Group chats were combusting. I love socmeds so much I simply could not survive writing it.

Also yes, if you’re reading my other fic, I did bring Elijah Knots into this universe. He is going to feel different here because the emotional context is different. But I love him, and he absolutely needed to be part of this chaos.

I have come up with some genuinely unhinged scenarios. Delicious ones. I cannot wait to unleash them.
This is still Shane Hollander. Hockey is still number one. But as long as the team is winning, all bets are off and the whoring will continue.
Everyone wants a taste, and Shane does not believe in deprivation. He wants all the flavours.
His diet is strict enough. The least he can do is eat a lot of dicks.

If you love emotional slow burns and character devastation that ruins your week in the best way, my other fic What Happened in the Silence is still very much ongoing.
If this chapter made you feel anything at all, please tell me. Your comments mean more than you know, and I have been obsessively reading every single one.
Spread the gospel of Menace Shane. Recruit responsibly. Or irresponsibly. I am not picky.


  


      

  












      Chapter 4: Win the draw. Worry about my pretty neck later.
  


    Chapter Summary

    Opening night was supposed to be about hockey.
Instead, Shane walks into a media scrum and gets asked about power dynamics, perversion, locker room politics, and whether a captain can still lead if he likes men.
He answers the questions.
Then he wins.
Opposing teammates shake his hand and offer respect. His own teammates volunteer to be wingmen. Mateo Alvarez decides to earn something very specific and very explicit.
A bruise on Shane’s neck survives arena lighting and makes it to centre ice.
A whisper between rivals is visible even if the audio never catches it.
In Boston, Ilya Rozanov rewinds the broadcast until the mark stops looking accidental.
Montreal is 3–0.
And Shane no longer feels the way he used to.



    Chapter Notes

      This chapter contains explicit sex. It is enthusiastic, it is consensual. It is not entirely gentle.

It also contains homophobia. It is not romanticized, centered, or rewarded. In this universe, it exists, but it is far less pervasive and far less protected than it is in our real world. I wanted to keep this story in a place where Shane gets to thrive, but pretending it never shows up at all didn’t feel honest either. It appears. It gets handled. It does not win.

This fic remains canon-divergent, emotionally heightened, and operating in a universe where consequences are real but joy is allowed to exist anyway. The NHL logistics are still vibes based. The sexual politics are intentional. The men are competitive, competent, and spiritually bisexual.

Also, my keyboard has been staging a quiet rebellion. Several keys are jammed and the return button has fully given up on me, so I am currently drafting with the accessibility keyboard like a Victorian novelist possessed. If the formatting looks strange, that is why.

Shane Hollander is very much single.
Proceed accordingly.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  


	

Date

	

Day

	

Home/Away

	

Opponent




	

Oct 08, 2014

	

Wed

	

Home

	

Nashville Vipers




	

Oct 11, 2014

	

Sat

	

Home

	

Ottawa Centaurs




	

Oct 14, 2014

	

Tue

	

Away

	

Detroit Red Wings




	

Oct 18, 2014

	

Sat

	

Home

	

Boston Raiders




	

Oct 21, 2014

	

Tue

	

Away

	

Vancouver Canucks




	

Oct 23, 2014

	

Thu

	

Away

	

New York Admirals




	

Oct 25, 2014

	

Sat

	

Away

	

Chicago Steelhawks




	

Oct 28, 2014

	

Tue

	

Home

	

Buffalo Blades




	

Oct 30, 2014

	

Thu

	

Away

	

Winnipeg Jets




	

Oct 31, 2014

	

Fri

	

Home

	

Carolina Hurricanes






Shane hollanders current roster: Ilya Rozanov.

Hayden Pike.

Montreal

October 8th

Shane’s POV
Shane spends the entire afternoon in media scrum, something he often does before games, but today is a different animal.



What does this mean for the league? What does this mean for young fans? What does this mean for your legacy?



Each time, he redirects. He brings it back to systems, to training camp, to how his team is shaping up this year. He keeps his shoulders square to the semicircle of microphones. His hands rest loosely over one another on the table, though his thumb traces the edge of his knuckle without him fully noticing.



Then one reporter leans forward in his chair, elbows on his knees, voice pitched just high enough to sound curious instead of accusatory.

“Shane, do you worry other teammates will feel uncomfortable in the locker room? There’s a power dynamic here. You’re the captain. Some guys might not feel like they can speak up.”



There it is, the question Shane has been waiting for. Shane blinks once. His jaw presses together before he releases it. He lets the pause sit before answering.

“I would say the power dynamic in this sport has historically favoured straight men,” he says, his gaze fixed on the reporter. “I won’t speak for other players. I’ll speak for myself. I felt uncomfortable in locker rooms for a long time.” He adjusts slightly in his seat, forearms resting more firmly against the table now. “My team knows they can come to me. If they don’t feel comfortable doing that, they can talk to a coach or one of the assistant captains. That’s how leadership works. But that isn’t a problem in my locker room.”
A few pens scratch harder against paper. Another reporter, older, someone who has been around long enough that Shane remembers seeing him in junior, clears his throat. “You want to be celebrated for this. But there are people who think this isn’t bravery. They think it’s perversion. They think it’s something that shouldn’t be anywhere near the face of this league. Why should they be told they’re wrong instead of you?”

There are audible gasps throughout the room. One of the nice reporters Shane likes, named Katelyn, is physically holding her hand over her mouth to stop from saying something. He prepared for all sorts of questions. He isn’t going to give this old man what he wants.



“I am here to talk about hockey,” he says. “If you have further questions about my personal life, I recommend the full sit-down with James Duthie.” He gestures lightly with one hand toward the rink behind him. “Today is about opening night. It’s about this team. I won’t be answering any more questions. See you back later after we win.” Shane rolls his shoulders once as he stands, the fabric of his suit pulling across his back.



He leaves the room and goes straight into the bathroom.

He checks to make sure no one is in the room and looks at himself directly in the mirror.



You’re Shane fucking Hollander.

You are going to win this game.

You are going to carry this season.

And you are going to find someone to fuck you so hard this week it would have that shit old man turning in his future grave.
A few months ago, that guy would have made him crumble. The self-loathing would have come back fast enough to drown him.

It is one thing to scroll past strangers saying disgusting things behind anonymous avatars. It is another to look across a table at someone who has covered your entire career and realize they hate you for something about yourself you can’t change and will not shrink from.

Shane smooths a hand down the front of his jacket before stepping out of the bathroom, reminding himself that opening night, at least, is simple.





####





He pushes the locker room door open and the sound hits him first. Tape ripping. Music low but pulsing through the room. Someone laughing too loud. The familiar smell of sweat and detergent and antiseptic that never quite covers anything.



Hayden is the first one who spots him, because of course he does. He is clearly angry over what just happened out there.

“You good?” Hayden asks. His palm clamps onto the back of Shane’s neck for a second, rubbing his thumb gently against Shane’s neck. “I will happily get fined tonight if I see that old shit anywhere in my sight.”

Shane huffs out a laugh and nudges him off. “You’re not fighting media members.”



J.J is leaning back in his stall, one leg up on the bench, “So, apparently we should get a signup sheet now to shower, since you clearly want us all, and we are so uncomfortable captaine.”

A couple of guys groan. Berkes barks out a laugh. “I worry Shane should be uncomfortable now that we all can openly look at him while he is showering. I mean, our captain is so pretty, it’s hard to keep our eyes off of him.”
Shane rolls his eyes and the edge under his ribs loosens. The logic is ridiculous. He comes out and now they’re threatening to admire him openly like it’s a bonding exercise. He should protest. He doesn’t. “Everyone keep your eyes to yourself, or keep them on me if it makes you happy. I don’t care. I will be minding my business in the shower as usual."



“It will only be a few glances captain, It’s good for team morale.” There’s a ripple of laughter.

Roy doesn’t laugh though. He’s sitting already dressed from the waist down, elbows on his knees, watching everyone. When Shane looks at him, Roy just gives him a small nod. A quiet acknowledgment that reads: I saw it. You handled it.

Shane just nods at him back
Gagnon snaps his gum once and says, “You good with the media circus, or is this going to be every pre-game from now until June?”

“Hopefully June,” Mitty calls from across the room, already half in his pads. “If it stops before June, that means we’re out early and I hate that timeline.”

“You hate every timeline,” Schneider mutters from his stall, fiddling with his laces.
Shane leans back against his locker for a moment, arms folding loosely over his chest. “It’s fine,” he says. “It’s loud right now. It’ll calm down.”

Comeau, who has been unusually quiet, tosses his tape roll into his bag harder than necessary. “Just don’t let it become a distraction,” he mutters. Not looking at Shane. “We’ve got enough going on.”

The laughter in the room stops for a fraction.

Hayden’s head snaps up, jaw flexing, but Shane lifts a hand slightly. He steps forward instead. “It won’t,” he says, not raising his voice. He meets Comeau’s eyes and holds them long enough that it stops being casual. “And if it does, that’s on me. Not on you. Not on this room.”
Comeau hesitates, then shrugs once. “Yeah. Okay.”

The room finds its rhythm again. The music gets turned up a notch. Someone starts arguing about power play assignments. Mitty complains about vibes again.
Shane waits until the noise crests and then drops just enough that his voice can cut through without him having to strain. “Hey.” It isn’t loud, and it doesn’t need to be. Gradually, heads turn. He pushes off the locker and steps into the middle of the room, hands loose at his sides before one comes up to rest against the back of a chair. “I know the last 24 hours have been..” He pauses, discarding three words before one sticks. “A lot.” A few quiet huffs of agreement. “But that part is done for now,” he continues. “Out there is the only thing that matters. Tonight is game one of eighty two games. We are setting the tone for the season here at home.”
He looks around the room as he says it. “At camp, I watched you. The way we moved the puck. The way our D stepped up at the line instead of backing in. The way our third line was hunting in the corners like they had something to prove.” Gagnon lifts his chin slightly at that. “We added depth,” Shane goes on. “But more than that, we added trust. I don’t have to look over my shoulder to know someone’s in position or force plays that aren’t there. We don’t have to be perfect every shift because the next guy is ready.”

“This is the best group I’ve been part of since I got here,” he says. “And I believe that. Not because it sounds good in an interview or makes for a headline. Because I’ve seen how we respond when something goes wrong. I’ve seen how nobody points fingers anymore.”
His gaze flicks briefly, toward Comeau. Then back to the room as a whole. “Tonight is game one. It doesn’t define our season. But it sets a standard. For how we work, how we protect each other, how we handle noise.” He lets it hang for a second. “They can talk about whatever they want outside this room,” he says. “Inside it, we talk about systems. We talk about details. We talk about winning.”
Hayden’s hand smacks against his stall in agreement. “We are not chasing attention,” Shane continues, his jaw flexing once. “We are chasing a Cup. And if we do this right, if we stay connected the way we have been, if we hold each other accountable without turning it personal, there’s no reason we can’t go all the way.” He exhales slowly through his nose. “I trust you,” he says. “Every one of you. And I expect you to trust me the same way. If something feels off, you say it. If something needs fixing, we fix it. Together.”

“So let’s start,” Shane finishes. “One game. One shift at a time. And when we walk back in here after, I want it to be because we played for the guy next to us, not for anything else.” There’s a beat. Then Hayden steps forward and claps him once, hard, between the shoulder blades. “Captain speech,” he announces unnecessarily. “Ten out of ten. I Would follow you into battle.”

J.J. points at Shane with his tape roll. “Yeah, yeah. Very inspiring. Now score first so Mitty doesn’t spiral.”
Mitty lifts both arms. “I spiral regardless. It’s part of my brand.” Laughter breaks the last of the tension. Shane lets it. He reaches for his helmet. For the first time since the scrum, the only thing in front of him is the ice.



####




October 8, 2014
Home vs. Nashville Vipers

Final Score: 4–2 Montreal



The horn sounds and Shane pulls his helmet off slowly, chest rising hard, sweat cooling too fast against the back of his neck.

In the handshake line, Nashville’s captain Rhett Callahan, grips his hand firmly instead of the quick tap most guys do.

“Respect,” Callahan says quietly. “Took guts. Good for you.”

Behind him, their alternate captain, Micah Sorensen, leans in closer. “My little brother watched your interview with our dad, my dad reacted so well that he came out to him. So.. thanks.”

Shane swallows once and nods. “Wow. Thank you for telling me. Tell your brother I am proud of him.”
When he turns away, Hayden crashes into him from the side, arm slung over his shoulders. “You scored two goals and I didn’t even fight a reporter.” Hayden says. “Big night.” Shane smiles into the noise of the crowd and lets the moment stay simple.
1–0.



After the game in the showers he notices that more than a few guys took his joke of looking at him in the shower seriously, there were lots of glances his way and some of them didn’t look innocent.



####
October 11, 2014
Home vs. Ottawa Centaurs

Final Score: 5–1 Montreal



“Captaine gay scores a hat trick,” J.J. is screaming at him lifting him up and laughing.. “This is cinema!”

In the handshake line, Ottawa’s starting goalie, Wyatt Hayes, pulls off his mask before taking Shane’s hand.

“Three on me,” Hayes says, shaking his head with a crooked grin. “I should be annoyed. I’m not.”

Shane gives a small shrug. “You made like forty saves.”

Hayes squeezes once before letting go. “It was good to play against you Hollander, even if we got our asses whooped.”
Next is Evan Dykstra, visor still fogged, chest rising hard.

He clasps Shane’s hand and holds it a fraction longer than protocol.

“Locker rooms can be brutal,” Dykstra says. “You are helping them feel safer”
Then Zane Boodram, Ottawa’s alternate captain, steps in.

Boodram doesn’t smile. He just looks at him directly.

“You didn’t just do that for you,” he says. “Don’t let anyone shrink it into a headline.”

The line moves.
When Shane turns back toward his own end, the ice is still littered with stray hats being cleared by arena staff.

Mitty taps him in the chest with his blocker as they skate off.

“Okay but we’re undefeated since you became inspirational,” Mitty says. “So I’m not changing anything. This is sacred now.”

“it’s only been two games Mitty.” Shane says laughing.

J.J. yells from behind them, “Three goals and socially progressive. We contain multitudes!”

The crowd roars again as they salute.
2–0.
####



October 13th.



It is the day before their game against Detroit. Montreal has just landed, and they head straight to the ice for practice. By early afternoon, they are released.
Mateo has been texting him all week since the interview. Relentlessly.

It started off playful. A simple count down until Shane was in town reminding him he wants to take him for drinks somewhere private the night after their game is done.

Half way through the week he is sending Shane photos of Detroit’s skyline from his balcony with the caption: Room with a view. You should see it in person.

Shane reminds him to score a goal and earn it.
Over the last three days, the tone changed. The messages grew less subtle. Not crude or desperate, but very pointed. Mateo does not back away from a challenge, he moves towards it. There is something about him that advances at danger instead of waiting, he narrows in when he decides there is something he wants.

And right now, he has decided on Shane.
Mateo Alvarez is six foot three, broad through the shoulders, the kind of build that looks engineered for leverage. He has piercing blue eyes that never flick away first.

He carries himself like a captain who knows exactly how much space he takes up and never apologizes for it. He is cocky but never frantic. He can rub people the wrong way without trying. He likes getting under peoples skin.

Except with Shane, with Shane he has always been extremely nice, almost alarmingly so.

He will hear him chirping other guys on Shane’s team, then he will line up for a face off and murmur, “you look faster this year.” Like he has been watching Shane closely. He will mention a back check from a game three months prior that most people forgot, like he was paying attention.

Shane thought maybe it was a way to get inside his head, but now looking back it might not have been that at all.
He is very funny, and perceptive and surprisingly easy to talk to.

By day five of Mateo consistently texting him about coming over, of sending selfies or photos of whatever he was cooking, and adding little comments that were less suggestion and more promises, Shane decides there was no harm in stopping by the day before the game.
He is not going to fuck him, not yet at least.

He told Mateo to score and he meant it.

He will go to his place, and flirt a little. He will see what the energy feels like without an arena between them. He might let it go far enough to test boundaries. But he is not giving him the whole thing.

If Mateo scores on Montreal tomorrow, then he can collect his prize.

That is the deal and Shane likes having a deal.
Mateo’s building is high rise glass and understated money. The elevator ride up is quiet enough Shane can hear his own heartbeat in his ears, which irritates him because he does not feel nervous. His fingers curl against his palms, nails pressing faint crescents before he relaxes them. He rolls his shoulders back before the doors open, just to make sure he is walking into this on equal footing.
The door opens before he even knocks.

Mateo leans against the frame like he knew the elevator would ding at that exact second. He isn’t smiling. His gaze moves over Shane slowly, thorough enough that Shane becomes aware of his hands, his posture, the rise of his chest. Mateo lets the silence stretch. It is not awkward, it is intentional.
“You’re right on time,” Mateo says, his mouth curving slightly.

“I like punctuality,” Shane replies, stepping inside. As he passes, he lets his shoulder brush closer than necessary and holds Mateo’s eyes for half a beat too long, refusing to give up ground in something that hasn’t even been named yet.
The apartment is clean without looking staged. A Spanish song plays low in the background, like it was already on long before Shane stepped inside.

Mateo closes the door behind him and watches Shane closely as he takes off his shoes and makes himself at home on one of the kitchen island chairs.



“I made lunch,” Mateo says. “Chicken, rice, roasted vegetables. No sauce. I know you do those insufferable diets.”

Shane’s mouth tilts despite himself. “I am not insufferable.” Shane used to follow a macrobiotic diet but recently has started eating more meats again, but was still very strict about what he ate and how he ate it.
“No, you are not.” Mateo says and his eyes pierce right through Shane.

The look alone gets Shane embarrassingly hard. His thigh presses more firmly into the edge of the chair and he adjusts his hips as if the movement is incidental, though heat climbs the back of his neck. He keeps his face neutral, but he can feel how exposed he is under that kind of attention, like Mateo is not just looking at him but measuring what happens when he does.



Mateo steps closer, not touching yet, just narrowing the space until Shane can feel the warmth of him along his collarbone. He doesn’t ask to be this close. He doesn’t move away. He lets the moment sit. Shane likes the charge between them.
“I’m glad you came.” He says mildly.

They eat at the kitchen island, shoulders nearly brushing. The conversation drifts surprisingly easily. They talk about travel schedule, the absurdity of back to backs. Mateo tells him all about a rookie who keeps missing curfew and thinks no one notices. Shane talks about the media circus from opening night and watches Mateo’s jaw tick once at the mention.



“You handled it well,” Mateo says.

“You watched?”

Mateo gives him a look. “Of course I watched.” He keeps his eyes on Shane as he says it, not challenging him, not softening it either. Under the counter, his knee rests against Shane’s and stays there, angled in a way that makes the contact unavoidable. He does not adjust, does not pretend it isn’t happening. He lets Shane decide what it means.

Shane looks at Mateo right in the eyes and says because he doesn’t want to beat around the bush. “So why did you want to get together?”

Mateo doesn’t look away. His fingers trace the rim of his glass once before he sets it down. “You know why.”
The way he says it makes Shane’s pulse jump in his throat. He swallows. His grip tightens briefly at the edge of the counter, his thumb pressing into the cool surface before he relaxes his hand again, forcing his shoulders to remain loose. “So you like men?” Shane asks trying to understand.

“I like people,” Mateo says. He leans closer as he speaks, not touching yet, just narrowing the space until Shane can feel the warmth of his breath along his cheek. “I’ve liked you for a long time, Shane Hollander.”

“You have?”

“Yeah, I have. Does that surprise you?”

His eyes go bright in a way that isn’t polite. “No, I guess it doesn’t.”
Mateo looks at him a bit longer and then continues to eat. He doesn’t rush the silence. His gaze drops briefly to Shane’s mouth before returning to his eyes, like he’s tracking the way Shane reacts to being watched. After they finish, Mateo rinses the plates and leaves them in the sink. When he turns back around, he does not leave space this time.

His hand finds Shane’s waist like it belongs there, but he doesn’t grip right away. His palm rests there first, fingers spreading slowly along the curve of his side. He watches Shane’s face without speaking, reading the slight change in his breathing, the way his jaw shifts. Shane doesn’t pull back. Mateo’s thumb presses in gradually, increasing the pressure just enough to make the touch unmistakable.
Shane feels like he is going to melt under his touch. His hips tilt forward before he catches himself, a small offering he refuses to name.
“Tell me something,” Mateo says quietly almost whispering in Shane’s ear. “If I score tomorrow, are you actually going to keep your word?"

Shane lifts his chin slightly in defiance. “You have to earn it.”

Mateo’s fingers tighten at his hips. “I plan to.” His other hand moves to the back of Shane’s neck, fingers spreading at the base of his skull, guiding rather than forcing. His thumb presses beneath Shane’s ear and angles his head back just enough that their eyes meet again at close range, breath mingling between them.

“Look at me when you make deals,” Mateo murmurs.
Shane leans closer into him, their mouths hovering but not touching yet. His breathing grows uneven, chest brushing against Mateo’s as his thighs part slightly around Mateo’s knee.“Maybe you could get a sneak peek right now.” He leans in completely now and kisses him. It starts slowly. Then it doesn’t. Mateo kisses like he plays. Measured, until he isn’t.
He waits for Shane to open first, meeting the kiss without rushing it. When Shane’s lips part, Mateo follows, his hand sliding into Shane’s hair and holding him there with quiet pressure. His teeth drag along Shane’s lower lip before his tongue smooths over it, slow enough that Shane’s fingers curl into the fabric at Mateo’s shoulders.

He wraps his arms around Shane and lifts him, grabbing his ass as he carries him across the room. He walks him backward until the couch catches behind his knees and lowers him down without breaking eye contact.

Shane wraps his arms around his neck as the kiss deepens. When Mateo’s mouth drifts down his jaw, then his neck, Shane tilts his head and lets him.

“Careful,” Shane says almost purring. “You don’t get everything. Only a taste.”

Mateo huffs a quiet laugh against his skin. “You’re a little devil, Shane.”

“I’m disciplined,” Shane corrects.
Mateo’s teeth press into the side of his neck, not enough to break skin, but enough to leave a mark that will bloom by the morning. He doesn’t rush it. He presses his mouth there first, then lets his teeth sink in gradually until Shane’s breath catches in his chest. He lingers in the ache of it before easing back just enough to see the flush rising under his mouth. He pauses there and murmurs, “You bruise easy?”

Shane inhales sharply. “You planning to find out?”

Mateo answers by biting again, harder this time. The scrape of teeth against his throat makes Shane’s fingers tighten at the back of his neck, a sound slipping from his mouth before he can stop it. Mateo soothes the spot with his tongue.

His hand slides down Shane’s torso, fingers grazing the dip of his waist before hooking under his thigh and lifting slightly, spreading him open without asking. His knee presses between Shane’s legs and stays there, the friction controlled, enough to draw a low roll from Shane’s hips that he does not pretend is accidental.
Shane pushes them both up. Then he climbs into Mateo’s lap rolling his hips forward just once, grinding through layers of fabric so there is no confusion about what this could become. Mateo’s hands grip his hips and guide the movement, not frantic, not grabbing, just firm enough that Shane feels directed rather than chased.

“Say the word,” Mateo says, voice rougher now.
Shane pulls back just enough to look at him, pupils blown, lips swollen, and smiles in a way that is not sweet. His fingers curl in the fabric at Mateo’s shoulders, resisting the urge to stay.

“Score tomorrow,” he says softly, “Then we’ll talk.”
Mateo kisses him again before he can lean away, the kiss deeper this time, less patient. His hand slides from Shane’s hip to the side of his neck, fingers spreading along the line of his throat, thumb resting just beneath his jaw. He doesn’t squeeze hard. Just enough that Shane feels it. Shane’s breath stutters against Mateo’s mouth, his body responding before his mind can categorize the sensation. Mateo tilts his head and bites down on Shane’s lower lip, drawing just enough blood that Shane tastes it when Mateo’s tongue sweeps through again. 
Mateo pulls back slightly, eyes darker now, and brushes his thumb over Shane’s lip where the bite lingered. Then he kisses him again, slower this time, almost tender now, tracing the same path along Shane’s neck as if smoothing over what he just marked. His hand leaves Shane’s throat and slides into his hair instead, fingertips scratching lightly at his scalp in a way that makes Shane’s shoulders drop despite himself.
“Fine,” Mateo says, breath close against his mouth, “but when I do, I’m not being polite about it.”

Shane gets out of Mateo’s lap, smoothing a hand down the front of his shirt like he is adjusting something only he can see. “I wouldn’t want you to be.”

“When I score, I get to do whatever I want to you.” Mateo says as a statement with a slight question in his tone.

“Whatever you want.” Shane says winking.

Mateo’s hand catches his wrist before he can step away fully, thumb brushing over the inside once, slow. “You’re going to regret daring me,” he says quietly. His gaze drops briefly to the mark forming on Shane’s neck, satisfaction flickering there before he looks back up. Then he lets him go.
Mateo tells Shane he can stay as long as he wants, but he wants to get out of there because if he stays for any time longer he knows he will end up with Mateo’s dick in his ass.
He leaves with Mateo’s teeth still ghosting along his collarbone and the faint imprint of fingers at his hips. His lip throbs where it was bitten. He presses his tongue there once inside the elevator and tastes himself again, heat pooling low in his stomach despite the restraint. His skin feels sensitized, every place Mateo touched still awake under his clothes. There was something so completely satisfying of the mix of roughness and gentleness. Like when you get the perfect salty but sweet meal.

Shane wonders if he would go even rougher tomorrow if Shane asked.
The game tomorrow will decide the rest.

And Shane likes the idea of making him earn it.


October 14th, 2014

Away vs Detroit Red Wings

Final Score: 3–1 Montreal
The first time they line up at centre ice, it feels no different than any other opening draw to anyone watching. Gloves tap. Sticks angle down. The crowd is roaring.

Mateo glances up just before the puck drops, eyes drifting lazily to the side of Shane’s neck. His mouth curves in a way that doesn’t belong on national television.

“Didn’t realize you bruise that pretty,” he says under his breath, barely moving his lips.

The inside of his cheek presses briefly between his teeth beneath the visor. He keeps his stick planted, gaze forward, but the corner of his mouth tilts despite himself. He shifts his weight subtly on his skates, shoulder brushing Mateo’s for a fraction longer than required by positioning.

“Win the draw,” Shane replies evenly. “Worry about my pretty neck later.”

“I can multi-task” Mateo says with a wink.

The puck hits the ice.

The game moves quickly after that.

They find each other constantly.
On one rush down the wing, Shane angles Mateo toward the boards and finishes the check with more force than necessary, pinning him there for a heartbeat longer than the play demands. Mateo doesn’t fight to spin out of it. He absorbs it, chest to glass, one glove braced against the boards while Shane’s body presses close enough that their thighs align.

Shane leans in just slightly. “Still think it looks pretty?” he murmurs.

Mateo laughs low in his throat, breath fogging against the glass. “I think it’s distracting.”

Shane pushes off first, skating backward with a smirk that he doesn’t bother hiding.
Later in the second, Mateo returns the favour. He drives Shane into the boards near the Montreal bench, but instead of separating immediately, he cages him there with one forearm braced above his shoulder. It reads like a standard battle for position. It isn’t.

“You’re playing rough,” Mateo says softly, visor nearly brushing Shane’s.

“Maybe you can play rough later,” Shane answers, his breath catching faintly against the inside of his mouthguard, pulse still elevated from the shift and something else entirely.
Mateo’s eyes dip briefly to the collar of Shane’s jersey before he peels away, chasing the puck as if nothing happened. The goal comes late in the third.

Mateo collects the puck at the blue line, cuts inside with a smooth pivot that pulls one defender wide. His stride lengthens, knees bending deeper as he shifts his edge and snaps the puck past the goalie’s glove side. The horn splits the arena open and red light washes over the ice. Sound crashes down from the stands in a single violent wave.
Mateo doesn’t look at his teammates first. He skates past centre instead, coasting just close enough to Shane that their shoulders nearly collide. As he passes, he leans in, mouth close to the shell of Shane’s ear. “You’re mine tonight.” Then he’s gone again, arms raised as his teammates swarm him.
Shane remains at centre ice a fraction longer than he should, stick planted, skates carving shallow lines as the noise continues around him. Heat crawls up the back of his neck beneath his pads. He lifts a glove to his jaw like he’s adjusting his helmet strap, though nothing is out of place, and exhales slowly through his nose before pushing off again. To anyone watching, it reads like routine chirping between rivals. Nothing more than competitive friction.
Someone who notices right away is Hayden, who skates by and laughs close to Shane, “make it less obvious next time, I know what lusting after Shane Hollander looks like.” Shane’s shoulders square instinctively at that, chin lifting as if he’s offended, but there’s colour rising across his cheekbones beneath the visor and he knows Hayden saw everything. He bumps his glove against Hayden’s in passing without answering. His team gathers into a huddle to cheer. Mateo scored one. Montreal still takes it three to one.



3-0





####





Ilya POV



Ilya does not intend to watch the Montreal game. He flips past the channel once, thumb hovering over the remote as if the game is accidental, then lets it play, volume low, commentary bleeding into the room. Shane is already on the ice when he looks up properly.

Centre Draw. Mateo Alvarez across from him. Ilya doesn’t like Mateo all that much, he is a cocky bastard. Marlow often says he reminds him of Ilya. Ilya does not understand the comparison.



They lean close before the puck drops, visors nearly brushing, shoulders angled in a way that reads like competitive positioning to anyone who has never stood at centre ice waiting for a face off. They are closer than they need to be. Mateo says something. It does not carry through the broadcast, but Shane’s mouth curves at the edge in response and Ilya knows the blush of his face well. Mateo just said something that turned Shane on. Ilya knows that look.



Ilya’s thumb stops moving. The puck hits the ice and the game accelerates, but his attention does not.



The first collision comes midway through the period. Shane angles Mateo toward the boards and finishes the check harder than necessary, driving him into the glass. Then he lingers. Not long enough to draw a whistle. Shane isn’t someone who checks guys into the boards like this. He is doing it for a reason. Their skates stop moving. Shane’s chest remains pressed close.

Mateo does not twist out immediately. He does not protest. He does not shove back in irritation. He allows it. Shane leans closer, helmet brushing Mateo’s shoulder, mouth near his ear. The camera angle shifts before anything can be read, but Ilya has already seen enough. His body reacts before he can stop it.
Later in the second, the play reverses. Mateo drives Shane into the boards near the Montreal bench, forearm braced above his shoulder, hips aligned too precisely to be accidental. It reads as battle for position. It does not feel like battle.

Shane shoves him back with a grin that does not belong to hostility.

There is something threaded through it that makes Ilya’s jaw press closed.
The broadcast cuts to a wider angle and Shane reaches up to adjust his collar after the contact, while Mateo’s eyes linger. For a second the fabric dips away from his neck. There is a mark there, dark at the centre, fresh enough that the edges have not faded.

Ilya’s breath catches. He tells himself it is shadow from the arena lights and rewinds. His thumb dragging back along the timeline to isolate the moment the collar shifts.
There. The mark remains.

His hand rises to the chain at his throat, fingers hooking beneath it before letting it fall back against his chest.

Someone had their lips on Shane’s neck long enough to leave that. Shane had tipped his head back to someone and did not move away.

Shane didn’t allow Ilya to give him hickeys, he had strict rules against that.

The pieces slide together slowly, each one clicking into place with a clarity that feels almost cruel. The lingering along the boards. The second hit returned without hostility. The proximity at centre. The mouth close to his ear.

This is not random. Something is happening between them. Mateo scores late in the third.

Ilya registers the movement in fragments. Mateo collects the puck, cuts inside, snaps it past the glove. The horn splits the arena open. Red light washes over the ice.
Mateo does not skate toward his teammates first. He angles toward centre instead, coasting close enough to Shane that their shoulders nearly brush. He leans in as he passes, mouth near Shane’s ear. The audio does not catch it. It does not need to. Shane goes still for a fraction. Still in the particular way that means something has landed under his skin. Ilya knows that stillness. The horn fades into celebration. Montreal still wins.
Shane does not look at Mateo again after that. That almost makes it worse. Ilya remains seated long after the camera moves to postgame commentary. The room feels too small.

He understands what that mark means. Saturday. They play Montreal in Four days.
He will be in the same city and the same rink as Shane. He will stand across from him at centre ice. Mateo will not be there. There will be no coy skating past, no public whispering from Detroits useless captain. Just Montreal. Just him and Shane.
He imagines the opening draw already. The way Shane will lift his chin. The way his eyes will hold for a second too long. He imagines driving him into the boards and not letting the contact linger politely. He imagines leaning in close enough to feel his breath and asking him, quietly, who left that mark.
The image does not soothe him. He reaches for his phone to go and text him. He decides not to right now. He doesn’t want to text Shane, to have a conversation with him. He wants access. He wants back under his skin.

He wants to see how Shane will react when he finds the side of his neck. He wants to know whether he will be allowed or if it’s only Mateo fucking Alverez who can.



He throws his phone down and gets up for water. He is not going to watch Montreal games anymore. He is not going to sit and watch another man lean close and whisper things that used to exist between them without witnesses. He finds himself back on the couch anyway, rewinding back to the bruise on Shane’s neck one more time.

Shane is free to do whatever he wants. Ilya has fucked twenty different women since he last saw Shane.

He does not care who has touched him. He will see Shane on Saturday and touch him too. It will be like any other person he fucks.

For the pleasure. For the distraction.
####



Shane’s POV



After the game in the locker room the guys are all celebrating 3 wins in a row. The energy is like ecstasy. Everyone is laughing and making jokes and deciding to go out for drinks to celebrate.“What about you Captaine, you coming?” J.J says gleefully holding onto Shane’s waist almost a bit possessively.

“Not tonight, I have plans.” Shane says earnestly.

J.J.’s hand doesn’t drop from his waist this time, and Hayden’s eyes hold on him a beat longer than friendly.

The room goes a fraction quieter than it should. Not silence, but like everyone is recalculating in real time. Most of his team looks up at him with amusement. Someone lets out a whistle.
“A guy? Is our gay icon captain meeting up with someone?” Berkes asks.

“Oh he’s definitely going to meet up with a guy,” J.J. says, hand sliding higher on Shane’s waist instead of dropping away. “Look at him.”
Andropov blushes and Shane can’t help noticing how cute he is when he does. Andropov is a year younger than Shane and Russian. He came from a traditional background, as far as Shane knows. When Shane first came out as gay he worried about certain guys reactions, Andropov being one of them. Not because he is mean, he is the opposite, shy and soft spoken. The kind of guy who listens more than he speaks and stores things away. When Shane came out Andropov didn’t say much, but he showed up in small ways.  Before their game last week Andropov came into the locker room with a pride pin on his hockey bag, and when one of the guys said they liked it he quietly reached into his bag and handed one out to each teammate. He is thoughtful, the kind of person who lets action speak, and Shane has been clocking that sometimes looks linger a fraction too long or that Andropov blushes when Shane talks to him.
“My plans are my plans, guys. I am discreet.” He drags the towel over the back of his neck and lets it fall, chin tipped just enough to expose the bruise.

Hayden’s jaw tightens then loosens. J.J. doesn’t laugh this time. Andropov’s eyes drop to Shane’s mouth before he looks away again.

He looks up to see both Hayden and J.J.’s eyes on him, assessing in their own different ways, like him declaring he was discreet was a challenge more than a reassurance.

Before, desire lived in hotel rooms and saved numbers. Now it hangs in the open air of the room.
“We don’t mind seeing you marked up,” Hayden says pushing on the bruise on his neck. “But reporters will be all over this, so try to keep the markings where they can’t see them.”

Shane grabs Hayden’s hands lightly to push them off the bruise, but Hayden doesn’t move right away. Their eyes lock for a beat longer than necessary, and heat curls low in Shane’s stomach before he breaks it with a smirk.

“Okay, no more neck marks. After we are 5-0 I will go out to celebrate with you.” He wasn’t going to say 4-0 because they play Boston next and He hasn’t decided if he will reach out, and he doesn’t know if Ilya will either. He has no plans to meet up with anyone in Vancouver so that seems safe.
“Vancouver, I heard their gay community is even more vibrant than Montreal.” Olsson says.

Two guys shout out “Gay bar after we beat Vancouver.”

Everyone is laughing and celebrating again. “We are going to play wing men for you Captaine, and dance with you and other hot gay men all night.” J.J. says, already throwing an arm around Shane’s shoulders like he is volunteering for a campaign.

J.J.’s hand lingers at Shane’s shoulder a second too long when he says it, thumb pressing lightly like he’s testing something.

“We have to be careful, if we win the game after that Mitty will let his superstitions run wild and think we need to go to a gay bar after every win.” Schneider laughs.

“Then that’s what we will do,” J.J says enthusiastically winking at Shane.

“Wow. What great allies” He lets his voice stay flat, but his chest feels warm, almost buoyant. He likes being wanted. He likes that the room doesn’t fracture when he talks about fucking men.

“Go get your dick sucked, or do the dick sucking. Love you captain.” Berkes calls out.
Shane looks over at Comeau who has been quiet the whole time but he notices a slight smirk of almost enjoyment in the conversation, like he is coming to terms with it, or at least realizing it isn’t going anywhere.

He looks at Andropov once more who is blushing, then at Hayden who has a look in his eye like he is caught back into a memory of them sucking each other’s dicks, and Shane’s mouth curves before he can stop it, because he knows exactly which memory that is.




####





Shane gets into a cab and goes back to Mateo’s. 

When he walks in, the room smells delicious. Mateo is out on the balcony, smoke curling through the open door. When he spots Shane, he steps inside, leaving the winter air trailing in behind him.

"I’m making us some steaks, green beans and mashed sweet potatoes.” Mateo says walking towards Shane. “Let me finish and then I want to unwrap my prize.”

“Shouldn’t we eat first, the food will get cold.” Shane asks with a little smile, toeing his shoes off and letting his bag drop without breaking eye contact.
“I don’t want you full from food when I get to you, I want you full of cum when it's time for food. I just didn’t want to cook after and I want to make sure you are fed properly.” Shane gets hard at the thought of it, a slow exhale leaving him through his nose as he holds Mateo’s gaze instead of dropping it.

This is the second meal Mateo has made for him. He feeds him, doesn’t rush him out the door. He’d texted that morning about food and movies, and Shane liked answering. He liked being considered. He liked choosing to come back here knowing he’d get sex with companionship.
Mateo crosses the room without rushing and walks over to him, pressing him up against his dining room table.

“What did you think of my goal.” He whispers close enough that Shane can feel the words against his skin.

“I was very impressed.” Shane said, meaning it, hands sliding up Mateo’s chest, feeling the muscle beneath his shirt, cataloguing it like a new system he wants to learn, and learn well.

Mateo’s lips curve slightly. “Be honest. You were watching me.”

Shane’s fingers flex once in the fabric of Mateo’s shirt. “I watch all the good players.”
Mateo leans closer, his mouth brushing just under Shane’s ear with a whisper. “Don’t lie in my kitchen.” Then adds “I was very impressed with your two goals.” Mateo says nibbling on Shane’s ear. Shane lets out a whimper, hips pushing forward before he can pretend he isn’t already half gone.

“I was secretly hoping you would score.” Shane says, this time not looking away, letting the admission sit between them.

“Shane Hollander wanted someone to score a goal on his team?” Mateo says with a light laugh, thumb tracing along the edge of Shane’s jaw.

“Well, I knew we were going to win, I wasn’t worried about that. But I really wanted you to fuck me and maybe leave some more marks on me." He doesn’t look away when he says it, he wants to let Mateo see exactly how much he means it.
Mateo stills for half a breath, his eyes looking more seriously at Shane now searching his face “You like being handled?” His thumb pauses at Shane’s jaw. “Tell me if you don’t.”

Shane’s mouth curves. “I like knowing you can.”

“You liked the mark on your neck? You were excited to show me.” Mateo says moving back enough that he could hold Shane’s gaze again.

Shane’s throat works once. Mateo’s eye contact holds, unflinching, and Shane feels his body answer before his mind catches up.

“I liked the biting, I liked the roughness, but if you want to mark me.. shoulders down please. Nothing that can be caught on camera.” Shane says seriously now, his fingers hooking into Mateo’s belt.Mateo’s thumb drags slowly along Shane’s collarbone before dipping beneath the neckline of his shirt. “You’re giving instructions.”

Shane steps closer instead of back. “You asked.”

Mateo’s mouth curves as he leans back in, brushing his lips along the line of Shane’s neck just above where fabric will cover it. “Good,” he murmurs. “I prefer knowing exactly what you’re asking for.”
####





Mateo doesn’t drag Shane to his bedroom. He doesn’t need to. He keeps a hand at the small of Shane’s back as he walks him down the hallway, directing him while keeping enough contact that Shane is aware of it the entire time. His bedroom is dimmer than the kitchen, lamplight instead of overhead glare. Shane prefers it.



The bed is nice and big, turned down like Mateo planned this hours ago.

Shane stands by the door a second longer than necessary. This is the first time someone who isn’t Ilya or Hayden will touch him like this. The thought doesn’t scare him.

Mateo steps in close. “Time to unwrap my present.” He says quietly.

“Yes, please.” Shane tips his chin up.



Mateo studies him for a breath, then reaches for the hem of Shane’s shirt and peels it up slowly, eyes never leaving his face as skin is revealed inch by inch. Shane lifts his arms without being told to. Mateo’s fingers brush his ribs on the way down and Shane’s stomach flutters under the touch.



Mateo undresses him piece by piece, unhurried. He unbuttons then unzips his pants, sliding denim down Shane’s leg while kneeling in front of him like Shane is a work of art and he doesn’t want to rush taking everything in.

Shane’s breath changes before he realizes it has. Mateo notices.

He presses his mouth to Shane’s hips. Shane shutters. “Go on the bed."
Shane climbs onto the bed when Mateo nudges him back. He just lies there and lets himself be looked at. Mateo climbs over him and the first kiss is not gentle. It is claiming.

Mateos teeth drag along his jaw, down to his throat, and across his collarbone. Shane arches without thinking, fingers fisting in the sheets. Mateo bites him, sucks, leaves bruises like he’s charting him. Every time Shane writhes too much, Mateo catches his wrists and pins them down, not in a cruel or careless way, just firm enough that Shane feels it in his bones.



“Hold still,” Mateo says against his skin. Shane laughs breathlessly. “Make me.”

Mateo answers by biting harder. The sound that leaves him surprises even him.

Mateo moves with precision, never scrambling, always choosing the next place to touch like he’s designing something.



When Mateo flips him onto his stomach, Shane goes willingly. The mattress dips under Mateo’s weight and then his hands are there, sliding over Shane’s back, thumbs pressing into the grooves along his spine before drifting lower. He leans down and presses his mouth into the small of Shane’s back first, slow, open-mouthed kisses that drag upward and then down again, tracing the twin dimples there like he’s memorizing them.
Shane shivers. “Stay still,” Mateo murmurs when Shane tries to push back too quickly.

Shane obeys. Not because he has to. Because he wants to.
Teeth find him again, lower this time, at the swell of his ass. A scrape of teeth. Then pressure that pulls a startled sound from Shane’s throat. Mateo follows it with his tongue, soothing the spot before moving to the other side and doing it again. Mateo spreads him open with his hands, his palms firm, thumbs pressing into the flesh of his ass before his mouth follows. This time he doesn’t just bite. He licks, slow at first. Dragging his tongue along the curve of Shane’s ass before dipping lower, Shane’s breath stutters and then breaks completely when Mateo finally dives his tongue inside of him.

Alternating between long, deliberate licks and then taking his tongue out Shane’s ass to suddenly nip on his cheek making Shane’s hips jerk forward.

Mateo catches him by the hip. “Easy, stay still Shane” he says, voice roughened. “I’m not done.”
Shane buries his face in the pillow and groans, the sound muffled with neediness. Mateo keeps going, his mouth is relentless now, taking his time as he opens him with his tongue until Shane is shaking. When Mateo finally adds his fingers, he does it slowly, working him open with patience that feels almost cruel. Shane pushes back onto them, hungry for more, and Mateo answers by sinking his teeth in again, harder this time, at the base of his ass. Shane responds with a moan, surprised at how much he is enjoying the pain with the pleasure. 
“Good boy,” Mateo murmurs, barely audible. The sound of it sends something bright through him. The praise sinks in. He is unraveling, and he doesn’t try to stop it. His body isn’t negotiating. It’s answering.
By the time Mateo turns him over again, Shane’s hair is damp at the temples, chest flushed, eyes blown wide. Mateo stands at the edge of the bed for a second just looking at him.

“You look good like this,” he says quietly.

Shane reaches for him. “Get over here.”

Mateo climbs onto the bed and settles back against the headboard, his broad shoulders braced against the wood. He reaches for Shane’s hips.

“Come here,” he says, voice lower now. “Ride me.”

Shane hesitates for the first time. “I haven’t done that before,” he admits.

Mateo’s thumb strokes along his thigh. “Then it’ll be good. I want to see you. With you riding you get to set the pace. You take what you want.”

That does something to him.



Mateo grabs the condom, rolls it on, and presses lube over it.

Shane swings a leg over, positioning himself carefully, eyes locked with Mateo’s. The first downward press makes him gasp, hands gripping Mateo’s shoulders as his body stretches around him. Mateo exhales through his teeth but doesn’t move.

“Go slow at first,” he instructs.

Shane nods and sinks down further, breath stuttering as sensation blooms and spreads through him. It’s different like this. He controls the depth, the rhythm, the angle.

Watching Mateo react makes him greedy. He can change one movement and feel the response underneath him.
He rocks experimentally and Mateo’s hands slide up his thighs, encouraging him without forcing.

He just gets to take what feels good and watch Mateo respond to it. “Look at me,” Mateo murmurs. Shane does.
He moves again, rolling his hips with intent that has Mateo’s head tipping back against the wood. The sound that leaves him is so hot Shane feels like he might explode right in this moment.

“That’s it,” Mateo says. “Fuck.”

Shane smiles through it, he feels emboldened. He rides him harder now, faster, nails digging into Mateo’s thighs for leverage. Mateo meets his hips on the upward motion, not taking over, but matching him, creating friction that pulls a broken moan from Shane’s throat.
At one point Shane reaches for Mateo’s hand and guides it up. “Here,” he breathes, placing it around his neck. Mateo’s eyes darken. He doesn’t squeeze right away.

He lets his hand rest there, thumb brushing along Shane’s pulse before applying pressure, enough that his head tilts back and his mouth falls open. Shane grabs Mateo’s other hand and brings it up too. Mateo understands.

He cups his throat with both hands, not choking him but holding on, his thumbs pressing lightly as Shane rides him with controlled strokes that turn into something wilder. The slight restriction makes everything brighter. Hotter. His vision narrows to Mateo’s mouth, the way it curves when Shane moves just right.
“You feel unbelievable” Mateo murmurs, barely audible. Shane clenches around him at that.

His hips lose rhythm, he is so overwhelmed with how good this feels. Mateo tightens his grip around his neck just slightly, before moving one to his hips steering Shane without taking over. Shane rides him harder, chasing his release now, his nails biting into Mateo’s skin, breath broken and ragged.
They come close together, Shane tipping forward, forehead pressed to Mateo’s shoulder as pleasure jolts through him in waves that leave his muscles trembling. Mateo follows with a groan that vibrates through Shane’s chest.
For a moment neither of them move. Then Mateo presses a kiss to his temple.

“Go shower,” he says softly. “Spare bathroom. I stocked it.”

Shane blinks at him. “You what?” Mateo smirks. “Go.”

The spare bathroom has fresh towels, new shampoo, and even the Korean cleanser Shane once mentioned in a press interview. Mateo has been paying attention to him.



He stands under the water longer than necessary, letting it wash over skin that still feels tender

He tips his head back under the spray and laughs quietly to himself. He wasted so much time thinking this would break him, that having sex with anyone other than Ilya would never work, that it could only be a secret between them. It doesn’t break him. It makes him feel bigger.



When he comes out, dressed in one of Mateo’s soft shirts and sweatpants, Mateo is in the kitchen warming the food like this is the most natural progression in the world.

He presses his palm flat to his stomach and grins to himself. He is hungry.

They eat at the table. “You cook a lot?” Shane asks.

“Since I was a kid,” Mateo says. “My mother would lose her mind if I couldn’t cook and host properly.”



Shane watches him talk with his hands he is very animated and Shane finds it endearing.

“I’ll make you something real next time,” Mateo adds. “Maybe a Spanish dish. Something that takes time.” 

Shane’s fork pauses halfway to his mouth. “Next time?” he asks carefully.

Mateo meets his eyes. “If you want.” 

Shane wipes his mouth with his thumb, considering how to say it without turning it into something it isn’t. He didn’t expect the “next time.” It sits between them, Mateo isn’t being possessive or pressuring anything he is just simply offering.



He clears his throat. “I enjoyed this,” he says plainly, because he doesn’t know how to say it coy. Shane drags his fork slowly through the last of the potatoes, then sets it down and meets Mateo’s eyes without flinching. “And I would like to do it again.” Mateo watches him carefully but doesn’t interrupt.

“But,” Shane continues, rubbing his thumb along the edge of his plate, “in full transparency, I spent multiple years in the closet hooking up with someone and I fell very hard for them. Harder than I meant to. I made the decision to come out because I wanted to escape it and I didn’t want to do that again. I didn’t want secrets dictating my life or to feel consumed by one person who I couldn’t actually be something with.” He huffs a quiet breath. “And honestly, without dressing this up in something poetic, I came out because I want to explore. I want more men. More dicks. Less hiding.” His mouth curves. “I don’t want to be decoding riddles. Just want to be straight forward.” He doesn’t look embarrassed when he says it. He feels empowered and honest and wide open.
Mateo laughs at that, in a genuine way. “I’d love to see you again when we’re in the same city,” Shane adds, meeting his eyes now. “But I’m not looking for serious. And I’m not looking to hurt anyone. So I thought I’d just say it instead of dancing around it.”
Mateo leans back in his chair, studying him. “You’re such a good boy, Shane Hollander,” he says quietly.

Shane’s mouth twitches and his pulse flickers. He likes being called good. “Has anyone ever told you that?”

Shane swallows once. “Depends what you mean by good.”

Mateo smiles slightly.

“I’m not looking for serious either. You understand the schedule better than anyone. The flights, the travel. The way this life moves. But when we’re in the same city and it makes sense, I’d enjoy spending time together. We can eat, we can talk, we can ruin each other.” He pauses before saying, “we can be friends with benefits.”

Shane tilts his head. The word friends makes Shane’s stomach flip in a way that has nothing to do with nerves.

“Don’t you have to be friends first?”

Mateo’s mouth curves.

“I’d like the benefit of being your friend too. You’re enjoyable.”

That sits somewhere deeper than he expects.
“I think I’d really like that.” Shane looks down at his plate, then back up. “Do you want a code name in my phone?”

He’s used to compartmentalizing.

Mateo laughs, shaking his head. “No, why would I want that? Put me as Mateo. Or handsome man. Or big cock Mateo if you’re feeling poetic.”

Shane chokes on a laugh. The idea of not hiding it feels almost reckless. He likes that too.



Mateo takes their dishes and goes to wash them. Shane watches him move around the kitchen, comfortable in his own space, and feels a flicker of appreciation that has nothing to do with romance. Mateo is competent everywhere, on the ice, in bed, in his own kitchen, and that competence does something to him.
They move to the couch after, a comedy playing low on the screen.

Mateo talks about music for a minute, some indie band he swears is underrated, and Shane listens politely before admitting, “I don’t really like music that much.”

Mateo raises a brow. “You’re one of those.”

“I’m a movie person,” Shane counters. “Travel this much, you end up watching everything. I can tell you the best in-flight movies from 2012 onward.”

Mateo laughs. “That’s tragic.”

“It’s elite taste.”

They argue lightly over directors. Mateo admits he’s never seen half the films Shane lists. Shane pretends to be scandalized.

Mateo asks what kind of movies he rewatches when he’s alone in a hotel room.

“Anything that makes the room feel less empty,” Shane answers before he can overthink it.

Mateo nods once like he understands that too well.
They talk about childhood comfort foods. About how Shane’s mom makes pasta when he visits. About Mateo’s grandmother smacking his hand away from the stove when he tried to help too early.

Usually Shane always needs to be talking about hockey to feel connected. But this is easy conversation layered over the memory of teeth and hands and praise and a new friend that comes with benefits.

When Shane finally leaves, his body still feels used in the best way. 

He likes leaving somewhere marked.
His game against Boston is in four days. He hasn’t decided if he is going to reach out to Ilya, and he doesn’t know if Ilya is going to reach out to him. He realizes he doesn’t particularly want to. He knows Ilya will see the marks all over his body and be weird or possessive over him in that way he used to mistake for intensity, and Shane now finds that instinct almost insulting, because who the fuck is he to be possessive over Shane when he fucks someone new every night.
He doesn’t have to decide just yet. But he will be seeing Ilya in one way or another in four more days, and when he thinks about it, his stomach doesn’t flip. His chest doesn’t tighten. There’s no pull toward his phone. He doesn’t feel the usual anxiety and anticipation he once did. It feels like a game on the schedule. Not a collision waiting to happen.
 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    This chapter has been so much fun to write. Honestly, every chapter in this fic has been.

Getting to explore Shane being unabashed and openly wanted by the NHL is deeply satisfying. I originally meant for this to be full crack. Just chaos. One hookup after another. No emotional architecture. Just vibes and bad decisions.

But if you’ve read anything else I’ve written, you know I cannot resist layering in the emotional character study. I always intend to write something shorter. I never do. Shane is building his roster, yes, but he is also building something in himself, whether he admits it or not.
He is not even close to being done.

As for Ilya: Shane genuinely believes he was just another hookup to him. There was never any confession, their hookups always rushed, Ilya always with a new girl. So he is not factoring Ilya’s feelings into any of this, and he will not unless Ilya makes them known.

Shane is in his selfish era when it comes to love and sex.
He is a slut right now.
And he is proud to be one.

We are only halfway through October.
There are more cities. More hotels. More locker rooms. He is going to become increasingly unhinged about where he hooks up, who he hooks up with, and the dynamics of those situations. The escalation has barely begun.

Please pray that when I take my laptop in tomorrow no one opens my Pages documents. I wanted to get this chapter up today because I have no idea if I will get my laptop back the same day or if they are going to keep it for several days. If there is a delay, it is not narrative hesitation. It is mechanical betrayal.

I have typed over 250,000 words in two months and may have taken some enthusiasm out on the keys. Caps lock is staging a coup. The return key has abandoned me. I am currently editing this on AO3 with the accessibility keyboard. If anyone knows how to fix jammed keys without surrendering my laptop, please advise.

For those waiting on What Happened in the Silence, I am coming back. I promise. I needed a small break from the emotional density of it. This fic has been my chaos playground. That one lives deep in my heart. I am not abandoning it.

As for this story, Shane loves trying new men.
He loves the attention.
He is getting high on being desired by the same kind of men he once thought would hate him for existing.
He loves winning.
He loves beating someone on the ice and then having them fuck him afterward.
He is very much single.
And he is behaving accordingly.

I am reading every comment, every spiral, every theory that makes me wonder if you are inside my brain. The support on this has been ridiculous in the best way. I adore you for it.

If this made you laugh too loud or immediately message someone with no context, that is the highest praise.
Go murmur about Menace Shane where he does not belong. Send a link. Pretend you are innocent.

Bring witnesses. I enjoy an audience when things spiral.


  


      

  












      Chapter 5: Maybe you should be the one who begs
  


    Chapter Summary

    After a public win against Boston, Shane brings the rivalry home.
Behind a closed door, a line gets crossed, and a power dynamic flips.
Shane refuses to soften first. Ilya does something he has never done for anyone.
For the first time, it feels easy.
Or at least it does to Shane. He thinks he has finally cracked Ilya's code.
Montreal is undefeated.
And Shane believes he is too.



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
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Hayden Pike.
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Montreal

October 18th

Shane’s POV
It is the morning of his game against Boston. Shane is standing in front of his full-length mirror naked, the same way he has every day since coming home from Detroit, examining the marks on his body. They have gone softer, less noticeable now, but still there. Shane likes looking at them, remembering each moment specifically that Mateo’s mouth bit into his skin. He drags his fingers lightly over one of them, not pressing, just tracing the outline as if he could redraw it.



The skin there is faintly tender in memory more than in reality. They have texted quite a lot since coming home, mostly just random things. Mixed with some flirting and promises for next time. A photo of Mateo’s breakfast one morning. A voice memo sent at midnight that Shane listened to twice before replying. Little, nothing things that feel easy.

It feels nice leaving a hookup and feeling like you can just say whatever without overthinking it. Not having to rehearse every sentence. Not staring at the typing bubble and feeling your stomach drop.
Shane made the decision the day he got home from Detroit that he was not going to reach out to Ilya. It was more drama than it was worth.

Even though Shane is happily moving on to new men and having fun with it, he still has feelings for Ilya. They don’t disappear after all these years. They sit there, like something that never fully scarred over. He doesn’t feel like pressing the wound deeper. He has spent enough seasons reopening it on his own. He would have stopped meeting up with Ilya years ago; he would not have let himself get this deep into it if he knew finding hookups could be so easy. If he had known that all he had to do was come out, and NHL players, athletes, musicians, and celebrities would be in his DMs asking to hang out. He probably would have come out years ago.
But the night before the game, Ilya had texted him.
Lily: Tomorrow, I come over after game?
Shane thought about it for a long time and realized Ilya only comes and fucks him and then leaves. There is something almost comforting in that predictability, even if it has always left him staring at the ceiling afterward. He enjoys fucking Ilya, even with all the feelings. His body has never been confused about that part. He felt a lot more in control last time they had sex in Boston, and he can channel that energy again.

He remembers turning around and knowing Ilya would come toward him. Not because he asked, not because he waited, but because he decided. That had felt new. Like something he could repeat. That memory curls through him now, and he straightens unconsciously in the mirror.
If Ilya starts to ask too many questions that are none of his business or poke in a way that he feels he has the right to when he doesn’t, Shane will shut it down. He rehearses that boundary in his head the way he rehearses face-offs. He will not explain himself. He will not defend his body. Ilya has never done that for him.
Jane: Sure, come for 9:30. Through the back again.
He sends it before he can second guess it, thumb hovering only a fraction of a second before pressing down. The message whooshes away. He watches the screen until it goes still, then sets the phone face down on the dresser as if that, too, is a choice.
Outside, the city is already moving. Game day has its own texture. His shoulders roll once, loosening, and he takes in his reflection again. Boston tonight. Ilya after. He tilts his head slightly, studying the version of himself who said yes.




####





When Shane enters the locker room and undresses to get changed, all eyes track him without subtlety, following the path of fabric as it drops, the map of bruises revealed inch by inch. He knows this is too far. The awareness creeps up his neck before he can swallow it. For a second, he actually feels embarrassed. He shouldn’t be walking into the room as captain looking like this, skin mottled, from his shoulder to his hips, across his ribs and down over his ass. It feels unprofessional. Completely distracting. No one comes in like this. There have been the occasional sex injuries from players over the years, a scratch, a bite, something hidden under tape and equipment, but this is different. This is not hidden.

He braces for the reaction.

J.J. is the first to laugh, completely delighted. Hayden makes a show of shielding his own eyes before peeking through his fingers. Berkes yells something once again about “team morale being at an all-time high.” Even Roy just shakes his head once, mouth twitching like he’s trying not to smile.

The room doesn’t turn cold. It gets louder.

They chirp him. They crowd him. They treat it like it’s a highlight reel instead of a scandal.

Shane exhales slowly, his shoulders loosening without him meaning to. If they aren’t rattled, if they aren’t looking at him differently, then neither is he. As long as the team is united and not distracted, he’s fine. He pulls his gear on piece by piece, chin lifted, letting them have their jokes.

“Gay Shane is on the prowl,” according to J.J.

And if it isn’t bothering them, and it isn’t distracting them, then he’ll keep walking in exactly as he is.


Home vs. Boston Raiders

Final Score: 3–2 Montreal



It never feels normal when Boston comes to town. The building carries something more defined in its lungs. The air has edges around it. Ilya is already smiling at centre ice before the puck even drops. It isn’t warm or friendly; it is a particular curl of his mouth that means he plans to make this night personal. At their first faceoff, he leans in close enough that their helmets almost knock.

“Don’t freeze on me now, captain,” he mutters under his breath. “You get shy when I’m close.”
The puck drops, and Shane wins it without giving Ilya a second to fight for it. He sends it back and is already accelerating straight through the centre, stick out, demanding it again. The puck comes back to him, and he shoots in one fluid motion, not giving the goalie time to set. The red light ignites before Boston can organize themselves.
1-0 Montreal.
Shane doesn’t look at him when he skates past. He doesn’t need to.

Later in the period, Ilya answers back on the power play. The puck moves quickly, and he finishes it without hesitation, the horn cutting through the building before Montreal can reset. He glides past Shane on his way to the bench, close enough that their shoulders nearly brush. “Missed me?” he murmurs as they line up again. Shane bites down on his mouthguard and keeps his eyes forward. He gives him nothing. Ilya is not going to get a rise out of him.
1-1 
Second period, Ilya drives him into the boards hard enough that the glass rattles. It isn’t quite illegal, but close to it.

J.J. is on him instantly, shoving Ilya off and chirping in rapid-fire French that has nothing to do with hockey and everything to do with respect.

“Keep your hands to yourself, Rozanov,” J.J. snaps, grinning like he’s joking even though he isn’t.

Ilya just laughs. “He can handle me.”



He keeps talking all night. At centre ice. In the corners. After whistles.

“You saving your mouth for later?”

“Don’t ignore me. That’s boring.”

“You used to have more bite.”

“You look tired, Hollander.”
Every time, Shane meets his eyes for half a second, then skates away. He doesn’t give him a reaction. He keeps his strides long, and his head up, letting the noise slide past him like it isn’t meant for him. Late in the second, Ilya scores again. The puck pops loose in front, and he’s there first, burying it before anyone can clear it. He taps the crest on his chest, staring directly at Shane as he drifts backward toward his bench.
2-1 Boston
Montreal answers in the third. Roy holds the puck at the line a second longer than anyone expects, drifting laterally until the lane opens just enough. He snaps it toward the net, and it slips through bodies and sticks before anyone realizes it’s in. He doesn’t celebrate much. Just a raised glove and a nod toward the bench before he skates back into position.
2-2
The building is loud enough now that you can feel it under your ribs.

Ilya keeps trying. After a whistle, he leans close enough that Shane can smell his sweat under the cold arena air.

“You don’t look at me anymore,” he murmurs.

Shane just adjusts his gloves. “Scoreboard,” he says quietly.

Overtime opens the ice wide and strips the game down to nerve and timing. Every decision stretches thinner out there. Ilya holds onto the puck at centre a moment longer than he should, trying to push through on his own instead of moving it along. Shane sees it forming before it fully breaks. He steps into his path and knocks it free in one fluid motion, already turning up ice as Ilya reaches for something that isn’t there anymore.

For a breath, Ilya is still standing where the play used to be. Shane accelerates. Hayden drives hard toward the far post, pulling a defender with him. Gagnon lingers just behind the rush in case it turns. J.J. barrels toward the middle, shouting something that disappears into the noise. Shane cuts left and drags the puck across his body before sending it high.

He scores the goal, and the arena explodes.



3-2 Montreal
Hayden barrels into him first, nearly knocking him off his skates. J.J. grabs his helmet and yells directly into his ear. Even Roy allows himself a small shove to Shane’s shoulder as they skate past. Across the ice, Ilya stands still for a second longer than he should. Then he taps his stick once against the boards and turns toward his bench. He doesn’t chirp again.



####



The handshake line forms the way it always does, muscle memory more than ritual. Gloves brush each other. Heads dip out of respect, and a few quiet words are traded that will never leave the ice.

Cliff Marlow reaches him three spots in. Cliff doesn’t just tap and move on. He catches Shane’s glove and holds it there a second too long, smiling like they’re still mid-conversation from somewhere else.

“Hey,” he says, leaning in close enough that it feels private without actually being private. “When you’re back in Boston next month, you should come out with me to the club.”

Shane blinks, still half lit from overtime, sweat cooling down his spine. “Out, with you?”

“Yes, I’ll DM you my number.” Cliff shrugs like it’s nothing. Like this is what people do now. Like Shane belongs in that category automatically.

There’s something in that that flickers low in his chest. He has been feeling this a lot lately, when very attractive men go out of their way to tell him they want him around, and they do it publicly.

“Yeah,” Shane says, even though he hates clubs, he’s caught in the moment. “Sure.”

Cliff smiles brightly and squeezes his glove once before moving on.



Cliff Marlow is unfairly good-looking, in a way that almost feels staged, like he should be leaning against a sports car in a cologne ad playing the villain no one can quite stop watching. He’s tall, and his dark hair never sits flat. It always looks like someone just dragged their fingers through it and left it slightly undone, but still exactly how it’s supposed to be. Shane catches himself wondering what it would feel like to do that himself, to brush his fingers through it and find out if it’s as soft as it looks. His jaw is all angles when he isn’t smiling, something carved clean under arena lights. When he does smile, the edge doesn’t disappear; it just softens at the corners of his mouth, like he’s letting you see it’s there on purpose.



The line behind them has slowed. Someone mutters. A stick taps against the ice in faint impatience. Shane steps forward, and as he does, he feels it before he sees it, like a spotlight finding him through the noise. He looks up. Ilya is a few players down, waiting for his turn. He isn’t talking. He isn’t smiling. His gaze is locked past the shoulder of whoever stands between them. On Shane. There is nothing casual in it. His jaw is rigid, mouth drawn flat, eyes dark in a way that doesn’t belong to a post-game ritual. He is looking at Shane, and the anger in his look is unmistakable.
Shane’s stomach dips without his permission. He has no idea what he did. He said yes to a club invite. That’s it. The line shifts again. Ilya doesn’t look away. Shane holds his gaze a fraction longer than he should, something defiant flickering up before he buries it, then turns to the next hand in line as if nothing about this matters.





4-0



####




It is 9:30 exactly when his phone buzzes.



Lily: Here.



Shane is in a t-shirt and sweatpants, his hair damp from the shower, and the faint outline of bruises hidden beneath cotton. He stares at the message longer than necessary, his thumb resting against the edge of his phone as if there is something else to decide. There isn’t. He locks it and heads downstairs.

Ilya is waiting at the back door, hands shoved into the pockets of his jacket, his jaw set in a way that reads neutral to anyone who doesn’t know him. His eyes soften for a moment when he sees Shane before he looks away.



Shane doesn’t greet him. He turns and walks back up the stairs, aware of the sound of Ilya’s footsteps following behind him, aware of the way that sound lives somewhere in his body and refuses to be ignored.

They step inside the apartment, and Shane closes the door.

Within seconds, Ilya has him pushed up against the wall, kissing him.



This kiss is not gentle. His mouth crashes into Shane’s like he is reclaiming something he misplaced, one hand fisting in the fabric at his waist while the other grips his jaw hard enough that Shane’s teeth click together. Shane’s breath stutters through his nose before he can catch it.

His fingers curl briefly at Ilya’s wrist, just to feel where he is. The pulse beneath his fingers pulls Shane back down into his body. Shane turns his head and breaks the kiss.



Ilya’s mouth lingers for a second longer before he pulls back. He kicks his shoes off without looking away from Shane. He comes back in to kiss him; this time, it is slower. His mouth drifts to Shane’s neck, and he inhales there between kisses like he is cataloguing something. “You smell fucking good, Hollander,” he says, his eyes already red from desire.

“I have a new cologne,” Shane says simply.

Ilya pulls back just enough to look at him properly. His gaze tracks down Shane’s chest, “There is lots new about you, I think.” Ilya says. “Clothing looks different in interviews.”



“J.J. and I went shopping, he said I need to update my look to match my confidence,” Shane says this, not trying to incite any reaction from Ilya, just relaying the line J.J. really said.

Something flickers across Ilya’s face anyway.

“How is that new confidence working for you?” He asks, and the question is almost casual, except for the way his fingers dig briefly into Shane’s hip a bit too hard before loosening.

“Really good,” Shane answers honestly.

Ilya’s eyes don’t leave him. “What did Marlow say to you?” he asks after a moment.

Shane frowns slightly. “In the handshake line?”

“Yes.”

“He invited me out next time I’m in Boston,” Shane says, still not understanding why this is the thing being asked. “Said he’d DM me.” Something changes in Ilya’s face. It’s subtle, quick enough that Shane almost misses it, but whatever trace of a smile was there disappears too quickly, and the look in his eyes has nothing to do with teasing.

“You will say no,” Ilya says.

“I already said yes.” Shane watches him for a moment, noticing the way Ilya’s hands stay flexed at Shane's sides, like there’s force in them he hasn’t decided what to do with yet. His earlier grin is now nowhere to be found.

“Well, say no.”

Shane stares at him. “Why?” His gaze doesn’t waver, and Shane feels it along his skin, like he’s being assessed for something he wasn’t told about.

Then it’s gone.

“Nothing,” Ilya says, brushing it off with a flick of his hand. “Forget it.” Shane’s confusion lingers. “It was just a club,” he says, slower now. “I didn’t think it-”

“I said forget it.”



Shane leans in to kiss him again. Ilya pulls back this time, hand coming up to catch his chin before their mouths meet.

“Why you not tell me you would come out? Don’t think I deserve to know?” Shane knows his accent thickens when he is wound too tight to smooth it. Was Rozanov upset with him?

Shane holds his eyes. He feels the question like a press at his sternum, something old trying to wake up.

“I honestly didn’t think you would care, Rozanov.” There is no spite in it; that is really the truth.



Ilya goes still. The room waits for one of them to break first. Then he grabs Shane’s hand and pulls him toward his bedroom, stopping outside the door.

“Get naked.”

Shane does. He peels his shirt off first, then pushes his sweats down his hips, stepping out of them without looking away. He stands there under Ilya’s gaze and lets him see. He knows there is no hiding all the marks on his body. He feels guilty for a moment before remembering the paparazzi photos Shane saw yesterday of Ilya with some girl in a club making out.



Shane is not trying to hurt Ilya. He just feels like Ilya should understand hook ups better than anyone. Ilya’s eyes move over him slowly.



He watches as Ilya’s gaze catches on every mark, his eyes examining them with a focus that feels less like admiration and more like assessment. He sees the way Ilya’s lips part, then seal again, the flare of his nostrils when he reaches the worst of them.

He walks towards Shane, his mouth finding his neck with more force this time, his teeth scraping, suction already forming. Shane’s hand comes up and pushes at his shoulder.

“No, no hickeys. Not on my neck.”

Ilya freezes, his lips still brushing Shane’s skin. He pulls back slowly, and the look he gives Shane is no longer polite.

“Oh,” he says quietly. “So only Mateo Alvarez can mark you.” It comes out possessively.

Shane freezes for a moment.

“I didn’t realize it was visible on camera,” he says evenly, not confirming Mateo. “My mom texted me about it, my team told me to keep it below the neckline.”

Ilya’s mouth twitches, it is not amusement.

“Below neckline,” he repeats softly, his gaze dragging down Shane’s body again.

“Are we going to talk, or are we going to do this?” He asks because he can feel the storm building, and he would rather not be caught under it. He wants to have sex, not play games with Rozanov.
Ilya looks at him fully now, and there is nothing kind in it. “So this is what you wanted?” He asks softly. “All those years hiding, getting fucked in secret. Just to end up like this.”

Shane feels the anger bubbling up under his ribs before he reacts. “Like what?” He asks.

Ilya shrugs faintly. “You come out, and first thing you do is make yourself easy, how many people have you let fuck you now, Hollander?”

Shane feels himself losing his composure. Who the fuck is Ilya to say this to him? He is one of the easiest people Shane has ever met. He wants to explode onto Ilya.



“Who the fuck are you to say that to me. It’s none of your business.” Shane replies. He doesn’t raise his voice, which makes it come out more lethal. “You and I hooked up five, six times over five and a half years. We have never spent more than a few hours together. You disappear whenever you want, but you think you have the right to talk to me like this?”

Ilya’s jaw shifts, and Shane continues. “How many people have you slept with in that time?” Shane keeps going, his breath slower now. “Sixty? A hundred? A thousand?” He wasn’t even trying to be cruel. He knew Ilya had slept with an absurd number of people. That is why he cannot believe the audacity, when Shane has spent all these years at home, untouched unless Ilya happened to want him.



Ilya’s mouth opens, then closes.

“I’m newly out,” Shane says, his fingers pressing lightly into his arms to ground himself. “I’m exploring. This has always been casual to you.”

Ilya locks eyes with him now. “Was it always casual to you?”

The question sits between them like something exposed. Shane refuses to give into this bullshit. “It doesn’t matter what it was to me. It is casual to me now.” He pauses, then adds. “And yes, I have slept with other people.”



“Other people,” Ilya repeats. “Or other person.”

“Other people,” Shane says, holding his gaze.

“People in the NHL?” Ilya asks.

Shane almost laughs. “I’m not going to expose or out anyone. I’d never do that to you.”

Ilya’s chest rises once, deeper than before. His hands flex at his sides.



“Don’t make fuck-drunk eyes at Mateo on the ice for the world to see then,” he mutters. “And flash him your hickey.”

Shane feels the heat climb up his neck that has nothing to do with embarrassment.

“Rozanov, do you need to leave?” he asks calmly, “or can you compose yourself long enough to fuck?”

Ilya’s gaze snaps to him. “Do you want me to stay and fuck you?”

Shane knows what he is doing, and he is not taking the bait. He will not beg for Ilya. He tilts his head slightly, “If you want to.”

“But do you want me to?”

Shane lets the silence stretch. Lets Ilya sit in it.



“I’m not going to beg,” he says at last.

Ilya’s brows draw together. “What?”

“Maybe,” Shane continues, his voice even lower now, more certain, “you should be the one who begs.”

The air between them changes. Ilya stares at him. All he can mutter out is another “what.”

Shane smiles like he is proud of himself, “Yeah, maybe you should be the one who begs to fuck me.”



Shane walks into his bedroom now, completely naked. Ilya follows after him. Shane gets onto his bed and slides fully back, reclining against the headboard, his legs open. Mirroring himself from the night in Vegas when Ilya was watching him. He drags his palm down his stomach, over the faint brush near his hip, and then lower, his fingers wrapping around his cock. He doesn’t break eye contact with Ilya as he does it.

“Fuck me,” he says softly, unbothered, letting out a moan. “Or don’t. I can use my dildo tonight. Or call someone else.”





Ilya POV



The word hits low. Someone else. Ilya feels something twist low in his stomach. He bites down on whatever reaction tries to surface.

"No,” he says too quickly.

“No, what?” Shane asks, stroking himself.

Ilya does not beg, and he does not ask. He takes. That is how this works. That is how it has always worked.



And yet, he is standing at the edge of Shane’s bed watching him stroke himself slowly, watching the marks bloom across his skin in places Ilya hasn’t properly touched in almost a year.

The last time they hooked up had been hurried, it was hot, but all about release and no room for hands to wander. Shane hadn’t invited him in, and in Vegas, Ilya had been the one who refused to take what he wanted, mistaking caution for strength.

The way Shane looks at him now, without waiting for Ilya’s instructions, is different.



Shane is different. His throat feels dry.

He remembers every time Shane used to arch for him. The way he would soften under his hands. The way he would look at him after, like he was something rare.

He had assumed that would always be there. But that is gone.



Shane pushes his hips up into his own hand and exhales through parted lips, his gaze never leaving Ilya’s.

Ilya steps forward. He can hear his own blood in his ears.

“No, Hollander. Please don’t.” The words feel foreign. His accent thickens around them. “I want to fuck you.”

Shane glances at him over, almost looking bored. “Then beg.”
The silence stretches.

Ilya can feel his own heartbeat in his palms. His fingers flex uselessly at his sides before he forces them open. He feels too much all at once, jealousy threading into anger, humiliation curdling under it, and beneath all of that, a pulse of want he cannot shut down. “Please let me fuck you, Hollander,” he says, voice lower now, rougher. “I want to fuck you so bad. Please.”

It costs him something to say it. He has to swallow twice before he can inhale properly again.
“And you don’t bother Mateo when you play each other next,” Shane adds without blinking. “No hurting him on the ice.”

Mateo. The name cuts like a blade.

“Oh,” Ilya says softly. “So you’re protective of him now?”

“I don’t want someone hurt over some weird possessive ownership you think you have over me.”

The word ownership makes something reactive flare behind Ilya’s eyes.



He steps forward. And he drops to his knees.

The movement feels both humiliating and necessary. His palms press briefly against the mattress before he crawls onto the bed, leans into his lap and takes Shane into his mouth in one deep, swallowing motion. Shane’s breath fractures into a sound that makes Ilya’s pulse spike.

He tastes him. He begins moving his tongue with practiced precision. He knows this body. He knows the exact angle that makes Shane’s hips push forward without thought.



I own you.

The thought arrives without permission. It is also a lie.

He has never owned anything about Shane. He made sure of that.

I own your body.

He knows he has no claim to it, and that knowledge only makes the urge worse.

I will prove they do not compare.

I will make myself the only version that matters.

Proving is safer than admitting he cares.

I’ll remind him what this feels like. I’ll make sure he remembers.

The thought disgusts him even as it thrills him.
Shane pushes him back suddenly, eyes bright, not soft like they usually are. “I’m going to use my dildo to open myself up. And you can watch. If you want to fuck me, you will beg a lot better than that. I’ll give you ten minutes, or you can leave.”
This is fucking hot. Ilya has liked their dynamic all these years, he never thought this would be so hot. If Shane wants him to beg, he will beg. If Shane is going to fuck himself with his dildo and let Ilya watch, he is going to watch. He inhales too fast and hates that Shane can hear it.
Three minutes later, Shane is bent over on all fours, pressing the dildo into himself slowly, head turned just enough to look back at Ilya.

Ilya is sitting at the edge of the bed, close enough to touch, but he doesn’t yet. He watches the way Shane’s back arches. The way his mouth opens around a breath that sounds too familiar and not familiar enough at the same time.



Someone else has seen this side of him. Someone else has heard his sounds. His hand curls against his thighs.

“Hollander,” he says, his voice is so rough now it barely comes out. “Please let me fuck you. I want you. I want to be inside you so badly. I need you, please. I won’t bother anyone. Please let me fuck you.”

He hears himself say it and doesn’t recognize the voice. Shane studies him for a moment longer, then pats the top of the bed near the headboards.

“Come sit here.”



Ilya does what Shane tells him to, leaning back against the headboard, trying to keep his breathing controlled. He presses his palms flat against the sheets.

Shane turns around slowly, pulling the dildo out of him, and the sight makes Ilya almost cum right then.

Shane reaches for more lube. He rolls the condom onto Ilya himself, his fingers sure, and there is no rush to it. Then he swings a leg over and lowers himself down inch by inch, eyes locked on Ilya’s face the entire time. 

The stretch makes Ilya’s head tip back briefly. “Holy fuck, Hollander,” he breathes. “When did you learn how to ride like that?”

Shane leans forward, lips brushing Ilya’s ear. “I learned some new tricks.” He starts nibbling on Ilya’s ear.

The words burn, he shouldn’t have asked. The pleasure of his dick inside Shane right now and his mouth on his ear makes the thoughts go away.
Ilya’s hands move to his hips instinctively, wanting to control the pace, wanting to drive him harder, faster.

Shane slaps them away without breaking rhythm. “No.”

Ilya lets his hands fall. His fingers grip the sheets instead, his knuckles whitening.

Jealousy coils through him no matter how much he tries to stop it. It is vibrant and completely humiliating. He feels both pleasure and revulsion tangled together. He imagines other hands here. Other mouths. He wants to erase them.

He will make himself impossible to replace. He hates that he even cares who they are.



“Stop devising evil plans,” Shane murmurs, his breath warm against his skin. “Be in the moment, or I’m getting off.”

Ilya’s eyes snap open fully. How can Shane read him like this now?

“No, Hollander,” he says quickly, voice cracking at the edge. “No. Don’t get off.”

Shane looks him directly in the eye as he rocks down harder, slower, refusing to look away. He grabs Ilya’s hand and wraps it around himself.

Ilya begins to stroke Shane's cock.
He watches every change in Shane’s face. The way his jaw tightens. The way his breath breaks. The way his body trembles when he gets close. 

He knows these signs. But he is not the only one anymore. The realization gnaws at him even as Shane cries out, "Rozanov" and comes, body clenching around him.

Ilya follows seconds later, gripping his hips like he can keep him from slipping out of reach.

They both cum entirely too fast.
Afterward, Shane rolls off and pulls Ilya out of him quickly, leaving space between them instead of curling into him or looking for reassurance the way he once did.

Ilya remains seated against the headboard, his chest still rising hard, eyes fixed on nothing.

He feels needy in a way that disorients him, nervous in a way he doesn’t recognize, and possessive enough that it borders on something ugly.

There are other men now. He cannot stop that.

This was casual to Ilya. He has slept with hundreds of girls over the years, has never asked for more than this, never needed more than this.



He has never begged before. He is not sure when that became possible.

He needs to take back control and get out of here. Not reach out next time they’re in the same town.

He stays seated longer than he means to.



####





Shane gets out of the shower, hair damp and towel wrapped low around his waist.

He looks so good, Ilya can feel himself getting hard again already.

That is his sign to go.

“So I should probably get going,” Ilya says, getting up from the bed and throwing his clothes back on.

“Okay, sounds good,” Shane says, casually, walking with him towards the door.



As he is leaving, he sees Shane’s phone buzzing on the counter, with a bunch of new message notifications.

Mateo, Elijah Knots, Hayden and more. Ilya tries to look away before reading too much into it. He misses his shoelaces the first time he ties them. His fingers don’t want to cooperate.

“It was nice seeing you, Ilya,” Shane says.

Ilya. He just called him Ilya, like it was the most natural thing in the world. Hearing his name off Shane's tongue did something to him.

Ilya turned back around after putting his shoes on and kissed him deeply.

“You too, Shane.”
Shane POV



That was the most fun he has had with Ilya, maybe ever. For once, it felt like the dynamics were balanced and they could both enjoy it. He could show off for Ilya and have him watch, just like Ilya likes, while also having control and dominating at times.

He keeps replaying the moment he told him to beg, the way Ilya stared at him for a second like he couldn’t quite believe it, and then did it anyway. Shane can still hear the change in his voice, the rough edge that didn’t sound offended so much as overwhelmed in a way that felt good.

For once, it felt like they were on equal footing. Not him waiting for Ilya to decide how the night was going to go. Not him being the one to soften first.



Ilya had gone to his knees without storming out, without rolling his eyes, without turning it into a power play of his own. That has to mean something. Shane chooses to believe it means he liked it. He doesn’t even entertain the possibility that it could mean anything else. Why would it?

He thinks about the way Ilya had watched him on the bed, the way he couldn’t seem to look away even when Shane pushed him further, and it reads in his memory as hunger, not hesitation.



Maybe this is what Ilya wanted the whole time and never knew how to ask for. Maybe the problem was never that Ilya needed control and Shane wanted to be controlled; maybe he just needed someone who could take it back without flinching. Maybe Ilya just needed him to take it.

He hadn’t felt small tonight. He hadn’t felt like he was offering himself up, hoping to be chosen. He had told Ilya exactly what he wanted, and Ilya had given it to him. He had liked their dynamic before, the way it used to unfold between them, but this is different in a way that feels electric. It feels like he finally understood the formula. Like, there was a version of this that always worked, and he just hadn’t been brave enough to try it before.



He rolls onto his side, smiling to himself.

For once, it felt easy, like two people who are very good at sex together deciding to actually enjoy that fact and play into it, instead of circling around it pretending they weren’t. At least for Shane, Ilya probably has never thought a moment in his life that he could be anything but a god in bed.

He had always assumed the only way to keep Ilya interested was to give in first. Tonight, he tried the opposite, and it was hotter than anything they’ve done before. It feels like he finally stopped trying so hard.



Even the way Ilya left didn’t feel loaded to him. He had to go, he has an early flight, it isn’t a big deal. It felt like the kind of quiet that comes after something satisfying, when there isn’t anything urgent left to prove. If anything, it felt like restraint. Like if he’d stayed five minutes longer, they would have ended up right back in bed.

It is easier when it’s casual.

He can still see the look on Ilya's face. The disbelief, the heat between them. The way his voice changed around the word please.



There is something freeing about not attaching meaning to everything.

He laughs softly, stretching out across the bed.

Now he is having as much fun as Ilya.

He doesn’t feel behind anymore. He feels ahead, and he likes that.

That has to mean something.

He can feel it sink in, light instead of complicated.

If this is what being out and unapologetic looks like, then maybe he has been overthinking the entire thing for years.



His body is pleasantly sore in places that make him smile to himself, and there’s no ache threaded through it this time, no quiet waiting for his phone to light up with a text from Ilya, no hoping for something more.

He can’t wait to hook up with whatever guy is next. The next adventure, the next person.

He can have Ilya like this. He can have anyone like this. The thought doesn’t sting, it excites him.



It’s almost funny, thinking about how seriously he used to take all of it. As if the answer wasn’t this simple the entire time.

Not because Ilya didn’t matter, but because it all feels open in a way it never did before, like he finally understands the rules of a game Ilya has been playing effortlessly for years.



He picks up his phone, and the screen is crowded.

Elijah. Mateo. A new group chat with Scott Hunter, Carter Vaughn, and Eric Bennett. Hayden. And a DM from a British gay actor he’s been quietly obsessed with for years.

He opens Mateo first.

His grin spreads before he can stop it.

He stretches out across the mattress, thinking, almost fondly, that he has finally figured out how to do this without getting hurt and without hurting anyone else.
 

 

 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    Ilya: I am having an existential crisis realizing I may have absolutely fucked this up. I do not own Shane or his body, and now I am watching him in 4K use his perfect, pretty face to reign over half the NHL. What the fuck have I done? Why the fuck do I care? This is going to ruin me.

Meanwhile, Shane: oh my god, that was so hot we are both having so much fun. I am finally having as much fun as him. This is so much easier when it’s casual, and neither of us are stressing. Wow. I love sex. I can't believe it took me this long to figure this out. I cannot wait to hook up with whoever is next.
He is so proud of himself.

Shane is somehow more self-aware and sure of himself than ever and still completely incapable of reading Ilya, bordering on delusional about what is actually happening between them, and I absolutely love it.

Next chapter we open in a Vancouver gay bar. Then New York. Possibly Chicago, if the chaos doesn't run too long, where Shane already has a hookup planned. After that, we close out October and walk into November.

They will play Boston and Detroit in November, as well as Toronto, where Shane may have another new adventure. Shane is going to go on dates, but he is in hockey season, and right now, he is focused on two things. The Cup and his dick getting sucked.

So he will probably not be getting into any relationships or have time to date someone who is not in the NHL at this moment. That does not mean he is not talking to people!!!!!

If Menace Shane made you proud, concerned, or deeply entertained, please report back.
I read every comment like it’s breaking news.

Bring your reactions, your spirals, your theories. I welcome them all.

And if this chapter made you clutch your phone or text someone at an unreasonable hour, feel free to drag them into this with you. I believe in community service.
Whisper about it. Yell about it. Link it in places I’ll never see. I need witnesses.

Next chapter is fun!! I am excited to share it soon.
Enjoy 💖


  


      

  












      Chapter 6: I can’t ditch my team alone in a gay bar
  


    Chapter Summary

    Montreal keeps winning.
A hat trick sends the Metros to Davie Street Village, where Shane’s teammates discover the gay club scene and decide they love it almost as much as they love their captain.

The dance floor gets crowded.
Strangers get bold.
Shane Hollander kisses someone in public, and the team celebrates like he just scored another goal.

A fan who once quit hockey realizes something in the sport might be changing.

Shane’s phone fills with numbers, voice memos, and messages from men across the league and at least one entirely different industry.

In Winnipeg, Ilya Rozanov opens Twitter.
And realizes the entire Montreal roster seems perfectly comfortable orbiting something that used to belong to him.



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
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Hayden Pike.

Mateo Alvarez.





Oct 21th, 2014

Montreal

Shane POV



The Montreal Metros have been on a winning streak.

Four wins, zero losses to open the season, and the energy in the room feels almost combustible, like sparks moving beneath the surface of everything they touch.

It is harder to be a hateful homophobe online when the captain is backing up every word on the ice, proving it night after night in a way that leaves very little room for argument.

Nothing about his dating life is going to slow him down from his goal of bringing Montreal the Cup this season.



Shane feels it rush through his blood, deep in his bones.

It hits him every time he pulls his jersey over his head and drags his palms down the front to smooth the fabric flat. It zaps through his whole body every time he steps onto the ice and hears the crowd rise. It is his for the first time in his career. Maybe for the first time in his life, he feels comfortable in the locker room and in the role of captain.



He drops onto the bench and lets his shoulder brush teammates without pulling back. His knee bounces once before a game and then stills. He doesn’t rehearse where to put his hands anymore. When the team jokes about morale being up since Shane came out, it isn’t really a joke. It’s true. It runs through them. The vibe is electric.



There was always something missing, and yes, Shane is known to be awkward and a little inward-looking, and that hasn’t changed. He is who he is. But he feels like he has to mask less.

He doesn’t have to calculate eye contact, or pre-plan a response while someone else is still talking. His fingers still find the seam of his compression sleeve and rub at it without him noticing. Sometimes he stares a beat too long at the tape on his stick instead of the person he is speaking to. Sometimes the noise of the room climbs higher than he wants it to.

But lately he feels more comfortable in those moments too. No one makes it a thing. When he is awkward or shy or doesn’t have the perfect thing to say, it is accepted more in the room, letting Shane be himself completely.



They beat Vancouver 6-2.



5-0 Montreal.



Shane scores a hat trick. And just as promised, the team heads to Davie Street Village to the gay scene to party.





####





The bass is already spilling onto the sidewalk when they turn onto Davie.

The rainbow crosswalk bright under street lights.



Windows glow like the whole street agreed on exactly what it wanted to be tonight.

They exit the uber and J.J. does a slow spin in the middle of the pavement, his arms out, nearly getting clipped by a cyclist.

“Gentleman,” he declares, his accent thick, “we have arrived at the culture.”



Hayden snorts and claps a hand to the back of Shane’s neck, squeezing once before letting his hand slide down between his shoulders. Shane feels it through his jacket, his skin prickling under the fabric. Hayden looks really hot tonight. “You good?” Hayden asks, his mouth close enough that Shane feels the words against his ear.

Shane nods quickly. His pulse is fast but not frantic. He reaches the door first. They push into Celebrities Nightclub like a pack.



Colours of light dance across the room. Bodies are layered over bodies. The floor vibrates faintly under his shoes. The air smells like citrus, sweat, and musk, the scent clinging to the back of his throat.

Shane really struggles in environments like this. It feels like it’s inside his skull instead of in the room. The lights strobe faster than his eyes can keep up with. There are too many bodies, and the room runs warmer than he likes. Someone brushes past him and disappears into the crowd before he can place who it was. Every sound piles onto the next, and his brain can’t separate any of it.

His shoulders creep up to his ears. His fingers press into the heel of his palm harder than he means to. For a second, he thinks, I hate this.



Hayden’s hand finds the back of his neck again, resting there with easy pressure, thumb brushing once along the edge of his collar like it has done a hundred times before in rooms louder than this. Roy knocks into his side without looking, a casual collision that assumes Shane is staying exactly where he is. J.J.’s laugh cuts through the bass, the kind of sound Shane could pick out even in a rink full of fifteen thousand people. He interlocks his arm with Shane’s and kisses him on the cheek. 
Shane blinks and lets himself lock onto that instead of the lights. Hayden’s hand. Roy is on his right. J.J. is lodging in close. The chaos rearranges around those fixed points. It stops being a room full of obstacles scraping at Shane’s brain and becomes a room full of people he is safe with.

The music still rattles through his teeth, bodies press too close, but now he knows he is safe, and he knows what is holding him there.

His fingers ease open. His shoulders come down slowly from his ears.
A drag queen is mid-performance on stage, hair whipping as she lip-syncs with such conviction that Mitty stops walking entirely.

“Oh my god,” Mitty whispers, hand pressed to his chest. “I bet she has crazy pregame rituals. I need to find them out; I need to study them.”

“Don’t get benched on our first night out at a gay club,” Gagnon mutters around his gum, scanning the room like he’s tracking zone coverage.



Recognition of the Metros walking in spreads in waves.

A guy near the bar freezes mid-sip. “No way.”

Someone else turns, then another. It doesn’t feel hostile. It feels stunned and then delighted.

J.J. clocks it instantly. He hops up onto the edge of the dance floor, raising his arms. “Bonsoir, Vancouver!”

The cheer that comes back is unreal.

They close in without discussing it. Proximity that tightens the circle by inches.
The noise is still overwhelming. The lights are still too much. The air is still thick. But now there are edges to it. He knows where his people are. He knows who is touching him. The heat pressing in from strangers doesn’t feel like exposure when Hayden’s palm slides between his shoulders again, keeping him oriented to something specific.

He feels alive. He laughs, breath breaking open in his chest.
Hayden shoves him towards the middle of the dance floor, following closely behind him. “You started this. Get in there.” J.J. slides to Shane’s other side, pressing close. Suddenly, he is sandwiched between them. Hayden’s arm slung warm across his shoulders. J.J.’s palm was warm at his waist, thumb hooking into his belt loop just to be obnoxious. J.J.’s fingers brush the skin under his shirt when Shane moves with the music, pausing there for half a second like the contact caught him off guard, but he doesn’t pull away.
The DJ switches tracks to something built for screaming.

Hayden starts moving like he’s at a wedding reception with nothing to prove. His big limbs flailing around, zero self-consciousness. J.J. escalates it immediately, grinding exaggeratedly against Shane’s hip and cackling.

“Look at our captain dancing!” J.J. shouts. “King of Davie Street!”

“Shut up!” Shane laughs, shoving him, but his hips are catching the rhythm. He doesn’t have to think about it. His body just goes there, grinding back onto J.J., a grin breaking across his face before he can stop it. J.J. laughs into his shoulder, but his hand stays exactly where it is.
The team drifts closer by instinct. Roy appears at his left shoulder, nodding once at Shane like this is another system they’ve installed, and it’s working. Gagnon pretends to resist for exactly twelve seconds before giving in, moving with dry amusement that reads like older brother approval. Laine surprises everyone by knowing every word to a Carly Rae Jepsen remix. Schneider tries too hard at first, his jaw clenched, movements jerky, until J.J. bumps him and says, “fucking relax, dude.”

Mitty commits fully. Shirt unbuttoned one too many buttons. Sweat darkened his hair. Berkes is shouting compliments at strangers. “YOU ARE BEAUTIFUL. YOU DANCE AMAZINGLY. LOVE YOUR OUTFIT. SLAY.” Shane laughs at how extra Berkes is being, even as his eyes sting faintly from the lights overhead, but he knows it is also genuine.

Even Comeau edges in. He hovers, eyes scanning, his mouth pulled into something unreadable. J.J. grabs his wrist and yanks him forward. Comeau swears, but he doesn’t leave. He dances just enough to count.
Shane tips his head back and lets himself feel the crush of it.

Hands on his shoulder. A spin that makes him laugh harder than he expected. Someone whoops when he dips with the beat. It isn’t precious, it’s rowdy and affectionate in the way hockey boys only know how to be.
Andropov steps up beside him without fanfare. “Captain,” he says, accent thickened by beer.

“You dancing,” Shane asks as he turns toward him, “or judging?”

“I can multitask.”

They move together. Not in a suggestive way, just close enough that Shane can feel Andropov’s warmth through his shirt.  Andropov’s hands hover near Shane’s hips, resting there carefully, asking without words. Shane grabs his hands and puts them on him. Andropov’s fingers flex in response.



Mitty does something chaotic near the bar, and Andropov laughs, low in his chest. He leans in. “This is good,” he says. “For team.”

Shane swallows. His throat works around it. He bumps his shoulder into Andropov’s sternum. “Yeah,” he answers, breathing unevenly from dancing. “It is.”
Hayden makes his way back over, his hands sliding to Shane’s hips, playful but firm. He leans close. “You’re glowing,” Hayden shouts over the music. “I swear to god.”

“Stop talking,” Shane laughs, breath breaking around the words, sweat cooling at the back of his neck.

J.J. leans in from the other side. “If you pull tonight, I require vetting privileges.”

“You absolutely do not.”

“I absolutely do.”



####



A guy appears in front of Shane like the music conjured him.

He has dark hair, a crooked smile and a scar near his eyebrow.

He looks at Shane like he has already decided he wants him.

“Hi,” he says, stepping close enough that Shane feels the warmth of him. “You’re Shane, right?”
Shane’s mouth curves. He’s aware of Hayden going quieter behind him. Of J.J.’s body angling just slightly closer.

“Depends,” Shane says. “You a fan or here to critique my footwork?”

The guy laughs. “Both.” He holds out a hand. “Noah.”

Shane takes it. His thumb drags across Shane’s knuckles. Shane’s breath catches for half a beat before evening out again.

“You dancing,” Noah asks, leaning in, voice low enough to cut through the bass, “or are these your security guards?”

J.J. gasps dramatically. “Security guards. I love that.”

He’s smiling, but his fingers tighten briefly at Shane’s hip. For a moment, he looks like he might step forward before deciding not to.

Shane notices. That’s new.
“I can handle myself,” Shane says easily. He steps forward. Noah’s hands find his waist with confidence. They move more slowly than the chaos around them. Noah pulls him in, and Shane lets it happen. Their hips line up.
Hayden watches. J.J. does too. The rest of the team watches in pieces, pretending not to. Noah leans in close enough that Shane feels his mouth near his ear. “You’re even hotter in person.”

Shane huffs a laugh. “Careful. My ego is already out of control.”

Noah’s hand slides higher along Shane’s side. His fingers curl into the fabric at Noah’s shoulders. He tips his chin up, his gaze snagging briefly on Noah’s mouth.

They kiss.

It’s open and public in a way that would have felt impossible six months ago.

Someone from the team howls.

Mitty shouts, “That’s our captain!”



Noah laughs against his mouth when the team starts cheering behind them.

“You always travel with an audience?”

Shane glances over his shoulder. J.J. is clapping like a proud aunt, but his gaze lingers on Shane’s mouth longer than it should.

Hayden stands beside him, smiling, though quieter now.

“Unfortunately,” Shane says.

Noah leans closer. “I don’t mind.”
Shane pulls back just enough to breathe. His lips are tingling. He can feel his own grin stretching wide.

Across the floor, Andropov is watching. He doesn’t look disapproving. Shane catches his eye. Andropov nods once.

Shane’s chest expands. He kisses Noah again, shorter this time. Then he leans close to his ear.

Shane glances back at the swarm of his teammates.

“I can’t ditch my team alone in a gay bar,” Shane says. “If you’re still here later, we can find each other.”

Noah smiles like that answer pleases him. “I’ll be here.”

Shane squeezes his waist before stepping back.
Hayden’s hands are on him the second he returns. J.J. wedges himself in again, triumphant.

“Well?” J.J. demands.

“Well what?”

“Was he worthy of the crown?”

Shane laughs, breath still uneven, heart racing with the music in his body. “You’re insufferable.”

“Correct,” J.J. says proudly.



The team swallows him again. They dance. They shout. They move like a single organism, completely unembarrassed. Strangers fold into the circle without asking permission. Someone presses a round of shots into J.J.’s hands, and he distributes them like communion. Roy steps between Shane and a guy who looks like he’s had too much, murmurs something low, and the problem dissolves.



Shane is laughing when a man edges into the space near him, hesitant but determined.

“Sorry,” he says, voice raised over the music. “I just- hi. I’m Charlie.”

He’s wearing black jeans and a charcoal button-down with the sleeves rolled up. Glitter dusts his cheekbones, subtle but intentional. He looks like he came here to be seen by someone specific and then forgot why.



“Hey,” Shane answers, stepping closer so he can hear him better.

Charlie’s hands hover near his own ribs like he’s holding something inside. “I grew up playing hockey,” he says. “Loved it. Like.. it was everything. And I quit because I couldn’t deal with the locker room. With the jokes. With pretending I wasn’t different.”

Shane’s smile softens, almost to a frown.
“I watched your interview,” Charlie continues, words coming faster now. “And the community is talking about it. A lot. People are championing you. It matters.”

It connects somewhere deep in Shane’s chest. A person standing in front of him saying, this touched me. His fingers curl loosely at his sides, thumb brushing once against the seam of his jeans.

“I’m glad you told me,” Shane says quietly.

Charlie huffs out a breath. “I tweeted about this. About tonight. I got overwhelmed. If you want me to delete them, I will.”

Shane blinks. “Delete them?”

Charlie nods quickly. “I took some pictures when you all first started dancing around him,” he corrects himself, gesturing toward the team. “Around you. It just looked.. I don’t know. I’ve never seen anything like that.”

“Show me,” J.J. demands, already leaning in.

Charlie pulls out his phone. The photos are chaotic and perfect. Shane in the center, head tipped back laughing. Hayden’s arm slung over his shoulders. J.J.'s around his waist mid-yell. Roy just behind, watchful. The whole team curved inward around Shane.
“Post them,” Shane says.

“Yeah, post that,” Hayden agrees, clapping Charlie on the shoulder.

“Tag us,” Schneider adds, too eager.

Charlie looks between them. “You’re sure?”

Shane nods. “Keep the tweets too.”

Charlie’s eyes shine in the club lights. He nods once, swallowing.

Before he leaves, Shane leans in. “Selfie?”

Charlie laughs, startled. “Yeah. Yeah, of course.”

They press together for the photo. Shane throws an arm loosely around his shoulders, smiling widely, and Charlie beams.

“Tag me,” Shane says as they part. “Next time I’m in Vancouver, we’ll grab a drink.”



He means it the way you mean it when you want more people like you in your orbit.

Charlie seems to understand. His smile eases into something calmer.

“Thank you,” he says.

Shane watches him melt back into the crowd, phone already lighting up again, and feels the room differently now. Not smaller, just more layered.

Hockey gave him so much. He hates that it took something from others.

Tonight, at least, it feels like they gave a little back.





At one point, Hayden presses his forehead briefly to Shane’s temple. “Proud of you,” he says, quiet enough that only Shane hears it

Shane doesn’t answer right away. He swallows, breath catching high in his chest, and slides his hand up Hayden’s back in a quick squeeze, fingers spreading between his shoulder blades.

“Yeah,” he says finally. “Me too.”

Hayden pulls back, but not far. The look he gives him isn’t subtle. It moves through Shane, starting at his sternum and drifting lower, something blooming under his skin. What’s moving between them is something else entirely.
Shane exhales and turns his head, scanning the room until he spots Noah near the edge of the dance floor. He slips away for a minute, weaving through bodies. Noah smiles when he sees him coming. “I’ve got curfew,” Shane says. “Realized I should probably act like a professional at some point.”

Noah laughs. “Tragic.”

Shane pulls his phone from his pocket and hands it over. “Put your number in. Next time I’m in Vancouver, we’ll plan it properly.”

Noah types it in, glancing up once. “I’ll hold you to that.”

“Please do.”

They don’t kiss again. Shane squeezes his shoulder and heads back to the team, already aware of Hayden’s eyes tracking him from across the room.


####





Hours later, they spill out onto the sidewalk in a wave of noise and exhaustion, shirts clinging, voices shredded from shouting lyrics none of them fully knew. Someone is still laughing at something J.J. said ten minutes ago.

Shane doesn’t feel like he left anything behind in that bar. If anything, it feels like he carried something out with him.

Hayden walks close enough that their shoulders keep brushing with every step.



####



RANDOM GUY AT THE CLUB POV



Charlie came straight from work.

He is in black jeans and a charcoal button down with the sleeves rolled to his forearms, collar open one button.

A thin silver chain rests against his collarbone. He debated the chain for a full minute before leaving and decided yes. His fingers brush it once without thinking.
He stands at the bar, gin and soda in his hand. He checks the door once, then his phone. His date texted five minutes ago. Parking is chaos. I’m close.

The music vibrates up through his shoes. He watches the crowd loosely at first. It’s a habit, people-watching for comfort.
And then the door opens again.

He doesn’t clock all of them at once. The size of them. The posture. Faces he has only ever seen on TV.

No. No way.

The Montreal Metros walk into Celebrities Nightclub like this is the most natural thing in the world.
Charlie’s fingers were still briefly around his glass. He sees Shane Hollander in the middle of it.
Any gay man who appreciates hockey has probably had a crush on Shane Hollander at some point. Him coming out was a huge deal in the gay scene, and now he is standing in this bar with his team. He watches as his teammates gravitate toward him and dance around him. They fold into him without hesitation. Arms slung over shoulders. Hands at his back, at his waist. He is being dragged around the dance floor by them like he is their little doll, they are all fighting over.



Charlie used to love hockey. Somewhere along the way, it stopped loving him back.
But this. Shane is dancing. The whole team closes in around him like they’re drawn there without thinking.
Hayden’s hands land at Shane’s hips in a way that is protective and playful all at once, but mixed with sexual energy. J.J. presses in from the other side, laughing, head tipped back. Other teammates are near enough to intercept anything that looks wrong. Even the quieter ones are there. They are all present and unapologetic in the environment. No one flinches. It’s just pure joy.
Charlie’s chest tightens; he feels full. He presses his lips together and exhales slowly through his nose, eyes stinging in a way he refuses to label.

He quickly takes a few photos. A man behind him bumps his shoulder. Charlie barely hears it.
He watches Shane kiss a guy on the dance floor. Like the room belongs to him.

The team explodes around them in celebration instead of discomfort.
Charlie laughs under his breath.

He reaches for his phone without thinking.

The screen throws pale light across his face. His drink sits untouched now, condensation slipping down the glass and pooling near his fingers.



He goes on Twitter and sends out the first tweet.
- tell me why the Montreal metros just walked into celebrities on Davie



-SHANE IS DANCING, AND THEY ARE ALL AROUND HIM LIKE HE’S THEIR KING!!! THEY ALL LOVE AND SUPPORT HIM SO MUCH, I AM UNWELL
-Get you a team who, when you say I’m gay they say LET’S PARTY WITH YOUR PEOPLE
- i avoided sports for years because i thought masculinity meant danger, and now I am crying on the dance floor watching this
He then walks over to Shane on the dance floor and introduces himself. He explains what he just did and apologizes, saying he can delete the messages if Shane wants. Shane is polite, even sweeter in person, and the team laughs and tells him to keep them.

He shows them the pictures he took and asks if he can post them too, and Shane smiles and says yes. They take a selfie.

He drops the photos in a tweet with no words.
Except Shane doesn’t let it stay that clean and distant, not really. He leans in as they part, close enough that Charlie can hear him over the music without guessing. “Tag me. Next time I’m in Vancouver, we’ll grab a drink.”

And Charlie understands what he means without having to translate it. Offered in the simplest language possible, like he wants community, and he is not embarrassed about wanting it.

Charlie feels his smile change as it happens, easing into something calmer.

“Thank you,” he says, and it comes out honest.
Notifications begin stacking. He lets out a breath that sounds dangerously close to a laugh.

“Holy shit,” he murmurs to himself.
Across the room, Shane throws his head back laughing while his teammates close in around him like this is exactly where he belongs.

Charlie glances at the door again, wondering if his date will walk into this, too.
He thinks about telling him the truth. Just the part that matters. That he walked into a gay club in Vancouver expecting the usual, and instead got handed proof that the world can be kinder than it used to be.

And he thinks about Shane’s line again, next time I’m in Vancouver, we’ll grab a drink, and he already knows what that could look like if Shane really follows through. Charlie texting his friends. Showing him Davie with the kind of affection the city deserves. Just bringing people together the way Shane is doing tonight, out in the open, like it’s allowed.
####



Shane POV



They get to their hotel and say their goodnights, J.J.’s hug lasting a little longer than usual. 



“Let’s go to our room, buddy,” Hayden says, grin crooked, voice low now without the music to compete with. Shane’s pulse kicks hard once, then again.

“Yeah,” he answers, already aware he isn’t heading toward anyone else’s door tonight. As soon as the hotel room door clicks shut, Hayden crowds him.
Shane barely drops his hotel key on the dresser before Hayden’s mouth is on his, pushing him back against the wall beside the door. The kiss is hungry in a way that makes Shane’s stomach flip. Hayden’s hands slide under his shirt, palms warm against Shane’s stomach, thumbs dragging over skin like he has been waiting all night.

Shane’s shoulders hit the wall. He exhales through his nose when Hayden bites lightly at his lower lip.



“I almost thought J.J. was going to drag you into his room and try to fuck you,” Hayden says against his mouth, words tangled between kisses.

Shane laughs, but the image flashes back to J.J.’s eyes on the dance floor following his mouth when he kissed Noah. J.J.’s grin. J.J.’s hands. It sparks something in Shane’s belly.

But the reality of Hayden’s thigh pressing between his legs pulls him back into the present. The scrape of stubble along his jaw. Shane’s fingers fist into Hayden’s shirt. His hips tilt forward in answer.



“I hope you didn’t think I was being weird at the bar. If you went home with that guy, I would have been cool,” Hayden says for a moment, serious.

“Yes, I know, but I really wanted your cock tonight, Hayds,” Shane says with a little smirk. “Plus, we have an early flight. I got his number. I’ll see him next time.”

“Shane Hollander, what have you become?” His hand slides back up Shane’s ribs and lingers there, fingers spreading against his side like he’s waiting to see if Shane pulls away. Shane doesn’t. He leans into it instead, mouth finding Hayden’s again. The kiss slows, the kind that drags breath from both of them.
Hayden’s palm travels down Shane’s back, stopping at the waistband of his jeans. Shane feels the pause there. His answer comes without words. He presses closer, one hand sliding into Hayden’s hair, tugging just enough to pull a laugh from Hayden.

“Still think I should’ve gone with Noah?” Shane murmurs.

“Not even a little,” Hayden answers, and pulls him back into another kiss that knocks Shane’s shoulder into the wall again.
“You sure this is okay with Jackie?” Shane asks, his breath uneven, pushing Hayden back just enough to see his face.

Hayden’s chest is rising faster now. He cups Shane’s jaw, thumb brushing over his cheek.

“We’re good, Shane. I promise.”

Shane studies him for hesitation and finds none. His pulse is loud in his ears. He nods.

“Okay, Hayds. If you say so.”
And then he drops. His knees hit the carpet. Hayden’s breath leaves him in a broken sound. Shane looks up at him and feels the rush of power that comes with it. The way his stomach tightens when Shane takes him into his mouth. They take their time. They suck each other off like they have nowhere else to be. Hands sliding over skin. Teeth grazing shoulders. Shane laughs once when Hayden swears under his breath and then goes quiet when Hayden returns the favour, mouth working him slow enough to make his thighs tense.
They take turns, trading control back and forth until they’re both flushed and laughing into each other’s mouths. And then Hayden fucks Shane so hard into the mattress he almost cries, from the force of it. From the way Hayden grips his hips and drives into him like he’s been holding that energy in all night. From how the bed frame rattles against the wall. From the way his voice breaks open in his throat. His fingers twist in the sheets. His jaw goes slack. His eyes sting. He almost cries, not from pain. But from the intensity of it. From how the entire night condenses into this single point where Hayden is above him, inside him, breathing his name like it matters.
When it’s over, they collapse beside each other, skin damp, chests heaving. Shane stares at the ceiling, a slow grin pulling at his mouth.

They shower one at a time. Steam fogs the mirror. Shane braces a palm against the tile while water runs down his spine. The dance floor. Charlie’s shining eyes. Noah’s number saved in his phone. Hayden’s mouth on his neck.
By the time they’re clean and in separate beds, room service is on the way because neither of them trusts drunk hunger to be ignored.

Hayden props himself up on one elbow, damp hair falling into his eyes.

“You really are magnetic,” he says, voice rougher now without music to compete with. “Watching you become more you has been really cool. I know I keep saying it, but I’m proud of you.”

Shane turns his head on the pillow to look at him.

“Do you really think J.J. wants to fuck me?” he asks shyly because he doesn’t want to let on how much he’d like that.

“Jesus dude.” Hayden barks out a laugh. “Oh my god. You’ve turned into such a little slut. I love it. I think he wants to. Who knows.”

Shane picks at a loose thread in the hotel sheet, eyes unfocused for a moment. “Would that bother you? I feel like there’s probably a captain rule about this.”
Hayden’s expression changes, it turns thoughtful.

“I don’t care, Shane. Live your life. But maybe keep it to me and J.J. if that’s something you both want. Outside of that, maybe don’t start running through our entire roster.”

Shane huffs a laugh. “Okay. You’re right. I won’t.”
Hayden narrows his eyes at him. “Have you been sleeping with other guys in the NHL?”

Shane’s grin widens, shameless. “Yes. A few. You would not believe how many have reached out, Hayds.”

“Are you going to tell me who?”

“Of course not. That’s private.”

Hayden shakes his head, smiling despite himself. “Get all the dicks you need. Love that for you. Mine is here occasionally. Don’t forget about it.”

Shane laughs, heat flickering low again. “I love your big curved dick. I will never forget about it.”

“Good,” Hayden replies.
They put on a movie like they always do when they room together. Something noisy enough to fill the room but not interesting enough to demand attention.



Hayden is out twenty minutes in, arm flung over his face.

Shane lies on his back in his own bed, staring at the flicker of light across the ceiling.

There’s something wild about your friend fucking you into the mattress and then rolling right back into being exactly that. Best friends and teammates. The kind of bond that doesn’t fracture under sex.
He turns his head to look at Hayden. His body is pleasantly spent, mind still bright with everything the night carried.



He picks up his phone. Mateo’s name sits near the top of his messages. Shane taps the thread and plays the newest voice memo through his phone speaker, Mateo’s voice sultry even through the tiny speaker. Shane huffs a quiet laugh into his pillow and records one back. He sends it before he can listen to it again.

The British actor has texted again, too, something charming enough that Shane grins into his pillow, feeling giddy. Shane lifts his phone and snaps a quick photo of himself shirtless in bed, hair still damp from the shower, sending it with no caption.
Elijah’s messages sit lower in the thread. Shane opens them last, reading through carefully this time, thumb hovering over the keyboard while making sure he answers each part the way Elijah deserves.
By the time he sets the phone back on the nightstand, the room has gone still again.





Ilya POV
Ilya sits in a hotel room in stupid Winnipeg, bored out of his mind. The television is on but muted, blue light washing across the wall without catching his attention. He scrolls through his phone instead, thumb drifting down the screen until, as usual, a text with a link from Marlow appears. He taps it.
Shane was in the middle of a dance floor, looking hot, soaking up the attention like he always did. Hayden is on one side of him with his arms wrapped around Shane’s shoulders, J.J. on the other with his arms around his waist, both of them pressed in like they belong there. The entire team curves around them without thinking about it, bodies turned toward Shane as if the room arranged itself around him. Shane’s head is tipped back, laughing.
There are multiple pictures from the same account, including a selfie with Shane and the guy who posted them.
Ilya stares at the screen. His thumb goes still against the edge of the phone, hovering over the glass while the glow of the photos reflects faintly across his knuckles. He has never seen Shane look so comfortable in a room full of people. That laugh is familiar in a way that twists something in his chest. Shane only laughs like that when he gets pulled so deep into a moment he forgets anyone is watching. Shane is usually wound tight, like something stretched to its limit.
Lately, everything about Shane feels unfamiliar. Further from the version Ilya knew.
Ilya decided when he left Montreal that he wasn’t going to reach out to Shane again, and he is sticking to it.
The more he looks at the picture, the more he sees the Shane he knew behind closed doors, the one who loves attention and praise. He is still there in that moment, bright and alive on a dance floor surrounded by teammates who would tear the room apart for him.
Ilya’s fingers drift to the thin chain at his throat, rubbing the metal between two knuckles before he realizes he is doing it.



But he is no longer the one standing close enough to reach him.
His nose scrunches once, the way it always does when something inside him pushes forward and he refuses to let it. He locks his phone and sets it face down on the table beside him.

He turns off the light and closes his eyes. 
 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    I HAVE THE FULL STORY MAPPED OUT NOW!!!

There are a LOT of hot scenes and slutty Shane moments coming.
But the more I write this, the more I realize this fic is not just about Shane being a slut. EVEN THOUGH THAT IS THE PREMISE AND THE BACKBONE OF THIS ENTIRE STORY and I will not be pretending otherwise.
It is about queer joy, and queer community.

You will see that through the hookups, situationships, dates, and the different people Shane meets along the way. Not every interaction is just about sex. It is about Shane building community and growing as a person over the course of the year after coming out, meeting all types of people, learning what he likes and doesn’t like in bed, and what he wants and doesn’t want from partners.

It is about him making new friendships, strengthening old bonds, being a support system to other closeted players, and letting himself authentically be both a hockey god and a gay icon.

Shane is still going to meet lots of new men, try different kinks and fetishes, and get himself into hookups that range from chaotic fun to situations that start feeling a little more serious than he planned.

This man has YEARS of curiosity to catch up on.  Unfortunately for the NHL, he has decided to address that curiosity very thoroughly.

I know everyone is itching for Cliff, and it is coming. I have a two-part plan for him.

But first we will be in New York, and then in Chicago with Elijah.
I am very excited about both of those chapters, and they are important to the story.

Originally, I was going to cram this night, New York, and Elijah all into one chapter. I am used to writing 10k chapters with my other fic, but I realized shorter chapters that let certain moments breathe might be more fun for this story.
So now we get to sit in the chaos a little longer.

Threesomes, gang bangs, and exhibitionism are all not off the table.

We haven’t even gotten through the first month of the hockey season.  This season is long, and Shane Hollander is feeling extremely motivated.

As for Ilya, he is not forgotten.
Shane still loves him, whether he wants to acknowledge that or not, but he has no idea where Ilya stands, and like he said himself, he is very much single.

While a lot of his hockey friends have been having sex since they were teenagers, Shane has been waiting around for one man.
So yes.

HE IS GOING TO BE A FREAK.
HE IS GOING TO BE SLUTTY.
HE IS GOING TO BE A MENACE.

But at his core, Shane is deeply caring, and even though this fic is OOC in a lot of ways, that is still a core truth about him.

I read all your comments and laugh constantly. Your brains are incredible. Sometimes it honestly feels like you are reading directly into my head.

Thank you for the kudos and for everyone who has been sharing the fic around. It genuinely means a lot.

And if you’re enjoying my writing here, I also have a much longer slow burn fic that I hold very near and dear to my heart.


  


      

  












      Chapter 7: Maybe he just likes me
  


    Chapter Summary

    Montreal is undefeated.
Shane Hollander’s phone keeps filling up.

New friends in different cities.
Long conversations that stretch late into the night.
And men across the league are starting to rethink a few things.

One night out proves just how fast those ripples can travel.

Two and a half weeks after coming out, Shane Hollander is learning that living openly doesn’t just change his own life.
It changes everyone around him.



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
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October 23, 2014

New York

Shane POV
Over the past few weeks, Shane has realized something he didn’t expect after coming out. It isn’t just about being able to have sex without apologies or someday building a life with a man.

The sex is part of it. He is having more sex than he ever has in his life, with plans to have plenty more. Every new experience carries a small thread of disbelief in the back of his mind. This is my life now.



But what keeps surprising him is everything around it. The people he is meeting, the conversations he is having, the way his life keeps extending into parts of the world he never imagined himself inside. In the last few weeks, Shane has made more connections than he expected in years.



He has been texting with Charlie for the past few days. Charlie is the guy from the bar in Vancouver who tweeted about him that night, the one who came over to tell Shane how much it mattered that he came out and how much his friends and community were championing him. The texts start small. Hockey jokes, a couple of questions about the Metros and Charlie’s life, but the conversation keeps going longer than he expects.



Charlie has been telling him about places around Montreal Shane somehow never knew about, queer spaces that have existed inside the city the entire time he has lived there. Bars, drag shows, Le Village, le Centre communautaire LGBTQ+ de Montréal. Yuna is already planning ways for Shane to go help out.

Charlie and some of his friends have been planning a trip to Montreal for months and are coming in a few weeks. They have already started including Shane in their plans whenever he can join.

Real plans that appear in a growing list of messages while Shane reads them with his mouth open, googling everything afterward.



They want to take him out. Show him things. Pull him into the corners of the city, he has somehow been skating past all this time.

For the first time since coming out, Shane feels like someone is opening the door and waving him inside instead of him watching through the glass.


####




Since October 8th, when he came out, he and Mateo have been texting every day. What started as hot sex ten days ago has grown into something that exists well beyond a post-game hookup.



They talk about hockey sometimes because it is a shared language they both love, but those conversations rarely stay there long, which is new for Shane.

Mateo is curious in a way that keeps pulling Shane further into conversation instead of letting him fade back into what feels comfortable.

What he wants his life to look like in ten years. What scares him about the future. What parts of hockey he hopes he never loses, even after the league spits him back out. The happiest moment of his life. The saddest one.



They FaceTime most days, usually lying in bed with their phones propped against pillows.

He is attentive without performance, generous and slipping quietly into Shane’s life without asking permission.

Mateo has become one of the safest places in Shane’s life.



##



And then there is Elijah.

Sweet, perfect, deeply caring Elijah.

That reconnection has been unfolding in its own rhythm.

At first, it was just a few texts about games. A comment about a play here or there. Something small that didn’t ask too much from either of them.



Now they talk on the phone a few times a week, sometimes while they are both watching the same game from different cities on their day off, the broadcast echoing faintly through Elijah’s side of the call while they talk over it. They argue about defensive systems. Break down face off strategies. Shane thought he understood hockey inside out, but Elijah brings up things he has never considered before, and they can spend hours talking through them.



Those calls drift into stupid memories from hockey camp when they were teenagers. About coaches they hated and teammates they secretly admire.

Elijah asks questions in that thoughtful, perceptive way he always had, the kind that makes Shane realize halfway through answering that he is talking about something deeper than he expected to.



He is going to see Elijah in a few days.

He still doesn’t know what shape that connection is supposed to take. But he finds himself looking forward to it anyway.



But sometimes after long conversations with Elijah or Mateo, when that bright feeling of connection is still buzzing through him, he thinks about picking up the phone and calling Ilya.

Seeing if they could ever connect outside of the pattern they have fallen into. Sex. A quick exit. Silence until the next time their schedules cross again.



He hasn’t talked to Ilya since he left Montreal. That part isn’t new.

He thinks about the fact that the time he spent with Mateo before and after that game adds up to more than most of the time he and Ilya ever spent together. 



But he also knows trying would probably end the same way it always does. He reminds himself he is moving on. And that he is having a lot of fun doing it.


####


Away vs. New York Admirals.

Final Score: 4–3 Montreal



The game unfolds fast in that chaotic early-season way where everyone still has too much energy and not enough patience. The crowd is loud. It always is in New York. The ice feels wide open every time Shane touches the puck.



Montreal wins four to three.
Six wins.

No losses.
6-0 Montreal.
 
####


The locker room afterwards feels like someone kicked the door open in the middle of a storm.



Music blasts from a speaker balanced on top of J.J.’s stall. Gear piles onto the floor. A helmet skitters across the room and taps the equipment rack. Someone swears when a skate blade catches the edge of a bag.
“SIX AND OH!” Hayden bellows from somewhere near the center of the room, both arms thrown overhead like he personally dragged the team across the finish line. He spins once in a circle with the energy of a man who absolutely would have done a lap around the arena if the coaches hadn’t herded them off the ice.
“Don’t say it like that,” Mitty blurts from his stall, his head snapping up so fast water flicks from the ends of his hair. “You can’t yell the number. That’s how you jinx it.”
Roy doesn’t even glance up from the skate he’s unlacing, fingers working methodically through the knot.

“It’s October,” he says, voice level enough that it almost disappears under the music. “Nobody is engraving anything.”
Hayden pivots toward them both, pointing with exaggerated outrage. “You two are fundamentally incapable of experiencing joy.”
Roy pulls the skate free and sets it beside the bench before straightening. “That’s not accurate,” he replies. “I experience joy in June.”
A roll of tape arcs across the room and smacks Hayden in the shoulder with a dull thump. “Focus,” Gagnon mutters around the gum in his mouth, leaning back against his locker like he’s watching a slow practice drill unfold. “Enjoy the win without turning the room into a documentary.”
Hayden clutches his shoulder like he’s been mortally wounded. “You threw tape at an alternate captain,” he accuses.



“You were monologuing,” Gagnon says.

“I literally said six and oh!” Hayden laughs. Gagnon shrugs like he stands by it.



J.J. strides out of the shower and back into the locker room like he owns the building, towel slung dangerously low around his hips, water running down his chest. Shane’s eyes snag on the line of muscle at his waist before he realizes what he’s doing. The deep V where J.J.’s hips taper inward. The dark line of hair disappearing beneath the towel.
J.J. catches the look. Of course he does. He slows half a step as he passes Shane’s stall. J.J. turns his head to look at him and holds eye contact just long enough that it stops feeling accidental. His mouth tilts upward in a smirk. Then he hooks a thumb into the edge of the towel and lets it fall. He keeps walking toward his locker like nothing about that mattered.

The more days pass, the more Shane suspects Hayden wasn’t entirely joking when he said J.J. might want to hook up. It isn’t the towel drop. J.J. has been walking around naked since rookie camp. It’s the look.
“Bar tonight!” J.J. announces suddenly. A few guys cheer. Berkes bangs the heel of his stick against the floor twice like he’s calling a meeting to order.

Mitty appears from behind the goalie gear rack like a ghost rising out of a pile of pads. His hair is still damp, eyes wide with focus. “Question,” he says.

Nobody answers. Mitty's questions rarely improve the situation.
He leans further into the open space between stalls, gaze sweeping across the room like he’s conducting a tactical review. “Is Hollander coming?” he continues carefully, “because if he isn’t, I need to recalibrate my entire superstition sequence.”
That gets a ripple of laughter.

“I can’t tonight,” he says. The reaction hits instantly.

“What?” Hayden turns so fast he nearly knocks his water bottle off the bench. “You’re abandoning us?” Berkes adds, scandalized.

Roy looks up again. “Our captain.”
Shane reaches for the comb sitting beside his bag and drags it slowly through his damp hair. “Made plans with the Admirals,” he says.

Hayden squints at him. “Is this a gay thing?”

Shane snorts under his breath and pushes the comb back onto the shelf.

“No,” he says, tugging his hoodie over his head. “Not a gay thing.”
He doesn’t think Scott Hunter, Eric Bennett, and Carter Vaughn want to go for drinks for a gay thing.

And just like that the locker room explodes back into noise again.



####




Shane has been in a group chat with Eric Bennett, Scott Hunter, and Carter Vaughn for a few weeks now.

The conversation in that chat has honestly been pretty boring.

Not in a bad way, just the predictable rhythm of older veterans discussing travel days, line matchups, and the quiet frustrations of a long season. Things Shane loves, though, listening to them talk about it makes it clear they’re a little jaded.

Carter is the exception.



He is Shane’s age, loud in the way certain hockey players are loud, the kind of guy who fills whatever space he walks into while fully aware of how good he looks doing it. The one who talks mostly in hockey lingo and probably seems like a caricature to anyone outside the sport.



Most of the messages in the chat are about games. A few jokes. A couple of chirps from Shane when the Admirals have lost.

Nothing suggested tonight would be anything more than a couple of drinks.



####


Shane pushes through the door of the Kingfisher and pauses just inside the entrance. The bar is dimly lit and has a completely different vibe than the club he went to the other night. 
The place isn’t busy, but it isn’t empty either. A low current of conversation moves through the bar. Hockey is played on two screens above the bar. Pride flags hang in every corner. The television commentary overlaps with the chatter around him.
It isn’t the fact that it’s a gay bar that makes him hesitate.

It’s the fact that it’s a gay, sports bar. Something about that feels exposed.



He scans the room until he spots them toward the back. Scott and Eric are already sitting in a booth, leaning toward each other halfway through a story. Scott notices him first and lifts a hand. Shane crosses the room and slides into the booth, shrugging out of his coat and dropping it beside him. He sits next to Scott without really thinking about it, familiar proximity winning out over the uncertainty that always comes with new spaces.
There is already a beer waiting in front of him. “Please tell me Carter isn’t already somewhere drunk and I missed it,” Shane says.

Scott chuckles softly, and Eric shakes his head. “We told him to come for nine.”

Shane glances between them. “But you told me 8:30,” he says slowly.

Eric’s mouth tilts upward. “Exactly.”
Shane looks at them again, and it clicks that they wanted to talk. Scott leans forward slightly, his forearms resting against the edge of the table.

“We asked you to come early,” he says, “because we wanted to talk before Carter turns this into a circus.”

Shane considers the possibilities. “Am I about to get a lecture?” he asks.



Eric lets out a short laugh. Scott shakes his head. “No.” Scott waits a second. Then says, “Actually, we wanted to say thank you.”

Shane blinks. He pauses mid-drink. “What?” he says.

Scott’s gaze drifts briefly toward the television above the bar before returning to Shane. “When you came out,” he says, “it made something very clear to me.”
His fingers tap once against the wood of the table. “I’ve been seeing someone since last season.”

Shane’s eyebrows pull together in shock.

Scott continues before Shane can respond. “His name’s Kip. A few people know, mostly his friends.” He shrugs lightly. “I wasn’t hiding from myself. I knew I was gay for a long time. I just never said it out loud. I’ve spent my whole career trying to be the kind of captain people trust, the kind of player the league points to and says that’s how you do it. I didn’t want to lose that.”

Shane nods along. The reasoning behind it feels a little too close to home.
“When you came out, I started thinking maybe some things happen for a reason. It pushed me to tell Bennett. We are good friends, and I thought maybe it would be safe to share with someone in my life.”

Shane frowns for a second, remembering Scott has no parents and hockey really is his family. Then he smiles as it sinks in that Scott Hunter just came out to him and told him he has a boyfriend.“When did you meet Kip?” Shane asks, not sure what else to say. Then he glances over at Eric to see his reaction.

“In January.”

Shane huffs out a laugh, shaking his head while he drags a thumb along the edge of the beer label. “That is insane,” he mutters.
Scott glances at Eric like it’s his turn to speak. Eric adjusts slightly in his seat. “I guess I should say something too,” he says.

Shane looks at him.

Eric’s expression turns reflective. His voice is calm in that composed way he carries on the ice. “When Scott told me about Kip,” Eric says, “it made me take a closer look at a few things in my own life.” He exhales slowly. “Turns out I had some things to figure out.”
Shane waits for whatever Bennett is about to say next. Eric glances toward the bar. “Scott introduced me to Kip. Kip introduced me to someone,” he says. “Kyle.” Shane follows his gaze. Eric nods slightly. “He works here.” Shane’s head turns back.
“You’re dating the bartender?” Eric’s lips curve in a self aware smile.

“I’m exploring the possibility. We only just met, but I enjoy flirting with him.”

“Aren’t you married or something?” Shane asks seriously, then pauses as the memory clicks into place, the divorce Hayden mentioned earlier in the season.

“We got divorced. Not because of this, we just grew apart,” Eric says in the calm tone of someone who has had to explain that many times.

“I’m sorry about that,” Shane says, and Eric just nods.



His brain is still trying to rearrange the last ten minutes into something coherent.

Scott Hunter has been quietly dating a man for almost a year.

Eric Bennett is apparently bisexual or at least bicurious.

And somehow, all of it traces back to Shane coming out just over two and a half weeks ago.
“You guys didn’t need me to do anything,” Shane says after a moment.
Scott’s response comes easily. “No,” he says. “But seeing someone else do it made it harder to keep pretending it wasn’t already part of my life. Kip is completely out, and it has been hard on our relationship to stay in the closet. I am thinking I may come out publicly soon, too.”

“For Kip?” Shane asks.

“Yes. I am in love with him. I want to spend my life with him,” Scott says like he has just stated the score of a hockey game.



For a second Shane's mind goes completely blank.

When he finally looks back up, there’s a small devilish grin tugging at the corner of his mouth. “So this is like,” he says slowly, “the gay mentorship dinner?”

Scott rolls his eyes. Eric covers his mouth briefly, failing to hide a laugh.

Before anyone can say anything else, a figure appears at the end of the table.
Eric glances up. “Kyle,” he says. Kyle steps closer with the familiarity of someone used to navigating crowded tables. He’s younger than both of them, roughly Shane’s age. Very cute.

Eric introduces them quickly. Kyle smiles at Shane. “Nice to meet you,” he says. Shane nods. “You too.”

“Back to work,” Kyle says lightly.

Eric tracks his movement as he disappears toward the bar. Shane takes in the entire interaction with open curiosity.

Eric leans back across from them, absently tugging at the sleeve of his shirt like he’s only half aware he’s doing it. Shane stares at his beer for a moment, then lifts his head again.
“Okay,” he says. “So Carter is going to walk in here in twenty minutes and ruin whatever emotional growth just happened.”

Scott smiles while Eric tips his head back with a short laugh. “Thank you for telling me. I respect both of you a lot. It looks like you’re building something here, with each other and with the people in this room. I’d like to be part of that. And I’d like you to be part of mine too.”
Eric lets his attention rest on him for a second before his gaze slides toward Scott. They are doing the same thing he, J.J., and Hayden do in a crowded room, communicating through small looks, sounds, and facial expressions. Something passes between them before Scott finally speaks.
“So Hollander,” he says, “we have heard some rumours.”

Shane tilts his head slightly. “What rumours?”

Eric tips his glass toward him, trying to hide the smile building across his face. “That since you came out, a lot of the NHL has been trying to get with you.”

Shane takes them both in, a small smile creeping onto his face. “Not rumours.”

For a moment, both of them just stare at him. A flush climbs the back of Shane’s neck as their expressions slowly fall into matching disbelief. 
Scott finally leans back into the booth. “So you’re saying,” he says slowly, “all these straight hockey men I spent my whole career terrified to be gay around are suddenly not straight and begging to get with you, Hollander?”
Shane just smiles.

“I don’t know what their sexual preference is,” he says, then lifts the bottle slightly. “Other than me.”

Scott lets out a loud laugh at that, and Eric just shakes his head, clearly amused.
“I mean, if this was a year or two ago before I met Kip, wow. Yeah. I would be in the same boat as the rest of them,” Scott says with a smile. “But I actually am gay and had no idea this was an option.”“I don’t want to ruin something that I think will be good,” Eric says, pausing before adding, “but yeah, Shane Hollander, you are kind of every hockey player’s, gay or straight, fantasy. It has been talked about through locker rooms for years.”

Shane’s mouth is hanging open when Scott adds, “It’s true. When people would talk about if they had to go gay for a day, your name was always at the top of the list.”

Shane cackles before he can stop himself. “Oh my god.”





####





They continue talking about Kip, about the Kingfisher, about Shane, and who has reached out, which Shane refuses to give details on, but lets them know it’s been many. Then he tells them about “British Actor” and watches as their faces both turn white. Only being able to muster out a “holy shit” one too many times.



Scott sits angled along the booth with his arm stretched behind him, bottle hanging loosely in his hand, while Eric leans back across from them, long legs tucked beneath the table and expression thoughtful in the reserved way that seems to belong to him even in crowded rooms.

Shane is halfway through deciding whether to break the silence when a voice drops into the space over the table with the casual confidence of someone who assumes he is welcome wherever he goes.
“Well, this looks suspiciously serious.” Shane turns his head. Carter Vaughn appears beside the booth with his jacket slung over one shoulder and that familiar grin already spreading across his face, the one that shows up whenever he suspects he has just walked into something entertaining. His cheeks are flushed from the cold outside, and his hair still carries a little dampness from the wind, curls tight yet pushed slightly out of place.
His attention travels across the table, from Scott to Eric, before landing squarely on Shane, and the grin grows wider like the night just got a lot better. “Well, shit,” Carter says.
Scott glances once at the space beside Eric, then back at Carter. Something like resignation passes across his face as he pushes himself out of the booth and slides across to Eric’s side without a word. Carter doesn’t even pretend to consider the other seat. He drops into the space beside Shane with that easy grin. “Look who showed up tonight. Hollander himself.”

 

Then Carter gives Shane a slow once-over that only pretends to be casual. His thigh brushes Shane’s leg before Carter stretches across the table and steals a fry from Eric’s plate like it belongs to him. Carter’s leg remains pressed against Shane’s as he leans back into the booth, arm hooking along the top of the seat behind him in an easy sprawl.

“Buddy,” he says with easy appreciation, “do you always look this good on road trips, or is this some special New York glow situation?”
Across the table, Scott’s eyebrows lift. Eric’s mouth twitches like he is fighting off a laugh.

Shane lets the silence sit there for a second before answering. His gaze flicks across the table first, catching the look Scott and Eric exchange, then he turns back to Carter and raises an eyebrow.“Careful, Vaughnny,” he says lightly. “You’re laying it on pretty thick for a straight guy.”

Carter laughs, unbothered by the suggestion, and bumps his shoulder against Shane’s in a friendly knock. “Relax,” he says. “Just appreciating a beauty when I see one. That’s locker room etiquette.”
Shane notices Scott’s attention drift back toward them again. For a moment, Shane can feel Scott and Eric arriving at the same realization. The rumors. Happening live.

Scott clears his throat and pushes to his feet, glass still in his hand. “I’m going to hit the bathroom,” he says, already stepping away from the table.

Carter watches him disappear toward the hallway without much interest.
Across the table, Eric looks at his glass like he has discovered something deeply interesting.

A server drops fresh drinks on the table, and Carter thanks him with a grin before turning back to Shane, forearms resting along the table as he leans slightly toward him.

“So,” Carter says, “three goals tonight. That clapper in the second period was disgusting. Bar down like that? You’re making the rest of us look like beer league grinders.”

Shane lets out a short laugh. He talks like hundreds of other hockey boys Shane has known in his life, but Carter always has a way of making it charming.

“Someone has to keep the standard high.”
Carter starts gesturing more the deeper he gets into a story, his hands moving wide as he talks. His elbow bumps Shane’s arm every time he turns back toward him.

At one point, he reaches across Shane for his glass and his hand drops lower than intended, briefly ending up in Shane’s lap before pausing there like Carter has just realized where it ended up.

Eric takes a long drink of water without looking up. Scott returns a minute later and slides back into the booth, his eyes dropping briefly to where Carter’s knee still presses against Shane’s leg before lifting as though nothing about that deserves comment.
His hand pauses there a fraction too long before he pulls it back with a quick clearing of his throat. “Sorry,” he says. “Hands are flying tonight.”

The stories keep coming. Drinks arrive again. Then again.

Carter leans closer whenever he laughs, shoulder bumping Shane’s every time he turns back toward him. His hand occasionally bumps against Shane’s arm or knee when he emphasizes a point.
At some point, his hand drops beneath the table again. This time it stays along Shane’s thigh. He keeps talking.

Shane lets the contact sit there, aware of Carter’s hand through the denim of his jeans, while Carter continues describing a disastrous line change in Buffalo. He wants Carter to move his hand higher, to touch him where he’s already starting to get hard.

Shane decides against it, waiting to see how the vibe feels.
Across from them, Scott goes very still. Shane realizes Eric has spent too much time trying to hide his smile. Shane sees that both of them see it.

Then he glances down once, curiosity winning out over restraint, and reaches beneath the table. His fingers close loosely around Carter’s wrist. Carter’s voice falters mid-sentence.

Shane lifts Carter’s hand an inch higher along his leg and places it there before letting go. Carter freezes.

The story he was telling dissolves halfway through a sentence. Across the booth, Scott pretends to study the bottle and not notice where Carter’s hands are.
Eric launches into a detailed explanation about a winger in Chicago with sudden enthusiasm.

Neither of them looks down. Neither of them acknowledges the hand under the table. Carter swallows.



Carter’s hand tightens on Shane’s thigh. “Bathroom,” Carter blurts, pushing himself up in a swift motion. “I gotta hit the bathroom.”

The words come out a little too quickly, as if they escaped before he had time to reconsider them.

Then he is gone, weaving through the tables toward the hallway with the slightly disoriented energy like someone whose internal compass just spun in three directions at once.
The booth stays quiet for a moment after he disappears.

Scott lifts his head. Eric looks at him. Then both of them turn toward Shane. Scott drags a hand across the back of his neck. “Wow. A lot just happened there that I need to unpack.”

Eric sits back, laughing.

“I know I’ve spent a good portion of my life pretending I understand how straight men operate,” Scott says, “but I am fairly certain Vaughnny likes women.”
Shane can’t help smiling. “Maybe, he just likes me.”

Eric points at him. “Wow. Mr. Perfect Shane Hollander is quite the devil.”

“I think I need to go to the bathroom also,” Shane says, eager to find Carter and see if he is reading this situation right.

Scott and Eric both look faintly bewildered. “Yeah, you do that rook.”
Shane pushes out of the booth, grabbing his coat from the back of the seat before heading toward the bathroom.





####





The hallway outside the bathrooms is quieter than the bar. The chatter fades.
Shane opens the bathroom door and spots Carter at the sink. Both of Carter’s hands are gripping against the porcelain, his head tipped forward toward the mirror like he is waiting for something in the reflection to rearrange itself into sense. “Jesus Christ,” he mutters quietly to the mirror.



Shane measures the reaction before pushing the bathroom door fully open behind him. The hinge clicks softly. Carter’s eyes lift to the reflection at the same moment Shane steps inside. For a moment neither of them moves. Shane closes the door and leans back against it, hands slipping into his jacket pockets while he watches Carter.
Carter straightens at the sink. “Hey.”

“Hey.” Shane replies.

The silence stretches between them, thick with everything that happened under the table.
Carter looks away for a second and scrubs a hand over his face. “Okay,” he says, turning back toward Shane. “This is going to sound insane.”

Shane pushes away from the door and begins crossing the small space between them, unhurried. “Probably.”

Carter lets out a small laugh that carries more nerves than amusement. “When you came out,” he says, gesturing vaguely toward Shane, “something weird happened in my brain.”

Shane stops a step away from him. “Weird how?”

Carter hooks a finger into one of his curls. “I started thinking about you. Not weird, weird,” he adds quickly. “Just like.. holy hell, Hollander is an absolute beauty, and I cannot stop thinking about it.”
Shane looks him over, the corner of his mouth lifting before he steps closer. “Carter,” he says quietly, “I might be reading this wrong.”

He chooses his words carefully. Carter has always been very clear about liking women, and whatever is happening in Carter’s head right now is probably a little terrifying. Realizing something about yourself that you cannot ignore anymore can scramble your thoughts until even simple sentences feel uncertain.

Carter’s attention lifts immediately as Shane comes closer.

“But I have a feeling you want to kiss me.”

Carter blinks once, like his brain is trying to restart.

“If I’m wrong,” Shane continues calmly, “we walk out of this bathroom and pretend this conversation never happened.” He shrugs lightly. “But if I’m right..” Shane tilts his head just slightly. “Kiss me.”
Carter freezes, and Shane doesn’t know in the moment what he is going to do. Carter lunges forward and grabs the front of Shane’s jacket, pushing him back against the door with a burst of momentum that rattles the metal latch. Then Carter locks it behind them and drags Shane down into a kiss that feels almost frantic in its intensity.

Carter kisses like someone who has been thinking about this for weeks without ever planning to act on it. His hands move, one sliding along Shane’s neck while the other grips his waist before wandering again.

“Fucking hell, Hollander, you are such a beauty,” Carter breathes against his mouth.

The words seem to surprise him as soon as they leave.
“I have never done this before,” he adds quickly. “I’ve never even thought about a guy before.” His mouth finds Shane’s again before the sentence even finishes. “But when you came out, I started having all these thoughts.”
Shane bumps his forehead lightly against Carter’s. Carter pulls back just enough to look at him, palms rising to Shane’s face before he realizes what he’s doing. Shane has learned something about himself over the past few weeks. He really might be a praise slut. The more a guy tells him how beautiful and perfect he is, the more Shane wants to get on his knees and show them exactly how desirable he can be. He might just be the easiest guy in the world if a man says something nice enough to him.
“Sorry,” he mutters, starting to pull away.

Shane catches his wrist. “Don’t.” The word comes out quietly but with enough certainty that Carter pauses. 

Shane steps forward again, closing the space between them, and this time, he is the one who pulls Carter down into the kiss. Shane kisses slower, deeper, long enough that Carter’s breathing loses its rhythm.
When Shane’s mouth drifts along his jaw, Carter lets out a quiet sound of surprise. “Jesus,” he murmurs.

Shane’s lips brush the side of Carter’s neck. “You doing okay?” He looks up at him from under his eyelashes.

Carter lets out a quick disbelieving laugh. “Buddy I feel like my brain just got body checked.”

“Do you want to go back to your place?” he asks quietly. “We don’t have to do anything more than this.”

And he means that.
Carter pulls back, eyes widening. “You would want to do more than this with me?”

Shane huffs a quiet laugh. “Fuck yes, Vaughnny.” He leans in again, voice low near Carter’s ear. “You’re hot. And you’re incredibly sweet. I’d let you do whatever you want to me.”

Carter’s hands slide down Shane’s sides again. “Holy shit.” Then the nerves surge back in.

“What do we tell the boys?” he asks quickly. “Do we do some kind of line change where we leave at different times or something?”
Shane laughs softly, reaching for Carter’s hand. “Carter,” he says gently, squeezing it once, “you have to trust me.” Carter hesitates, and Shane continues. “I don’t think they’re going to care.”



Carter blinks. “Do they think I’m gay?” He pauses quickly. “Not that there’s anything wrong with being gay. Obviously.”

Shane grins. “No,” he says. “I think they just think I’m irresistible.”

Before Carter can respond, Shane pulls him into another kiss, deeper this time, tongue sliding against his as Carter immediately responds with a quiet groan.

“Fuck,” Carter breathes when they separate.

“Yes,” Shane says.

Carter laughs breathlessly. “Okay, yeah, we should probably get out of here right now before I completely lose my mind.”


####





When they step back into the bar, the noise hits them first. The Kingfisher has filled out while they were gone. Bodies packed closer together now, voices louder.

Carter pauses, his hand resting at the small of Shane’s back. Shane feels it and wants to melt into the touch.

Instead, he walks past Carter back towards their booth, stepping forward into the crowd so Carter has to move with him. Their booth sits exactly where they left it.
Scott and Eric are still there with the same drinks in front of them. Scott’s elbow rests along the back of the seat, Eric leaning slightly forward with both hands around his glass.

Carter slows a fraction as they approach the table. For a second, he looks like he’s forgotten how sitting normally works.



Shane slides into the booth, and Carter quickly follows. His knee knocks lightly against Shane’s, and this time Carter doesn’t adjust the distance. He stays exactly where he is, shoulders angled subtly toward Shane like some invisible thread keeps tugging him in that direction.
Scott’s expression becomes impressively neutral, like he’s determined not to give anything away.

Eric lifts his glass. “So,” he says, tone even, “everything good?”

“Yeah,” Carter answers. His voice comes out a little rougher than usual. “Bathroom line was a gongshow.”

Scott nods once, like that explanation satisfies a very specific internal checklist. There is no line to the bathroom. “That tends to happen.”
Carter reaches for his drink.

His hand misses the glass once before closing around it on the second try.

He swallows hard.

Shane feels the small hitch in Carter’s shoulder when he lifts the glass.
Across the table, Scott’s mouth presses briefly into something that could almost be called composure.

“So,” Scott says after a moment, voice casual in the way only people who are absolutely not casual manage to sound, “you guys run into each other down there?” A little glint of a smile in his eyes shows through.

“Yeah,” Carter says, trying to act unbothered.

Shane leans back into the booth. One arm slides along the back of the seat behind Carter in an easy sprawl that mirrors the way Carter had been sitting earlier. His fingers brush the back of Carter’s shoulder when his arm passes behind him. Then he slowly moves his other hand up Carter’s thigh.

Carter stiffens and his eyes pop open before remembering himself and takes another drink.
Scott’s eyebrows rise almost imperceptibly. Eric finishes his glass, shakes his head once, and sets it down on the table with quiet precision.

“Well,” Eric says after a moment, “I’m really glad you decided to come out tonight, Hollander. It was good catching up.”



Shane sees this as them giving him an out to leave and takes it.

“I should probably head back to the hotel. We have an early flight.”

Carter turns toward him so fast it almost interrupts the sentence. “I can drive you.”

The offer comes too quickly. Scott's eyes widen. Eric stares at the table, trying to keep his face straight.



Shane nods like nothing about the exchange feels unusual. “That would be great.”

Carter gets up quickly and moves toward the door. “I’ll go start the car,” Carter says, already halfway turned toward the cold air waiting outside. “Give me five minutes, I want it to be warm enough.”Shane exhales a laugh. “I am Canadian, I will be fine either way, but thank you.”

Carter points at him as he backs toward the door. “Just come in five!”

Then he disappears into the night. The door swings shut behind him, and the brief rush of cold air fades, the noise of the bar closing in again around the booth.



Shane stands up. Scott and Eric are both looking at him, waiting for him to address what just happened.

Scott’s fingers rest around his glass while he studies Shane with the expression of someone trying very hard to behave like a normal person during a completely abnormal situation.

Eric is doing a worse job of hiding it. His mouth presses flat for a second before the corners betray him. Shane pulls his coat off the back of the booth.

A server comes and grabs their empty drinks and gives them new ones.



“Well,” Scott says finally. The word hangs there.

Eric lifts his glass and takes a slow drink, eyes still on Shane over the rim.

“Are we going to pretend that we didn’t see what’s happening?” Scott continues, voice careful in a way that makes the question feel less like a question and more like a confirmation.

Shane slides one arm into his sleeve. “I think so.”

Scott rolls the base of his glass against the table. “Vaughnny,” he mutters.

Eric drags a hand down his face, shoulders moving once with quiet laughter. “That was not on my bingo card tonight.”

Shane finishes pulling his jacket on. “It was not on mine either, I swear.”
Scott tips his head slightly. "This is kind of amazing. Look what you’re doing for the LGBTQ community.”

Eric sets his glass down. “I saw it in action,” he says, pointing once across the table, “The Hollander effect. You’re like the Medusa of the NHL.”

Shane smiles despite himself. Then winks at them. “You’re welcome.”

Scott raises one eyebrow. “You definitely did something. Carter wasn’t even trying to hide it from us.”

Shane shrugs with a big smile. “I am very discreet, Hunter, you should understand that.”

Scott looks toward the door one more time, the faintest smile tugging at his mouth. “Hollander works fast.”

Eric nods once. “Rook’s a menace.”

Shane shakes his head. “I am not a rookie.”

Scott lifts his glass in a small salute. “Good for Carter,” Scott says. “You will always be a rookie to us, rook.”

Eric lifts his glass again. “Good seeing you, Hollander.”

“Always. Thanks again for tonight, guys. I really enjoyed it. Let’s do it again.”
Shane heads for the door, the cold air rushing in again as he steps outside.





#####





The cold air outside the Kingfisher hits Shane the second he steps through the door, the warmth of the bar peeling off his skin in a slow wave. For a moment, he stands on the sidewalk watching Carter’s car idling at the curb, exhaust drifting upward into the night.



Carter is already leaning across the passenger seat, pushing the door open when he sees him.

“Get in,” he calls, like Shane kept him waiting longer than the thirty seconds it probably took, and he is too eager to wait any longer.

Shane slides into the seat and pulls the door closed.

Shane barely has time to turn before Carter’s hand catches the front of his jacket.
The movement pulls him halfway across the console. Carter kisses him like something that has been building behind his ribs, finally found somewhere to go. His hand slides up behind Shane’s neck, fingers spreading into his hair while the other rests against Shane’s arm.
“Hi,” Carter murmurs when they break apart.

Shane presses his tongue to his teeth. “Hi.”

Carter kisses him again, slower this time. “Sorry,” Carter says quietly, though his hand is already drifting up Shane’s back again.

“For what?”

“I don’t know,” Carter says, shaking his head slightly. “This just feels.. unreal.” Carter searches Shane’s face like he’s making sure the moment is real.
Shane shifts slightly across the console, the vinyl edge pressing into his hip while Carter’s fingers slide through his hair again. His lips are still tingling from the kiss, while Carter stares at him like he might start pacing the parking lot if he doesn’t touch him again soon.

“You’re an even bigger stunner up close,” Carter says.

Shane lifts one eyebrow. “You say that to everyone you pick up in parking lots?”

Carter lets out a startled laugh. “No. No I absolutely do not.” He continues, “Ever since you came out a few weeks ago I keep seeing you everywhere. On TV. Across the ice. In interviews. And every single time my brain goes, yeah, you should probably kiss that guy.”



Something in his stomach flips when he hears that. He shifts back into the passenger seat, his elbow resting along the console between them, his finger brushing gently over Carter’s forearm. He watches Carter work through the confession. Carter waits like he just said something risky.

“Has that been stressful for you?” Shane asks.

Carter drops his forehead against the steering wheel. “Yes”

Shane really looks at him for a minute. The anxious energy rolling off Carter is almost visible. Shane remembers exactly what that feeling is like, the moment when a thought refuses to stay buried and suddenly everything feels uncertain. The last thing he wants is for Carter to feel pushed.

Shane runs his fingers softly along Carter’s face. “You seem to be managing. I know this is probably a lot for you. We can slow this down if you need.”
Carter turns his head just enough to look at him. “I am not managing. I am barely keeping my thoughts inside my skull right now.”

Shane laughs, the sound escaping before he really thinks about it. Carter keeps his eyes on him, like the reaction itself is doing something to his brain chemistry. “That laugh is trouble.”

“Trouble?”

“Yeah,” Carter replies. “The kind that makes people forget what they were saying.”

Shane tilts his head slightly, his shoulder brushing the seat as he eases back against the seat. In his most sultry voice, he says. “You were saying something?”

Carter lets out a quiet moan. “See. Exactly that.”
For a moment, he just sits there looking at Shane, nervous energy still moving through him.

“Okay,” Carter says. “I should drive before I get us both arrested for suspicious activity in a parking lot.”

“That would be wise.”

Carter pulls away from the curb but keeps glancing sideways like he’s checking Shane hasn’t disappeared. “You’re really calm about this,” Carter says after a minute.

Shane watches the city lights sliding past the window. “I like kissing people I want to kiss.” A year ago, he would have spent half the night wondering if he was allowed to.
“That’s a good policy.” Carter clears his throat. “You’re sure about this, though?” Shane turns his head slowly, Carter’s profile lit by the passing streetlights. Carter is gripping the steering wheel a little harder than he probably realizes, shoulders drawn forward like he’s bracing for an answer that might send the whole night in another direction.
“I wouldn’t be sitting in your car if I wasn’t.”

Carter nods slowly. “Good.”

Another block passes.

Carter glances over again. “I still cannot believe you’re sitting here.”

Shane smiles faintly. “Is that a problem?”

“No,” Carter says quickly. “It’s a thing I would very much like to continue.”

Shane watches him again, Carter’s words really sinking in for him.

“You’re doing a lot of talking for someone who said his brain stopped working.”

Carter huffs a quiet laugh. “That’s panic dialogue.”

“Understandable.”



###




By the time they pull up outside Carter’s building, the earlier rush of adrenaline fades. Carter turns off the car but doesn’t move right away, hands resting on the steering wheel while he stares ahead.

“Okay,” he says slowly.

Shane looks at him. “Okay?”

“I just want to be clear about something,” Carter says.

Shane waits.

“I’m still figuring out the whole.. guys thing,” Carter says, lifting one hand slightly. “But I know I wanted to kiss you.”

“And now?”

Carter meets his eyes. “I still do.”

Shane leans across the console again, Carter’s breath catching slightly when the space between them disappears. “Then we should probably go upstairs.”

Carter exhales a quiet laugh. “Yeah.”
He reaches for the door handle, then pauses and looks back at Shane.

“You’re very bad tonight, Hollander.”

Shane’s grin spreads before he can hide it, the warmth from earlier blooming again somewhere low in his chest. “You drove me here.”





####


The apartment is quiet.

Carter stands a few feet from the door, keys still in his hand.

Then he laughs softly. “Okay,” he says under his breath. “You being here feels.. kind of insane.”

“You invited me.”

“Well, you suggested it,” Carter says quickly. “And I wasn’t about to say no to that.”

He drops his keys on the counter and walks toward him. The distance disappears fast.
Carter’s hand finds Shane’s waist before he leans in and kisses him again. “Fuck,” he murmurs. His hands drift up Shane’s back, fingers pressing lightly through the fabric of his shirt before sliding down again toward his hips. Resting against Shane’s waist, the kiss slows.
He pulls back just enough to see Carter’s face. Carter’s breathing has changed, his chest rising beneath Shane’s hands while he searches Shane’s expression like he’s waiting for instructions he doesn’t want to ask for. Shane lets out a small breath and nudges Carter gently backward until the back of Carter’s legs bump the couch.

“Hey,” Shane says quietly.

Carter blinks. “Yeah?”

Shane rests his hands loosely at Carter’s sides. “We don’t have to do anything.”
Carter’s eyebrows lift slightly.

“I mean that,” Shane continues. “If you want to stop here, we stop here. No weirdness. No disappointment. You can walk me to the elevator, and we can pretend this was just a very enthusiastic makeout session. Or that nothing happened at all”
Carter stares at him for a moment. Then his mouth twitches. “That is.. an appealing option,” Carter says jokingly.

Shane looks at him with sincerity. “I’m serious.”

“I know.”

Carter presses his lips together and looks down. “I just need my brain to catch up to the rest of me.”
Shane has known Carter for years; he always talks like the stereotypical hockey player. 90% lingo, nothing really ever making sense.

But somewhere along the evening, he had stopped.

Now he just sounds like a guy.

Like he isn’t wearing a mask in front of Shane, trusting him. That feels important.
Shane nods once. “Take your time.” For a second, Carter doesn’t move. Then he steps forward again and hooks a hand behind Shane’s neck, pulling him down into another kiss. This one connects harder and a lot messier.

“Okay,” Carter says against his mouth. “No, I want this. I just also feel like I’m learning how to skate again.”

Shane shakes his head. “You’re doing great. Really great, I promise.”



Carter kisses him again. Somewhere in the middle of it they drift fully down onto the couch, Carter tipped back against the cushions while Shane ends up straddling his thigh without really meaning to. “Oh,” he breathes. Carter’s hands slide up his back before settling at his hips. “You are,” Carter murmurs between kisses, “unfairly attractive.”

Shane snorts quietly against his mouth. “That’s a new one.”

“I’m running out of vocabulary,” Carter says. “My brain is busy.”



His hand curls into the back of Shane’s jeans as he pulls him closer. The movement drags Shane forward against him. Carter inhales sharply. “Oh, my god.”

Shane’s hand slides up Carter’s chest through the fabric of his shirt, palm flattening there for a second as if he wants to feel Carter breathing. His thumb drifts across the muscle beneath the cotton before his fingers hook lightly along Carter’s collarbone.
Shane’s shoulders move once with quiet amusement, though the sound breaks slightly when Carter rolls his hips upward again. “Still doing okay?” Shane murmurs.

Carter nods quickly. “Yes. Extremely.” Carter presses his face briefly into Shane’s shoulder before kissing along his neck. “You smell good,” Carter mutters.

“That’s very romantic.”

“I’m trying my best here.”
Their hips move again without either of them planning it. This time, neither of them tries to stop. Shane drags forward against Carter’s thigh, and Carter’s grip on his waist tightens, fingers digging into the denim at the back of his jeans, grabbing his ass as Shane presses down against him again. The contact is obvious now. Denim sliding against denim. Carter pushes up from beneath him while Shane grinds down, the pressure dragging right across the front of both their jeans. Shane is dry-humping Carter Vaughn in his apartment. The reality makes him want to laugh for a moment before the sensation of pleasure takes over completely.
“Oh fuck,” Carter mutters. His mouth finds Shane’s again, the kiss dragging open and closed while their hips keep moving against each other. Shane lifts one hand from the couch and cups Carter’s jaw, fingers spreading along the side of his face so Carter has to look at him when the kiss breaks. Carter’s pupils are wide, expression wrecked and a little dazed before Shane pulls him back into another kiss. Shane plants his hand harder against the back of the couch and rolls his hips again, slower this time, watching the way Carter reacts beneath him. Carter’s breath stumbles and his hands travel up Shane’s sides before pulling him down against his hips again.

“This feels so good, Vaughnny,” Shane murmurs against his mouth, tongue brushing Carter’s lower lip before sliding back into the kiss.

“Jesus Christ,” he breathes.

Shane grinds down while Carter lifts into him from below. Carter’s fingers slide beneath the hem of Shane’s shirt for the first time, rough fingertips pressing briefly against bare skin along his lower back before his hand spreads there, pulling him closer. Shane drags his mouth along Carter’s jaw before kissing him again, slower this time, testing the rhythm between them.
Carter presses his face into Shane’s chest. “Oh my god,” he says into the fabric of Shane’s shirt. Shane runs his fingers once through Carter’s curls, gripping lightly near the back of his head as Carter keeps mouthing at the fabric of his shirt like he cannot decide whether to kiss him again or just stay there. Shane pushes down harder through the movement, dragging himself forward across Carter’s lap, the pressure right where he needs it now. Carter lets out a sound that collapses into a groan. “Okay. Okay. Fuck.” His fingers clutch tighter at Shane’s waist as his hips jerk upward again, grinding into him. Carter pulls him down into another kiss that breaks halfway through when the sensation hits him. Shane recognizes the change instantly, the way Carter’s body goes taut beneath him like the moment just ran out of room to go anywhere else.
Carter comes first. His body goes rigid beneath Shane, a loud moan pulling from his chest as he presses up into him and cums in his jeans. “Holy shit,” he breathes against Shane’s neck.

Shane keeps moving for another second, grinding down against Carter’s thigh while the sensation spikes through him. Then it hits him, too. His hips stutter against Carter’s lap as he also comes in his jeans, his head tipping forward while his hand grips the back of the couch.
For a moment, neither of them moves. Carter finally lifts his head and looks up at him like his brain is still trying to catch up.

“I cannot believe that just happened. That was so hot.” He glances up at Shane again. “You’re very nice, by the way.”

“Thank you?”

“I mean that,” Carter says, brushing Shane’s arm lightly, “You didn’t make this weird.”

Shane’s mouth curves slightly. “You did great.”

Carter looks at him for a second. Then he grins. “I’m going to be insufferable about this tomorrow.”

“You are going to tell people?” Shane asks, surprised.

“Not if you don’t want me to. I am sorry!” Carter says, looking embarrased now.

“I don’t care, Carter!”
The realization arrives for both of them at the same time. “Oh,” Carter says. Carter huffs out a laugh and drops his head back against the couch cushion.

“Okay,” he says, dragging both hands down his face. “Right. That situation.”

One hand drifting to the hem of his shirt, where the fabric has twisted up slightly from earlier. “Yeah.”
Carter sits up again, still laughing under his breath.“You probably don’t want to walk back to the hotel like that.”

Shane lifts one shoulder. “I have walked out of worse hockey situations. But no, I don’t.”

“That is extremely concerning,” Carter replies, pushing himself to his feet. “But also, I have a shower. And approximately fourteen pairs of sweatpants.”

He gestures vaguely down the hallway. “You should probably use both.”
Shane considers it for a second. The answer is obvious. The thought of being in his jeans filled with cum for one more minute makes his skin itch. “Yeah,” he says finally. “That would help.”

“Perfect.” Carter moves toward the hallway, then pauses halfway there and turns back.

“You’re allowed to steal them too,” he adds. “I will not report the theft.”

Shane’s mouth tilts upward. “Generous host.”



####
The bathroom is big and bright compared to the dim living room, the overhead light making Shane squint for a second when Carter flips the switch.

Carter opens a drawer and starts rummaging through it with the distracted focus of someone who has never once organized this space.

“Towels are.. somewhere,” he mutters. He pulls one free and hands it over. Then another.

“And sweatpants,” he says, grabbing a pair from a nearby chair and holding them out.

Shane takes them, the cotton soft under his fingers. “Thank you.”
Carter nods like this is all extremely normal. “Take your time.” He hesitates in the doorway for a second like he might say something else. Then he disappears back down the hall. The shower water warms quickly. Shane steps under it and rests one palm briefly against the tile while the water runs down his shoulders and back.
The evening plays back in fragments.

Finding out Scott is gay and Eric is bi.

Carter’s hand under the table.

The bathroom door locking.

The way Carter’s voice changed when he realized what he wanted.

Shane tips his head forward and lets the water run through his hair.





####




By the time he steps out again the apartment smells faintly like something Carter has put in the oven. Shane pulls the sweatpants on and rolls the waistband once where it sits a little loose on his hips. When he walks back into the living room Carter looks up from the kitchen and stops mid-step.
“Well,” he says.

Shane raises an eyebrow. “Well what.”

“You look extremely comfortable in my clothing.”

“Dangerous situation for you,” Shane replies. “I might keep them.”

Carter leans against the counter. “You absolutely should. I like seeing you in them.” The distance between them closes again without either of them planning it. Carter’s hand slides along Shane’s butt, giving it a slight grab. He kisses him again, slower this time.
Shane’s hand lifts to the back of Carter’s neck, thumb resting just below the line of his hair. When the kiss breaks, Carter presses his forehead briefly against Shane’s temple. “You can text me,” Shane says quietly. “Whenever.”

Carter huffs a soft laugh. “Oh, I absolutely will.” He pauses. Then adds, a little more carefully, “And maybe.. next time we could try more things.”
Shane tries to read him for a second. Carter looks bashful. "If you still want to,” Carter continues quickly. “Once we get over that, I just came in my jeans like a teenager.”

Shane’s shoulders lift once, pleased by the situation. “I did too. But yeah, If you still want to after processing all of this,” he says, “then yes. For sure.”

Carter’s grin returns instantly. “Excellent.” They stand there a few seconds longer before Shane reaches for his coat draped over the back of the chair. “I should head back.”

Carter walks him to the door.



####




The hallway outside Carter’s apartment is quiet compared to the noise of the bar earlier. The building carries that late-night stillness where every footstep sounds a little louder than it should.

Carter leans against the doorframe while Shane pulls his coat on. “You’re really okay with this,” Shane says. Carter glances up. “With what.”

Shane gestures vaguely between them.“This entire.. evening.”

“Yeah.” Carter looks at him like he’s still trying to understand how this all happened.

Then he nods.

“Good.” Shane steps into the hallway.

Carter lingers in the doorway another second. “Text me when you get back,” he calls quietly.

“I will.”





####
The elevator ride down is the first real silence all night. He leans back against the mirrored wall.



His brain keeps drifting back through the night in pieces.

Scott was saying Kip’s name like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Eric admitting he enjoys flirting with the bartender.

Carter was gripping the sink in that bathroom like his entire identity had just been body checked.

Ilya would have about ten jokes ready for Scott, being the league’s oldest newly out player.

Outside the air is colder than it was earlier.

He walks a few blocks before flagging a car. The city moves around him the way in a way only New York could. Lights sliding across the windows. Music leaking out of open bar doors. Someone shouting two streets over.



Shane leans his head back against the seat and lets his eyes close for a second. Two and a half weeks ago, he told the world he was gay. Tonight, he sat in a booth with two veteran players quietly reshaping their lives. Then he dry humped another NHL player into coming in his jeans on a couch. The car turns toward the hotel.


Shane Hollander’s current roster:

Ilya Rozanov (do not engage)

Hayden Pike (teammate privileges)

Mateo Alvarez (dangerously pleasant)

Carter Vaughn (new recruit)


 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    I hope everyone liked this chapter. It definitely has a different vibe than the others.
The deeper Shane gets into this new world, the more he’s learning about himself and the people around him.

The first part of this chapter is more internal, and the second half is much more external, with Shane actually being present in the moment. I think that’s the biggest difference. The more Shane allows himself to be authentically gay and proudly slutty, the more he’s able to actually exist in the space around him instead of observing it from a distance.

I know there has been a lot of anticipation for Shane getting to New York and potentially hooking up with Hunter, Bennett, or both. I thought about that a lot and ended up going in a different direction for a few reasons.

I liked the idea that Shane coming out could be something that pushes Hunter and Bennett, two veteran players, toward their own truth and queer joy, and also deepen the friendship they already have with each other.

Shane is going to hook up with a lot of people in this story, but it can’t literally be everyone in the sport.
He really looks up to Hunter and Bennett, and I wanted that relationship to stay somewhere that feels safe for him.

Carter ended up being much easier for me to write because I grew up around so many hockey boys, and the second I saw him in the show I immediately understood his energy.

I also wanted to show that guys like Carter, even though they seem confident and authentically themselves, are also wearing a bit of a mask. The fun, outgoing, hockey-lingo Carter is real, but he’s also capable of speaking honestly and being vulnerable in a way that surprised even him in this chapter.

I also always end up writing way more than I initially plan to. I have the entire story mapped out and I know where the hookups and situationships/relationships are going, but these early chapters keep expanding because I want to actually sit inside the moments where Shane meets people and builds connections.

We haven’t even hit November yet, which honestly still blows my mind every time I look at the outline. Hopefully, once Shane’s “main roster” starts locking in, it’ll be easier to move through parts of the season a little faster than these early chapters, where everyone is 'meeting' for the first time.

While writing it, this chapter started to feel like three different acts to me:
Act I – Discovery
Act II – Community
Act III – Sexual chaos

For the Admirals:
Scott finds the courage to love openly.
Eric begins exploring attraction.
Carter discovers a desire he never really examined before.
And Shane ends up becoming this accidental catalyst for all of it.

His visibility is creating space for other men to change, which is something I didn’t fully realize would become such a strong theme until I started writing these scenes.

I hope people enjoy the direction this takes. Even though the core of the story is still Shane being a slut and exploring men and what he likes sexually, it’s also about a lot more than that.

ALSO, serious question. It has come to my attention that a lot of people strongly dislike my use of the word “gooch” in sex scenes. I have stopped using it. If that word is taking people out of the moment, I’m genuinely curious what word people prefer instead, because I do not want readers being yanked out of a scene over anatomy terminology.

Ilya’s POV will be back soon. This chapter just ran way too long to fit it in without completely wrecking the pacing.

Shane Hollander is having a very educational October.
The next chapter closes out October and sends Shane to Chicago.. which means Elijah is about to enter the chat.

I also just want to say how much fun it’s been reading everyone’s reactions as this story unfolds. The speculation, the chaos, and the people who immediately understand exactly what Shane is doing make posting these chapters even more enjoyable.

Thank you for the kudos, the comments, and for sharing the fic with other people. Seeing readers connect with something that has been living in my head for a while really does mean a lot.

And if you’re enjoying this story, I also have a much longer slow burn fic posted that is very dear to me.


  


      

  












      Chapter 8: You’re really responsive in the morning
  


    Chapter Summary

    Montreal keeps winning.
The Metros arrive in Chicago, and Shane Hollander finally gets to spend time with someone from his past.

Old hockey camp memories.
Long conversations that wander into unexpected places.
And the quiet kind of connection that feels different from the chaos of everything else in Shane’s life right now.

Some people move fast.
Some people move carefully.

Elijah Knots, it turns out, moves carefully.

By morning Shane Hollander learns two things.

Apparently some connections count faster than expected.
And he’s really responsive in the morning.



    Chapter Notes

      This chapter slows things down a little compared to the chaos of the last few. I hope you enjoy spending the day with Shane and Elijah.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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Buffalo Blades
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Winnipeg Jets




	

Oct 31, 2014
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Home

	

Carolina Hurricanes









Shane Hollander’s current roster:

Ilya Rozanov (do not engage)

Hayden Pike (teammate privileges)

Mateo Alvarez (dangerously pleasant)

Carter Vaughn (new recruit)





October 24th, 2014

Chicago

Shane’s POV



The Metros arrive in Chicago the afternoon before their game. Practice starts as soon as they land.

Tomorrow night they play Chicago. After that comes an early curfew and a brutal travel morning. Six a.m., flying back to Montreal, then two days off before the team heads to Buffalo.

For now, though, the day is ahead of them.

And tonight, Shane has plans.

Plans involving Elijah Knots.
Hockey occupies most of the space in his head these days, the rhythm of the season carrying him forward before he has time to examine anything.

For years, his brain kept things carefully separated. Hockey in one part. Being gay in another part. Ilya existed in the narrow strip where the two overlapped, the only bridge Shane ever allowed himself to cross.



If Ilya had never ghosted him and if Vegas had never happened, he might have continued that way through retirement. Playing incredible hockey. Meeting Ilya when he could. Pretending the rest of his life didn’t need to exist beyond those two compartments.
Back then, the thought of being with another man never dawned on him as a possibility. Someone else touching him had always felt wrong in a way he couldn’t explain.

He had been in love with Ilya.



Now those lines have disappeared.

His sexuality sits in the open instead of locked away in some distant corner of his brain. Men flirt with him in public spaces. Teammates drag him onto dance floors. His phone fills with names he never would have allowed himself to collect before. And he is thriving.
Sometimes Shane wonders how many men he ignored while he sat at home waiting for a message from Boston.

Part of him still loves Ilya. The realization sits in the background of his thoughts now, less painful than it once was.



With every new connection he makes, Ilya occupies a little less space in his mind. He thinks about how little effort Ilya ever made to keep him beyond the bedroom.

But still, if Ilya called, Shane would probably come.

He would protect himself. Keep certain doors closed. Make sure Ilya never again gets to see the parts of him that had once been so easy to access.
Every time he hangs up a FaceTime call with Mateo, he finds himself staring at the dark screen a second longer than necessary.

Every time he spends hours talking to Elijah about absolutely nothing, his brain replaying the conversation long after they hang up, a lightness spreads through his chest that has nothing to do with sex.
He isn’t ready to give himself to anyone like that again.
Mateo is honest about what he wants, encouraging Shane to explore everything he never allowed himself to try before. He wants Shane to learn things and bring those discoveries back the next time they see each other.



Elijah moves through things differently. Slower and more thoughtful in a way that makes their conversations wander into places Shane doesn’t expect.
There is no secrecy between either of them about what they want. Just two men learning who Shane Hollander actually is when he isn’t hiding pieces of himself.



####
Today is about Elijah.
Elijah Knots, who Shane had crushed on for years when they were younger.

Elijah Knots, who shared a dorm room with him at hockey camp two summers in a row, the two of them lying awake after lights out, trading stories neither of them were supposed to be telling.

Elijah Knots, who carries himself like a man carved out of the sport itself. The kind of presence that makes other players step aside.

Inside all of that, a softness Shane never forgot. Someone who listens. Someone who looks at Shane like he sees the whole picture instead of the easy pieces people notice first.

Talking to him makes something inside Shane open up in a way he hadn’t realized he needed.

And tonight he finally gets to see what that connection feels like when they’re in the same room.



####





The door opens before Shane can lift his hand to knock. Elijah is already standing there.

Shane looks at him, and the first clear thought that moves through his head arrives so simply.

I’m so happy to see him.
He had been a little nervous on the ride over, the restless kind that sits under your skin and makes your hands look for something to do. It had felt harmless enough then, the kind that comes with seeing someone you have not stood in the same room with for years, besides on the ice.

“Hi.” Elijah’s smile appears just as quickly, wide enough that it changes the whole shape of his face. For a second they simply stand there smiling at each other, almost ridiculous for two grown men meeting in a doorway.
Up close, the years between sixteen and now are impossible to ignore.

Elijah has grown into his body in ways Shane only half noticed when they crossed paths around the league. His shoulders fill the frame of the doorway. The sleeves of his shirt stretch across muscles built through years of practices, games, and lifting.
The way he stands there looking at Shane makes it feel as though they have not skipped any time at all.

Elijah tilts his head slightly. “Can I hug you?”

Shane nods before the question even finishes. “Yeah. Please.”
Elijah steps forward and wraps his arms around him, and Shane goes into the hug easily. Elijah’s arms come around his back and hold him there, his hand spreading once across Shane’s shoulder blades as if reacquainting himself with the shape of him. Shane melts into it right away.

His hands come up to rest against Elijah’s back, fingers pressing lightly into the fabric of his shirt while his shoulders loosen and drop. He lets his eyes close.
Most hugs in his life come with movement attached to them, the quick slap of a teammate’s hand against his shoulder before someone steps away again. This one carries none of that impatience. Elijah simply holds him there, breathing slowly, the contact calm in a way that allows Shane to relax further without thinking about it. Elijah smells faintly like soap and clean cotton. 

He stays there feeling the rise and fall of Elijah’s breathing through the space between them while the last of the anticipation drains out of him.



Eventually, the space between them returns. Elijah’s hands slide down to Shane’s upper arms while they separate, his smile still lingering as he looks at him.

“You still melt into hugs,” Elijah says.

Shane lets out a soft laugh, his thumb already moving along the seam of his sleeve without him noticing. “You asked permission first.”
Elijah’s expression warms further. “You always preferred that.”

Shane glances up at him. “You remember that?”

Elijah gives him a look that answers the question before he speaks.

“You told me that unsolicited physical contact was one of your least favourite human traditions.”
Shane laughs, genuinely enough that it surprises him a little. “That sounds like me.”

“It was extremely you,” Elijah says.

His expression softens a little further before he reaches for the strap of Shane’s bag and lifts it from his shoulder with casual ease.

“Come in,” he says. “Standing in the doorway makes it feel like I’m greeting a guest instead of someone who used to steal half my snacks at hockey camp.”

Shane laughs and steps inside, the sound carrying easily into the quiet space of the house.
The place looks exactly like something Elijah would choose, spacious without feeling staged. Tall windows pull in the late afternoon light while the furniture sits arranged in a way that suggests the rooms get used rather than displayed. A pair of sneakers rests near the wall by the entry. A hoodie hangs over the arm of a chair. Someone has left a glass on the kitchen counter.

Shane glances around briefly before looking back at Elijah. “It’s good to see you,” he says.

Elijah nods once. “It’s really good to see you too.”
He turns toward the kitchen, already moving with the easy familiarity of someone in his own space.

“Traffic okay?” he asks over his shoulder.

Shane smiles and nods despite himself. “Practice ran long, too.”

Elijah nods. “You look lethal, by the way. Montreal is looking obnoxious this year.”

“Obnoxious?”

“You know what I mean,” Elijah says, glancing back at him. “Like one of those teams where everybody is on the same page and it makes the rest of us want to throw things.”
Shane follows him into the kitchen, rubbing his thumb once along the seam of his sleeve.

Elijah glances down briefly. “You still do that when you’re thinking.”

“Do what?”

“That,” Elijah says, nodding toward his sleeve. “The fabric thing.”

Shane huffs a quiet laugh and lets his hand drop. “I didn’t even realize.”

“You didn’t when you were sixteen either, until you would rub holes into your clothes,” Elijah says.

That pulls another laugh out of him.

And that is the strange part.

Not that it feels good to be here. Shane expected that. Not even that Elijah still feels easy to talk to, because some part of him suspected that too.

But just how seen he still feels by him.

As he crosses into the kitchen, he realizes he’s smiling.


####





Elijah fills the kettle while Shane leans against the kitchen island and watches Elijah move between the sink and stove.

“You want tea or coffee?” Elijah asks without turning.

“Tea’s good.”

Elijah nods, already reaching into the cabinet above the counter. A box comes down. He does not even glance inside the cupboard while he does it, his hand going straight to the shelf like the layout of the kitchen lives somewhere in his muscles now.

He occupies a room without performing for it.
Elijah pours the water into both mugs before sliding one across the island. “Careful,” he says. “It’s hot.”

Shane wraps both hands around the ceramic and feels the heat settle into his palms.

Elijah lifts his own mug and gestures toward the hallway with a slight tilt of his head.

“Let’s go sit in the living room.”
####



Elijah leads the way out of the kitchen, moving through the house without breaking the thread of the conversation they had been having a minute earlier.

The living room opens wider than the kitchen, tall windows letting late light stretch across the floorboards. A couch sits angled toward a television that is probably larger than it needs to be, and a low table stands between the couch and the chair Elijah moves toward now.
Shane lowers himself onto the couch. He leans back slightly, one ankle drifting over the other.

Across from him Elijah drops into the chair, mug balanced loosely in one hand.

For a few seconds, neither of them says anything.

Shane takes a sip of tea before his attention returns to Elijah.



Elijah has the same listening posture he had in the kitchen. “Can I ask something?”

Shane lifts one shoulder. “Sure.”

Elijah glances down at his mug for a second, thumb moving along the curve of the handle while he gathers the thought. “What was it like? Coming out.”

Shane presses his tongue briefly against the back of his teeth before answering. “Weird for like.. three days.”

Elijah’s eyebrows rise a little. “And then?”

Shane considers the question. “And then everything just kept going,” he says. “Same practices. Same games. Same media. It felt like the world was supposed to stop, and instead everyone just.. moved on.”

Elijah listens without interrupting. “You say that like it was easy.”

Shane thinks for a moment. “It wasn’t hard. Once I had a plan in motion, I just stuck with it and didn’t look back.”

“Something being easy and not being hard are two different things,” he says after a second.
Shane pauses.

Elijah lifts his eyes again, the thoughtful expression still sitting there as if he is continuing the idea out loud rather than arguing with him. “You’re always been very good at surviving things without admitting they hurt.”

Shane rolls one shoulder against the couch before replying.

Part of him wants to laugh the line away, the way he usually does when someone edges too close to something uncomfortable. Instead, he sits with it. Elijah has simply named something Shane has spent most of his life practicing. He watches the light from outside move along the room while he decides how he wants to answer.

“You sound like my dad,” he says.

Elijah’s mouth curves faintly. “Your dad is a smart man.”



Shane tilts his head. “You seem to know a lot about me, Knots.”

Elijah lifts one shoulder against the back of the chair. “I watch people closely.”

Shane almost smiles and looks up at him. “So you’re analyzing me now?”

Elijah considers that. “A little,” he admits.

His attention returns to Shane with the same open focus he had in the kitchen.

“You’ve always done that thing where you lock onto the next step and move through it like a checklist.”

Shane squints at him. “What thing?”

Elijah gestures lightly with his mug toward the imaginary direction of a rink.

“You decide what the next play is, and then you execute it before anyone else finishes processing what’s happening. It’s one of the reasons you’re so good on the ice. It also means you can move through something painful without giving yourself much space to sit with it.”
Shane feels his shoulders draw in a fraction before he notices it happening. He forces them back against the couch and lets out a quiet laugh. “You always this perceptive?”

Elijah’s eyes soften slightly. “With you?”

Shane lifts the mug again, mostly so he has something to do with his hands.

“I had a crush on you for both summers of camp,” Elijah says.
The sentence arrives so casually that Shane inhales tea. He coughs once, lowering the mug quickly before he embarrasses himself further. “You did not.”

Elijah laughs, the sound low in the quiet room. “I absolutely did.”

Shane shakes his head, wiping a drop of tea from his wrist with the side of his thumb. “You hid that extremely well.”

“I talked too much,” Elijah says. “That was the giveaway.”

Shane laughs again, leaning back into the couch. “That was not a giveaway. You always talk too much.”
Elijah lifts his mug in acknowledgment. “That’s fair.”

“For the record,” Shane says after a moment, the words coming out quieter than the rest of the conversation, “I had a crush on you too.”
Elijah pauses. Shane feels a slow flush climb the back of his neck even as he says it. “Like.. a big one,” he adds. “You were tall, cute, funny, and knew everything about hockey systems. Basically, my dream guy.”
Elijah blinks once, clearly caught off guard. “Seriously?”

Shane huffs a laugh. “Yeah.”

“You never said anything,” Elijah says.

Elijah’s eyes move across Shane’s face once more before he speaks again.

Shane lifts one shoulder. “Neither did you.”

Shane glances up during the pause and finds Elijah still looking at him.
Elijah sets his mug down on the table. “Can I ask something else?”

Shane dips his chin. "Yes."

“The guy.”

The word pulls something through Shane’s chest before he has time to prepare for it.

He had mentioned it a few times when they talked on the phone. Not details, not a name. Just that he had spent years tangled up with another player and eventually had to let it go if he wanted to keep his sanity.



“I’m not asking who,” Elijah says quickly, his voice gentler now. “You don’t have to tell me that.” Shane exhales slowly.

But Elijah keeps going, carefully, the way someone might step forward onto unfamiliar ice.

“You said you had to keep him secret.”

Shane nods once. “Since I was nineteen.”

Elijah leans back slightly in the chair, processing that. “That’s a long time.”

“Yeah.” Shane tilts the mug slightly.
Images surface whether he wants them to or not. Hotel rooms. Award shows. All-Star events.

“We barely saw each other,” he says finally. “Schedules. Cities. It would’ve been messy if anyone found out.”
He shrugs lightly. “And honestly, I don’t even know if he cared about me.”

When he looks up, Elijah is watching him with that same thoughtful expression again, the one that means his brain is working through something.

“You look like you’re thinking something,” Shane says.
Elijah hesitates. “I might know who it was.”

For a second, Shane does not react.

His fingers remain around the mug resting against his knee. “You do?” Shane asks.
Elijah tilts his head slightly, one hand lifting from the arm of the chair before settling again against the side of the mug. “I have a guess,” he says. “I’m not trying to corner you into confirming anything. I just pay attention to people.”
“Are you going to say it?” he asks.

Elijah shakes his head right away. “No,” he says. “Not unless you wanted me to, which I’m guessing you probably don’t.”
The answer comes so quickly that Shane feels something in his chest ease before he can stop it.

He turns the mug slowly against his palm, feeling the faint ridge there while he studies Elijah’s face.
“How?” he asks after a moment. “Was it obvious?”

Elijah exhales slowly, leaning his head back against the chair as if he is organizing the explanation before he starts speaking.

“No,” he says. “It wasn’t obvious in the way people usually mean that word. You were careful. Both of you were careful. But hockey is a small world once you’ve been inside it long enough. I pay close attention to the people in it.”
“I’m not saying that to make you uncomfortable,” Elijah adds quickly. “What I mean is that if you spend enough years watching the same players, you start to pick up on the way certain people move around each other.”

“And you picked up on us.”
Elijah nods slowly. “Eventually. Not at first. I just noticed that whenever the two of you ended up in the same building, something about the way you carried yourself changed. Nothing anyone else would have clocked. Once you told me you’d been involved with another player, it all kind of aligned.”

Shane blinks. “What?”

Elijah shrugs a little. “You have a habit,” he says. “When you walk into a space you map it. Exits, cameras, who’s standing where.”

Shane stares at him. “You noticed that?”

Elijah smiles faintly. “I told you. I pay attention.”

He leans forward in the chair slightly, resting his forearms along his thighs now.

“When he was around,” Elijah continues, “you didn’t do it as much. Your shoulders dropped a little. Like being around him put your body to ease.”

Shane blinks and feels his stomach turn over. He hadn’t realized anyone had ever seen that. “So you’ve been analyzing me for almost a decade,” he says.

Elijah laughs quietly. “That’s a very dramatic way to phrase it, but yes, in a loose sense.”

Shane huffs a small laugh of his own, tipping the mug so the last of the tea slides toward the edge.
He doesn’t feel the need to say the name.

The understanding is already there.

Elijah knows it mattered. That it was hard.

And that seems to be enough for both of them.



####
“Pro hockey is weird,” Shane says eventually.

Elijah nods. “Lonely.”

Shane glances up at him. “You too?”

Elijah’s mouth lifts at one corner. “Especially me.”

Shane tilts his head slightly. “What happened with your girlfriend?”

Elijah exhales through his nose, gaze dropping briefly to the empty mug in his hands. “Kaia. We were together three years,” he says.
Shane whistles softly. “That’s serious.”

“It was.” Elijah pauses before continuing. “But the travel got worse,”
Shane winces slightly.

Elijah notices the reaction and shakes his head. “She didn’t cheat,” he says. “We talked about it for a long time before we ended things.”

“That’s.. decent of her.”

“It was,” Elijah agrees.

He leans back into the chair again. “We’re trying to stay friends,” he adds. “Which might work. It might not. But the connection itself mattered enough that it felt worth trying.”
Shane watches him for a moment. “You still care about her.”

“Yeah.”

The answer comes easily.

Then Elijah lifts his eyes back to Shane.

“I think some relationships have an expiration date nobody notices until after it passes,” he says. “You keep showing up for each other because you care, and by the time you realize the shape of the relationship has changed, you’re already standing in something that doesn’t quite fit the way it used to.”
Shane nods slowly. “I get that.”

Another quiet stretch passes.

Elijah lifts the mug again before remembering it’s empty and setting it back down with a small huff of amusement. “For what it’s worth,” he says, looking back at Shane, “I’m really proud of you for coming out.”
Shane’s mouth curves slightly. “Yeah?”

Elijah nods. “You seem happier.”

Shane looks down at his hands for a second.

“Yeah,” he says quietly.

“I think I am.”



####



Shane still has the empty mug in his hands when Elijah speaks again. “Can I tell you something about how my brain works?”
Shane looks up. “That is my favourite category of information.”
Elijah huffs a quiet laugh at that, one hand lifting briefly to the back of his neck before dropping again.

Shane notices the movement because Elijah hasn’t fidgeted much tonight. For most of the conversation, he has stayed almost still, long legs stretched comfortably in front of him, attention focused forward in that thoughtful way that makes it clear he is listening to more than the words themselves.
Now there is the smallest break in that composure. Not nerves exactly. More like Elijah deciding how to begin. “I’m demisexual,” he says.

Shane blinks once. His brain runs through the word, trying to place it in the half-organized mental library where he keeps things he has read about but never needed personally.

“I don’t experience sexual attraction unless there’s already some kind of emotional connection there.”
Shane tilts his head slightly. “So hookups are.. not really your thing.”

Elijah’s mouth curves at that. “Not really, no.” He pauses, then gestures lightly between them. “Which is part of why this situation is a little unusual for me.”
Shane feels his eyebrows lift. “Because we are just kind of meeting again?”

Elijah shakes his head right away. “We didn’t just meet.”

The answer comes without hesitation. Shane watches him for a second, curious now.

Elijah leans back into the chair slightly, gaze drifting toward the tall windows for a moment before returning to Shane. “We met at hockey camp when we were teenagers,” he says. “Which is a strange kind of bonding experience, because you spend two weeks in a bubble where everyone is exhausted and competitive.”
Shane laughs quietly. “This is very true.”
Elijah nods. “And we talked a lot back then,” he continues. “About hockey, obviously, but also about everything else. Movies, wrestling, school, which coaches were secretly terrible at drawing plays on the board, what our dreams were for our careers.”

Sixteen years old. Sitting cross-legged on a narrow dorm bed while Elijah talked through some elaborate theory about offensive zone spacing. Shane learned so much more about hockey from Elijah, and about how to use other parts of his brain to pick things up.
“Then the league happened,” Elijah says, voice steady as he continues following the thought outward. “And we didn’t actually spend time together again for years.”

Shane nods slowly. “Just games.”

“Just games,” Elijah agrees.
He lifts one shoulder lightly. “But the last few weeks we’ve been texting again.”

“Yeah.”

“And that connection came back really fast,” Elijah says. He says it plainly, without dramatics. “Which surprised me a little,” he admits. “Usually it takes longer for my brain to recalibrate in that direction.”
Shane watches him carefully now.

Elijah’s posture hasn’t changed much, but there is something different in the way he is looking at him. Just open. “And apparently my brain decided that counts,” Elijah finishes.

Something spreads through Shane’s chest at the words. “So this is unusual for you,” he says.
Elijah nods. “A little.”

Shane studies him. “And you’re okay with that.”
Elijah smiles, slow and easy. “Very.” The answer arrives with enough certainty that Shane finds himself smiling back before he realizes he is doing it.

Neither of them moves right away.
Shane notices the faint creak of the house somewhere deeper in the structure. He lifts his eyes again.
“That’s actually kind of nice,” he says.

Elijah raises an eyebrow slightly. “Nice?”

“Yeah.”

Shane leans back into the couch again, stretching one leg out in front of him. “It means you’re not just spending time with me because you’re bored tonight.”

Elijah laughs softly. “No,” he says. “I can confirm boredom is not the motivating factor here.”
Shane watches him for another second. More aware now, like the air between them has changed shape slightly.

Then he asks the question that has been hovering at the edge of his thoughts since Elijah started talking.

“So what does your brain usually do next,” he says, “when it decides something counts?”



####





The question hangs between them after Shane asks it. Elijah does not answer right away.

He leans back slightly in the chair, one hand still loosely wrapped around the mug, eyes resting on Shane with the same thoughtful focus he has had all evening.

“Well,” Elijah says, voice calm, “most of the time it spends a while trying to convince itself it’s imagining things.”

Shane smiles faintly at that. “That sounds inconvenient.”

“It can be,” Elijah admits. “Connection tends to arrive slowly for me, which means my brain usually assumes early signals are enthusiasm or curiosity rather than attraction.”
Shane becomes aware of how close they are sitting. The couch is wide, but at some point during the conversation, he had angled his body toward Elijah, shoulders turned toward the man beside him.
The distance between them feels smaller. Elijah glances across his face, lingering briefly at the bridge of his nose. “I love your freckles,” Elijah says after a second.

Shane blinks. “What?”

“Across your nose,” Elijah explains, lifting his hand slightly as if to indicate the spot. “They used to drive me crazy when we were younger. They’re nice.”

The simple comment catches Shane off guard. He rubs his thumb against the seam of his sleeve.
Elijah angles slightly closer on the couch before asking, very gently, “Can I kiss you?”

Shane’s breath pauses. “Yeah,” he says.
Elijah lifts his hand. His fingers brush lightly along Shane’s cheek, resting there for a second. For a moment Elijah simply looks at him again.

Shane feels that attention in a physical way, the same focus Elijah has brought to every conversation tonight now turned entirely toward him.

Elijah moves closer, the cushion dipping as his thigh presses alongside Shane’s.

Shane notices the scent of soap on his skin and something faintly citrus from the tea they had been drinking earlier.
Then Elijah bends toward him. Their mouths meet softly.

The first contact lasts only a second before Elijah draws back slightly, eyes searching Shane’s face in a quick check.

Shane answers the unspoken question by leaning forward again. This time the kiss lingers.

Elijah’s hand remains against his cheek, thumb moving lightly along the skin near his temple. The motion sends a faint ripple down the back of Shane’s neck.

His own hand finds Elijah’s side, while the other one bunches lightly in Elijah’s shirt.

Elijah responds by deepening the kiss gradually, adjusting the angle so their mouths fit together more comfortably. Shane notices the care in the way he moves.

Shane lets out a quiet breath against Elijah’s mouth and feels Elijah pause for half a heartbeat.

His hand slides briefly into Shane’s hair before returning to the side of his face, fingertips tracing lightly across the faint line of freckles he had pointed out earlier.



Shane laughs softly into the kiss at that. “You’re still analyzing me,” he murmurs.

Elijah smiles against his mouth. “Occupational hazard.”

The words dissolve as they kiss again.

Shane becomes aware of the warmth of Elijah’s body beside him, the pressure of his knee brushing against his thigh the slow rhythm of their breathing gradually falling into the same pattern.

Eventually, the kiss eases. 

The space between them grows by small degrees until their foreheads rest lightly together.

Shane opens his eyes.

Elijah is smiling in that same thoughtful way he had earlier. “Well,” Elijah says quietly.

“Well what?”

Elijah tilts his head slightly, considering the question. “My brain usually spends a long time trying to decide if something counts,” he says.
His thumb brushes once more along Shane’s cheek. “This time it seems to have decided pretty quickly.”

Shane huffs a quiet laugh. “I’m okay with that.”
Elijah’s smile widens a fraction and he laughs too, “Good,” he says.

And Shane realizes he is still leaning toward him.


####





Elijah is still close when the laughter fades.

Shane remains angled toward him on the couch, one leg stretched along the cushions, while Elijah sits half turned in his direction, elbow resting against the back of the sofa.

Shane becomes aware of the quiet of the house again, the faint warmth lingering on his mouth where Elijah had kissed him.

Shane presses his lips together briefly, still tasting the kiss.
Elijah clears his throat softly. “Random question.”

Shane glances over. “I like your random questions.”

Elijah gestures toward the television mounted across the room. “Do you still like wrestling?”
Shane straightens a little. “Yes,” he says, the answer coming out fast enough that Elijah’s mouth lifts. “Obviously. I PVR and watch on my days off”

Elijah laughs under his breath. “I had a feeling.”

Shane turns back toward him, eyebrows raised. “You still watch?”

“Occasionally,” Elijah says. “Mostly highlights. I don’t follow it as obsessively as I did when we were teenagers.”

“That’s disappointing.”

“I’m an adult now,” Elijah replies.

Shane snorts. “You play professional hockey for a living.”

“That is a fair point.”
The television flickers to life as Shane navigates through the menu. A familiar entrance theme bursts from the speakers.

They fall into it almost immediately. Elijah starts breaking down camera angles like a broadcast analyst and casually admits that when he was twelve, he briefly considered becoming a WWE commentator if hockey didn’t work out. Shane tells him which wrestlers were responsible for his first gay awakenings, which is apparently several of them.



After a minute, Elijah’s arm slides around the back of the couch and pulls him a little closer without looking away from the screen. Shane leans into it easily, one hand resting on Elijah’s forearm while he rubs absently at the cuff of Elijah’s sleeve. Elijah’s fingers drift into Shane’s hair in the same absent way people fidget when they’re relaxed, and they keep watching the match like that, neither of them commenting on the new arrangement.


####





The match ends in a dramatic pile of bodies and shouted commentary.

Elijah stretches his arms over his head, his shirt lifting just enough to expose a narrow strip of skin above his waistband. Shane’s eyes catch the movement before he can stop them.

“You still work out after practices?” Elijah asks.

“Usually,” Shane says.

Elijah nods toward the hallway. “I’ve got a gym downstairs if you feel like moving around.”

Shane considers it for half a second before grinning. “Are you challenging me?”

“I’m suggesting light activity,” Elijah says.

“That sounds like a challenge.”

Elijah’s mouth curves. “Come on.”
The gym sits in the lower level of the house, wide with rubber flooring and a wall of mirrors. A rack of weights lines the far wall beside a squat cage. "This is nicer than half the team gyms I’ve seen,” Shane says.
Elijah leans against the weight rack. “I like working out at home.”

Shane pulls his hoodie over his head and tosses it toward a bench, leaving himself in a t-shirt that clings lightly across his shoulders. He does not miss the way Elijah’s attention follows the movement.

“Bench?” Shane asks.

Elijah nods.

The bar lowers toward his chest while Elijah stands behind the bench, hands close but not touching.



“Three more,” Elijah says.

Shane exhales through the last rep and racks the bar.

When he sits up Elijah’s hand brushes briefly along his forearm as he steps back.

“You’re staring,” Shane says.

Elijah lifts an eyebrow. “I’m spotting,” he says.

“That’s not where the bar is.”

Elijah laughs softly. “Good point.”
They trade places.

Elijah lies back on the bench and Shane steps behind him, hands hovering near the bar while Elijah presses upward through the lift.

The muscles in Elijah’s arms flex with the movement, shirt stretching across his chest before the weight lowers again.

“Careful,” Elijah says without looking up.
Shane blinks. “What?”

“Now you’re staring.”

“I am spotting.”

Elijah smiles faintly. “Fair.”
The bar returns to the rack and Elijah sits up.

Shane becomes aware of the flush building in his face.
They move through a few more exercises, trading off without much conversation.

Shoulder presses.

Pull ups.

A quick set of squats leaves Shane leaning forward with his hands braced against his thighs while he catches his breath. Elijah catches his eye in the mirror and steps closer.

“You’re flushed.”

The tone carries enough curiosity that the flush at the back of Shane’s neck deepens. Elijah pulls his shirt over his head to wipe his face.

Shane’s brain pauses. Elijah notices.



Elijah steps closer again until the space between them narrows.

“Do you want to shower?” Elijah asks.

Shane glances toward the staircase.

“Yeah,” he says.

His pulse has picked up again.

This time, the workout isn’t the reason.





####




His t-shirt clings across his back where sweat gathered during the last set.

Shane notices a thin line of sweat tracing down the side of Elijah’s neck before disappearing beneath the collar of his shirt.
I want to touch him again. The thought repeats in Shane’s head before he can push it away.

Shane sets the bottle down on the counter and rubs the back of his neck briefly, buying himself a second to decide whether he is actually going to say what just crossed his mind.
He glances up. “Elijah.”

Elijah looks over. “Yeah?”

Shane hooks his thumb briefly into the waistband of his shorts, the fabric moving under his fingers while he speaks.

“You want to shower together?”

The question hangs between them.

Then Elijah’s mouth lifts slowly. “Yes,” he says, voice warm with amusement. “Very much so.”

Something in Shane’s stomach flips pleasantly.


####



The bathroom upstairs fills quickly with steam once the water starts running. Shane leans one shoulder against the counter while Elijah adjusts the temperature, the mirror already fogging along the edges. Elijah steps back from the shower and pulls his shirt over his head.
A quiet smile tugs at the corner of Elijah’s mouth as he drops the shirt into the hamper. “Your turn,” he says.

Shane laughs under his breath and reaches for the hem of his own shirt, dragging the damp fabric upward and tossing it aside.

They stand there a second, watching each other.
Then Elijah reaches for the waistband of his shorts and pushes them down his hips. Shane exhales slowly, then pulls his own down. Elijah steps into the shower first, the spray hitting his shoulders and running down the length of his back in quick streams.
Shane follows a second later. Heat surrounds them instantly as Shane steps under the spray.

Elijah reaches for the bottle of body wash and squeezes a small amount into his palm before handing it toward Shane. “You want-”
Shane shakes his head. “Turn around.”
Elijah does. Shane steps closer behind him. He spreads the soap slowly across Elijah’s shoulders, fingers moving over muscles that harden slightly under his touch.

Elijah’s head tips forward a little when Shane’s hands slide down along the center of his back.

“That feels good,” Elijah murmurs.

Shane smiles faintly, working the soap across the span of Elijah’s shoulders before dragging his palms down the length of his arms. Shane rinses the last of the soap away.



When Elijah turns around again, they end up standing very close.

Shane’s attention drifts across Elijah’s face, following the line of water along his jaw. Elijah lifts a hand and brushes his thumb lightly along Shane’s cheek. “Can I touch you?” he asks quietly.
Shane nods. “Yes.”

Elijah’s fingers move slowly across his skin, tracing the same faint freckles along Shane’s nose before sliding down toward his jaw.

Shane leans forward and kisses him.

Water runs down the back of his neck while Elijah’s mouth opens under his, the kiss deepening as Elijah’s hand settles along the side of Shane’s waist.

His own hands slide down Elijah’s chest, palms moving over wet skin before resting briefly along his hips.



“Elijah,” he murmurs against his mouth.

“Yeah?”
Shane hesitates for half a second. Then he asks it anyway. “Can I touch you here?”
His hand brushes lightly along Elijah’s stomach, stopping just above the place he’s asking about. Elijah exhales softly. “Yes.”

Shane’s fingers move lower.

Elijah’s head tips back slightly under the spray when Shane closes his hand around him and strokes him slowly.

Elijah makes a quiet sound that disappears beneath the steady rush of the shower.

His hands find Shane’s hips, drawing him closer.

“You’re very enthusiastic about this,” Elijah says.
Shane laughs breathlessly. “You said you were attracted to me.”

“That’s true.”

Elijah kisses him again, deeper this time, his own hand sliding down Shane’s stomach before curling his hand around Shane in return.

The contact sends a sharp pulse of pleasure through Shane’s body that makes his grip tighten slightly.
They move together slowly under the water. Neither of them rushes.
Elijah’s thumb traces a slow line along Shane’s hip before slipping around behind him. “Can I-”

“Yes,” Shane answers before he finishes the question.
Elijah smiles faintly against his mouth. “I was going to ask.”

“You can still ask,” Shane says.
Elijah’s hand slides lower, fingers brushing between Shane’s legs before settling more firmly between his thighs, fingertips pressing lightly at the entrance of his ass.

Shane lets out a breath that sounds almost like a laugh.

Their hands move over each other slowly.



Eventually, Elijah sinks onto his knees beneath the spray.

Shane’s pulse jumps. “Elijah-”

Elijah looks up at him. “Is this okay?”

Shane nods quickly. “Yes, please, very okay.”

Elijah’s mouth closes around him a second later.

The sensation sends Shane’s head tipping back toward the tiled wall, fingers sliding into Elijah’s damp hair while he tries to keep his breathing steady.

Elijah’s mouth moves slowly and carefully.

Shane laughs softly, half breathless. “Jesus.”

Elijah hums, smirking over him in response. The vibration makes Shane’s knees weaken slightly.
When Elijah finally pulls back, Shane catches his chin and draws him up into another kiss, tasting the warm steam and soap still lingering on his skin.

Shane slides down to his knees next.

“You don’t have to-”

“I want to,” Shane says.

Elijah nods once. “Okay.”

Shane leans forward.

The water runs over both of them while his mouth closes around Elijah, hands resting along Elijah’s thighs as he moves slowly, matching the same patient rhythm Elijah had given him.

Above him Elijah exhales softly, fingers threading through Shane’s damp hair while the steam curls thick around the shower walls.

When they finally rise again they’re both smiling, breath close between them.

Elijah brushes a wet strand of hair away from Shane’s forehead. “You’re fun,” he says quietly.

Shane grins. “I try.”


####





By the time they come downstairs again, Elijah is ready to start cooking.

Shane ends up sitting on the counter without thinking about it, heels resting lightly against the cabinet doors while he watches Elijah move through the kitchen.
Elijah doesn’t seem to notice. Or maybe he does and simply doesn’t comment on it.



Elijah moves easily between the stove and the cutting board, sleeves rolled partway up his forearms while he chops vegetables with quiet concentration.

Shane watches the motion of the knife for a moment.

Even something as ordinary as cooking carries its own rhythm in Elijah’s hands.



Shane likes this.

The way he climbed onto the counter without thinking.

The way he kissed Elijah earlier and didn’t spend the next five minutes replaying it.



Elijah glances over his shoulder briefly while the pan heats. “You’re staring again.”

Shane smiles faintly and doesn’t bother denying it.



Twenty minutes later Elijah slides a plate toward him across the counter.

They eat side by side, Shane still perched on the counter while Elijah leans against it across from him.

Conversation drifts in and out while they finish dinner.

They’ve already spent hours together.

And somehow the night still feels unfinished.


####





After dinner they wander back toward the living room, the rhythm of the evening carrying them there as naturally as everything else has so far.

Shane ends up on the couch again with Elijah beside him, a movie playing on the television.

At first Shane tries to follow it, watching the actors move across the screen while Elijah’s shoulder rests against his arm before the story fades into the background. 
Sometime during the middle of the movie Shane turns toward him without quite deciding to do it first.

Elijah meets him there like he had been waiting for it, one hand lifting to the back of Shane’s neck as their mouths come together again.

The kiss begins softly but doesn’t stay that way for long.

Shane loses track of whatever had been playing on the screen. By the time they pull apart again, the television is still glowing faintly across the room, but the darkness outside tells him hours have passed without either of them noticing.
Elijah glances toward the screen, then back at Shane, and reaches for his hand without saying anything.

The gesture feels simple, as if it doesn’t require explanation, and Shane lets himself be pulled down the hallway toward the bedroom.

They leave the television running in the other room. By the time they climb into Elijah’s bed, they’ve stripped down to their boxers, and the sheets cool against Shane’s skin when he sinks into the mattress. The bed is softer than he expected, the pillows deep enough that his shoulders drop into them with a relief he hadn’t realized he needed.
Elijah moves closer, a second later, one arm coming easily around Shane’s waist, drawing him back against his chest.

The position fits easily, their legs tangling slightly beneath the blankets as Elijah pulls him nearer.

Shane feels the slow rise and fall of Elijah’s breathing against his back, the rhythm of it brushing near his ear.

Something inside his body loosens without effort.

Here, the tension fades without him having to manage it.

Elijah’s breathing deepens after a few minutes, the sound of it soft and even behind him, and Shane follows that rhythm into sleep before he quite notices the moment it happens.





####





Morning light reaches the room slowly, spilling through the tall window and stretching across the bed until it reaches Shane’s shoulder.

The awareness of another body close behind him arrives first.

Elijah’s arm is still draped loosely across his waist. The rhythm of breathing behind him. The slow slide of Elijah’s hand shifts slightly when Shane stretches one leg beneath the blankets.
Elijah’s fingers tighten for a second at his hip.
Shane turns onto his back slowly, the sheets sliding over his stomach as he rolls toward him. Elijah’s eyes open halfway through the movement.

“Morning,” Elijah murmurs, voice still rough with sleep.

Shane smiles without meaning to. “Morning.”
The quiet between them stretches for a second before Elijah lifts a hand and brushes his fingers lightly across Shane’s cheek, thumb tracing along the line of freckles like he’s reacquainting himself with something he had already memorized the night before.

Shane leans into the touch without thinking.

It starts slow, mouths brushing together once, then again, Elijah’s hand sliding into Shane’s hair while their bodies move closer beneath the blankets.

Elijah’s thigh slides between Shane’s legs as the kiss deepens.
A low moan slips out of Elijah’s throat.

Shane answers it instinctively, his own hand moving over Elijah’s back, feeling the muscles ripple beneath warm skin while their mouths move together again.

Elijah kisses him with a kind of focus Shane notices right away. When Shane’s hips roll slightly forward, Elijah follows the motion, pressing closer, one hand drifting down along Shane’s side until it rests against his waist.
Shane breaks the kiss long enough to draw a breath.

Elijah watches him. “Still good?” he asks quietly.

Shane nods once. “Yeah."

Elijah kisses him again, slower this time, his mouth lingering longer between movements while his hand slides lower along Shane’s stomach. Shane feels the shift in attention when Elijah’s fingers brush the waistband of his underwear.
He pauses. “Can I?” Elijah asks.

Shane’s answer comes fast. “Yes.”

Elijah pushes the fabric down slowly, guiding it over Shane’s hips before letting it fall somewhere near the foot of the bed. Shane watches his face the entire time.

Elijah kisses his way down Shane’s chest next.

His mouth follows the line of muscle along Shane’s stomach before dipping lower, pressing a lingering kiss just above his hip that pulls a groan out of Shane’s throat.

Shane’s fingers slide into Elijah’s hair.
Elijah glances up once, checking his expression before continuing downward.

Shane’s cock is already hard.

Elijah smiles faintly before wrapping his hand around him, thumb brushing slowly along the underside while his mouth lowers over the head. The sensation sends a rush through Shane’s body that makes his hips lift slightly before he can stop himself.

“Fuck,” Shane breathes softly.
Elijah hums quietly around him, adjusting his grip while his mouth moves slowly along the length of him, watching Shane’s reactions the entire time.

“You’re really responsive in the morning,” Elijah murmurs when he pulls back briefly.

Shane laughs under his breath, breath uneven. “You’re really good at that.”

Elijah smiles and leans down again.

The rhythm builds gradually. Elijah’s hand is gripped on Shane’s hip while his mouth works lower, the slow attention sending waves of sensation through Shane’s body that make his fingers tighten slightly in the sheets.
When Elijah pulls away again his lips brush lightly along Shane’s inner thigh, close to his ass, before he speaks. “Can I touch you here?”

Shane nods immediately. “Yes.”

Elijah’s hand slides between Shane’s legs to his butt. His fingers move slowly at first, exploring with careful pressure before easing lower, the first light contact drawing a soft sound out of Shane’s throat.
Shane’s head tips back into the pillow.

“Okay,” he murmurs, voice breaking slightly.

Elijah leans down again, pressing a kiss against Shane’s stomach before his mouth follows the path his fingers had taken moments earlier. The slow drag of Elijah’s tongue sends a sharper jolt through Shane’s body.
Shane’s hand moves back into Elijah’s hair. “Elijah- holy shit.”

"I’ve got you,” Elijah says quietly.

His tongue moves slowly, attentive, while his fingers slide upward again to find the small bottle of lube resting on the nightstand. Shane barely registers the movement until Elijah’s fingers return, slick as they press gently against him.
Shane exhales slowly.

“Tell me if you want me to stop,” Elijah murmurs. The first finger slides in gradually.
Shane’s body responds instantly, muscles tightening briefly before relaxing again while Elijah watches his face closely. “You okay?”
Shane nods. “Yeah. Keep going.”

Elijah does, easing deeper while his thumb brushes lightly along Shane’s hip. When he adds a second finger, the movement becomes smoother, the slow rhythm of it making Shane’s breathing grow wild.

Shane drags a hand over his face. “God.”
Elijah smiles faintly at that. Elijah leans down again, kissing him slowly while his fingers continue moving, the combination of pressure and attention sending heat spreading through Shane’s stomach.
Shane pulls him closer by the back of his neck. “Come here.” The kiss deepens again.

Shane feels Elijah’s body move between his legs, the heat of his skin pressing against him while Elijah reaches blindly toward the nightstand for a condom.

Shane watches him roll it on.



For a brief second a thought crosses his mind, that surprises him.

One day he might want to see Elijah beneath him like this.

The idea lingers just long enough to make something warm flicker through his chest before Elijah presses forward.



The first push inside is slow.

Elijah pauses halfway, eyes lifting to Shane’s face while he adjusts. “You good?”

Shane nods. “Yes.”

Elijah slides deeper. The movement draws a low moan from Shane that he doesn’t try to hide, his hands gripping Elijah’s shoulders while their bodies adjust together. Elijah lowers himself fully after a moment, chest brushing against Shane’s while he begins to move. 
The rhythm starts slowly. Elijah’s eyes never leave Shane’s face while his hips move, the even pace drawing quiet sounds from Shane’s throat that grow louder as the pressure builds.

“You feel incredible,” Elijah murmurs.

Shane lets out a loud moan at the praise.

He kisses him again while his hips keep moving, the slow pace gradually building into something stronger. Shane’s hands slide over his back, nails pressing lightly into his skin while the sensation builds undeniable between them.

“Shane,” Elijah breathes.

The way he says his name sends another wave through him.



Shane’s legs tighten around Elijah’s waist. “Don’t stop.”

“I’m not planning to.” Elijah presses his forehead briefly against Shane’s while he moves, their breathing tangled together as the rhythm grows harder.

Shane feels the tension building quickly now.

“Elijah-”

“I know,” Elijah murmurs.

His hand slides between them, fingers wrapping around Shane’s cock while he keeps moving, the added pressure pushing Shane closer to the edge.

Shane’s head falls back against the pillow. “Fuck-”



Elijah keeps his eyes on him the entire time. “You look so good like this,” he murmurs quietly.

The praise hits him again the way it always does.

Shane’s hands tighten on his shoulders.

He comes with a sharp breath, body arching slightly while Elijah keeps moving through it. Elijah follows a second later.



For a few seconds, neither of them moves.

Then Elijah lowers himself carefully against Shane’s chest, both of them breathing hard.

Shane runs a hand slowly through his hair. “Good morning,” he murmurs.

Elijah laughs softly against his shoulder.





####
Elijah lies on his side facing him.

One arm folded beneath his head, the other resting loosely across Shane’s stomach where his fingers drift occasionally in absent patterns along his skin.

It feels uncomplicated.



Shane exhales and rubs a hand over his face. “Can I ask you something slightly awkward?”

Elijah smiles immediately. “You know you can.”

Shane huffs a small laugh. “Okay, good.”
He repositions himself slightly onto his side so they’re facing each other properly now, the sheet sliding down his hip in the process.

Elijah doesn’t even try to hide the way his eyes track the movement. His eyes were taking in every inch of Shane’s body.

Shane rolls his eyes. “Focus.”

“I am focusing,” Elijah says calmly. “You’re distracting.”

Shane shakes his head. “Right.”
He hesitates for a second, running his fingers along the edge of the pillow.

Then he glances back at Elijah. “Would you ever want to.. switch things up?”

Elijah’s eyebrows lift slightly. “Switch things up how?”

Shane gestures vaguely between them. “Like.. if I wanted to top you sometime.”

Elijah doesn’t react with surprise so much as curiosity. His expression shifts into that thoughtful look Shane has noticed several times already, the one where Elijah clearly starts following the idea all the way through before answering.
He nods slowly.

Elijah considers the question for a moment.“Yeah,” he says eventually. “I think I would.”

Shane blinks. “That was faster than I expected.”

Shane watches him carefully. Elijah’s fingers brush lightly along his forearm while he keeps talking.

Elijah smiles faintly. “Connection matters more to me than categories. And right now I trust you. Which makes exploration feel possible.”

“I never really thought I’d want that,” he admits.

Elijah tilts his head. “What changed?”

Shane shrugs slightly. “You.”

Elijah’s mouth curves. “Good answer.”

Shane laughs quietly. “I mean it, though. I feel safe with you.”

Elijah studies his face for a moment longer than usual, like he’s making sure Shane isn’t just saying something flattering for the sake of it.
Then he nods once. “That goes both ways.”

Shane rolls onto his back again, staring up at the ceiling while he lets the conversation drift somewhere slightly different. “So,” he says after a second.

Elijah hums softly in question.

“You’re not about to ask me to move to Chicago and start a relationship, right?”

Elijah laughs outright at that. “No.”

Shane turns his head. “That was very definitive.”

Elijah shrugs. “I like you,” he says easily. “A lot actually. But I also know how both of our lives work.”
He gestures vaguely toward the world beyond the room. “Hockey schedules. Travel. Media. The circus of being recognizable in a professional sports league.”

Shane nods slowly. “Yeah.”

Elijah’s tone softens slightly. “I’m not interested in forcing something into a shape that makes life harder for both of us.”

Shane lets out a quiet breath of relief. “Good.”

Elijah raises an eyebrow. “Good?”

Shane grins faintly. “I’m newly out. I want to experience things. Meet people. Figure myself out without feeling like I owe someone exclusivity.”

Elijah nods again, completely unbothered. “That makes perfect sense.” “But,” Elijah adds, “I would like to keep seeing you.”
Shane studies him for a second.

It would be easy to imagine something larger unfolding from this. Elijah has that effect on people. The kind of presence that makes the future feel orderly instead of chaotic.

But that isn’t where Shane’s life is right now.

Right now, he is still learning what it feels like to exist in the open. Meeting people. Trying things and letting the world expand outward instead of narrowing down around a single person again.
What he and Elijah have feels good exactly as it is.

Elijah gestures lightly between them. “This feels good. Comfortable. And I don’t see any reason to pretend it doesn’t.”

Shane considers that for a moment. Then he nods. “Okay.”

Elijah’s eyebrow lifts slightly. “Okay?”

“Yeah,” Shane says. “When our cities line up. When schedules allow. We can still talk on the phone.”

Elijah smiles. “That sounds perfect.”
Shane finally pushes himself upright and swings his legs over the side of the bed.

Elijah sits up beside him while Shane grabs his clothes and disappears down the hall to shower.

They move around each other easily afterward, the casual familiarity that has developed surprisingly quickly over the last twenty-four hours settling back into place.
By the time Shane reaches the door a little while later, they’ve both fallen back into that easy rhythm of conversation again.

Shane steps into his shoes and reaches for his bag. Elijah walks him to the door.
The pause that follows lingers for a second. Shane leans in first this time. The kiss is quick but warm.



When he pulls back he smirks slightly.

“You know,” he says casually.

Elijah tilts his head. “What?”

Shane adjusts the strap of his bag over his shoulder.

“I’m sorry in advance that I’m going to have to beat you tonight.”

Elijah laughs. “You’re assuming Chicago is going to let that happen.”

Shane grins. “Oh, I’m not assuming.” He steps backward toward the hallway. “I’m promising.”

Elijah leans against the doorway, watching him go, amusement still in his eyes. “See you on the ice, Hollander.”

Shane flashes one last smile. “Looking forward to it, Knots.”





Away vs. Chicago Steelhawks

Final Score: 5–3 Montreal



7-0


Shane Hollander’s current roster:

Ilya Rozanov (do not engage)

Hayden Pike (teammate privileges)

Mateo Alvarez (dangerously pleasant)

Carter Vaughn (new recruit)

Elijah Knots (this feels suspiciously healthy)
 

 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    ok ok ok.
I did it again.
I fully intended to have the Elijah day, the rest of the October games, and something a lot of you have been waiting for all inside this one chapter.

BUT.

I started writing my outline for the day with Elijah, and it immediately spiraled into this entire chapter. I actually cut around 5000 words because it was getting out of hand. It was much longer originally, and I absolutely went a little feral with it.

As some of you may know, Elijah is an original main character in my other fic.  I tweaked some things about him for this one, but he is very, very dear to me.
Just like in the other fic, his connection with Shane is powerful.

Just to clarify a couple of things within this chapter.
Just because this dynamic leans almost romantic at times does not mean Shane or Elijah are looking for anything beyond connection right now. Elijah is pretty fresh out of heartbreak, and so is Shane.

Just like Mateo, who is starting to mean a great deal to Shane in a very short period of time, Elijah’s bond is important to this story.

I want Shane to experience casual sex.  Hot sex.  Fun sex.

But I also want him to experience sex that comes with connection, care, and tenderness, even if it is not being in love with that person.

What unfolds, unfolds.
But this is still very new.

I also want Shane to know what it should feel like to be with someone who treats him right. Someone who understands boundaries and limits. Someone who asks. Someone who listens.
So that when he is ready to find that person.. or maybe.. let someone back in, he actually knows what that should feel like.

I have already started writing the next chapter, and it is SPICY.

We will be getting to some things I know a LOT of you have been waiting for, and we will also be FINALLY finishing out October.

We are also going to see some more delicious parts of Shane and Mateo’s connection, which has been getting deeper and deeper through all those FaceTimes.

And yes.
A POV from Ilya.

I would also like to say something extremely important about this fic.

The men in this fic love fucking Shane in missionary or in positions where they can see his face the whole time.

They want to watch his freckles.
They want to watch his expressions.
They want to watch exactly what they are doing to him.

This is a very serious narrative choice on my part, and I stand by it completely.

I am also praying to myself that I figure out how to pace this better because I simply cannot emotionally survive another 200k+ fic.

BUT.

Shane still has so many dicks to explore.
So many kinks to try.
So many experiences to have.

What exactly is a girl supposed to do when half the NHL is knocking on his door?
Deny them?
I could never.

I hope you enjoyed Shane reconnecting with someone who mattered to him once upon a time.
In my mind, Elijah is a beautiful almost.

If Shane and Elijah had understood themselves a little better as teenagers, who knows what they might have been right now.
Getting to watch them revisit that connection, older and more self aware, and actually experience something that meant a lot to both of them when they were younger, felt really special to me.

Like, what if you actually got to spend a perfect day with your teenage crush?

Anyway.

I am now emotionally sick from the sweetness of it and very ready for Shane to get railed again.

The next chapter might take a few more days because my trigger finger is currently rebelling against all the typing and my eyes are killing me from staring at this screen.

BUT.
Be ready.

And also, I just want to say how much fun it has been watching everyone react to this story as it unfolds.
The theories, the chaos, the people who clock exactly what Shane is doing immediately.
All of it makes posting these chapters way more fun than I expected.

The amount of love, kudos, and comments this fic has gotten is honestly a little overwhelming in the best possible way. I appreciate it more than I probably say enough.

I think about this fic constantly. I literally dream about Shane’s next hookup and wake up plotting what poor NHL player he’s going to emotionally destabilize next, so knowing everyone else is having as much fun with this as I am makes the whole experience even better.

Thank you for reading, for commenting, for leaving kudos, and for sharing the story with other people.

And if you’re enjoying this chaotic little experiment, I also have a much longer slow burn WIP fic posted that is very dear to my heart if you ever feel like diving into something a little heavier.


  


      

  












      Chapter 9: You walked into a club tonight with a butt plug in your ass
  


    Chapter Summary

    Montreal keeps winning.

Ten games into the season the Metros are undefeated, the locker room is loud, and someone declares the streak sacred.
Which means whatever the team has been doing all month clearly needs to continue.

Celebration drinks.
Late night decisions.
And a suggestion from Detroit that Shane Hollander probably should have thought through a little more carefully.

Across the league, Ilya Rozanov attempts to focus on hockey.
In Montreal, J.J. tries to figure out what exactly is wrong with his captain.

By the end of the night Shane Hollander discovers two things.
Apparently some ideas should not be tested in public.
And some teammates are extremely willing participants.



    Chapter Notes

      This chapter may contain more explicit scenes than usual. Please prepare yourselves accordingly.
Shane Hollander certainly did.
🔥🔥🔥🔥🔥


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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Shane Hollander’s current roster:

Ilya Rozanov: Boston (do not engage)

Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously pleasant)

Carter Vaughn: New York (new recruit)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)



October 26th, 2014

Montreal

Shane POV
Since mid-October in Detroit, Shane has slept with four different men and dry humped another. He has been back in Montreal for about thirty minutes.
It is 10:30 in the morning. His suitcase still rests beside the front door where he dropped it when he walked in. His phone has been vibrating nonstop since the plane landed, and he hasn’t answered a single message yet. It sits on the kitchen counter now, the screen lighting up every few minutes, the soft mechanical buzz pulling his attention.
His body aches in several places, the dull soreness that follows too many flights and too little sleep layered with the different soreness that comes from the last month of letting people touch him in ways he spent most of his life pretending he did not want.
Most of him does not want to slow down, yet another part of him feels like he wants to crawl out of his own skin.

Not because he hasn’t enjoyed any of it. He has. Every second of it still startles him when he lets himself think too closely about it, a kind of deep need he never allowed himself to acknowledge before all of this started. Being wanted like that, looked at like that, touched without hesitation.
For most of his life, physical contact lived somewhere on the edge of his awareness. A handshake that lasted a second too long. Someone clapping him on the shoulder after a goal. Bodies brushing in locker rooms and crowded arenas. All of it arriving too loudly, like every nerve in his skin had been turned up higher than everyone else’s.
And now the last month has been nothing but that. Hands and mouths, bodies pressed against his, conversations stretching late into the night with people curious about him in ways he still has not figured out how to handle. Flights, games, team dinners, bars, and hotel rooms. Always another place to go, another person talking to him, another set of hands somewhere on his body.
Now the apartment is quiet. No games. No practice. Nothing scheduled for two full days. The silence presses against his ears when he stands there in the kitchen, and his nervous system finally registers the absence of noise.



The muscles in the back of his neck soften as if someone quietly turned the volume down on the entire world.



All he wants to do is sleep.
He has a doctor’s appointment before the Buffalo game on Tuesday.

Mateo suggested he ask about starting PrEP the last time they spoke about how many people Shane has been sleeping with, the suggestion delivered with the casual ease Mateo seems to carry into everything.
Until then, Shane thinks he might simply disappear for a couple of days. Turn his phone off. Close the blinds. Let the constant stream of conversation and travel drain out of his system.
He showers first. The water runs hot enough that the bathroom fills with steam before he finishes washing his hair. He stays under the spray longer than usual, palms sliding slowly across his shoulders, over his chest, down his stomach, the heat sinking deeper into muscles that have not been still in weeks.



When he steps out and dries off, he catches his reflection in the mirror over the sink. A year ago, he would have looked at himself like this and felt strangely removed from the image looking back, as if the body in the mirror belonged to someone else who happened to move when he moved. Now the connection feels different. The person in the mirror feels present in a way he never fully understood before. He runs a hand slowly down the center of his chest. His body has carried him through a lot this year. It has also done things he once believed he might never allow himself to experience.
A quiet, private sense of pride moves through him as he keeps looking.

Then the quiet exhaustion returns.
He pulls on his favourite pair of soft lounge pants, the expensive ones he bought last winter that feel almost absurdly smooth against his skin, and walks into his bedroom.

He lifts the weighted blanket from the closet shelf and drapes it across the mattress before crawling underneath, pulling it up until the familiar pressure spreads across his chest and legs.

His body responds to it almost right away.

The compression presses his limbs deeper into the mattress, close to the feeling of being held in place without another person involved. His breathing slows, his hands going still where they rest on his stomach.
Before he disappears into sleep, he picks up his phone.

He sends three messages.
Group chat with J.J. and Hayden: I am so exhausted. I am going to turn off my phone and sleep for two days. If you don’t hear from me don’t worry my boys.
Elijah: I am still thinking about yesterday. I can’t wait to see you again. I need some recharging time so if I am MIA for the next few days that is why. Talk soon?
Yuna and David: The last few days on the road left me exhausted. Going to turn my phone off and take a couple of days. Don’t worry about me. Just in my buttery PJs under my weighted blanket, watching wrestling. Love you, guys.
He watches the screen for another second after sending them. Then he scrolls to the contact he actually wants.



The phone rings twice.

“Guapo, hello,” Mateo answers, voice warm even through the speaker.

“Hey, you,” Shane says, shifting under the blanket so the pressure spreads more evenly across his hips. “Good game last night. You played amazing.”

Mateo laughs softly. “When would you even have had time to watch that, Shane? Your schedule has been insane.”

“I watched highlights on the plane home.”

“I like it when you prioritize watching me.”

Shane’s mouth curves faintly against the pillow. “I prioritize you in general.”

“I know you do.”

“Anyways,” Shane continues, rubbing his thumb along the seam of the blanket near his hand, “I’m calling because I am completely beat from the road and I think I am going to turn my phone off for about thirty six hours and just sleep.”

“I think that is very well deserved,” Mateo says. “If you are awake tomorrow and want to talk, call me. Otherwise you sleep.”

“Okay.”

“Have a good rest of your day, Shane.”

“You too, Mateo.”

They hang up.
Shane sets the phone on the nightstand and finally switches it off. The apartment falls quiet again. Within a few minutes sleep pulls him under.




Home vs Buffalo Blades

Montreal 2 – Buffalo 1

Record: 8–0



####





Ilya POV

October 28th, 2014

Boston



His game ended almost an hour ago when Ilya turned the television on.

He stayed through media, answered the questions he was supposed to answer, nodded through the usual post-game noise about missed opportunities, upcoming games and travel.

They ask about Montreal’s winning streak and what he thinks about Shane coming out and still destroying the competition. It is such a stupid question, like coming out would slow Shane Hollander down.



He answers the way they expect him to. While also praising Shane again for the boldness of living openly. The reporters seem to think that the more they ask him, eventually they will get an answer from Ilya that they can clip and make headlines from. They will not get that from him.
By the time he gets home, the adrenaline that usually sends him toward a bar somewhere has already drained out of his system.

He pours a glass of water, drops onto the couch, and turns the television on to the Montreal game, because Boston will see them soon.

Montreal has been on a streak, and he should be watching the competition.

It makes sense to watch.

That is the explanation he offers himself.
The broadcast opens on the arena camera sweeping across the ice. The commentators are already halfway through a conversation about Montreal’s start to the season.

“Another dominant performance from the Metros tonight..”
The camera cuts to the bench.
Shane laughs at something someone beside him says, head thrown back slightly, mouth open in a way that shows the faint line of his teeth. Hayden bumps his shoulder into Shane's, and Shane leans back into it easily, the movement casual in the way of people who have spent enough time together that their bodies stop asking permission. But there is something in the way Hayden looks at him.



Ilya’s stomach twists. The thought arrives fully formed before he can stop it. Maybe Shane and Hayden are hooking up. Hayden is married, he reminds himself. Then again, plenty of players cheat.

He hates Hayden Pike.
The commentators start talking again. Shane is always a popular topic.

Ilya lifts the remote and lowers the volume without taking his eyes off the screen.
He hasn’t seen Shane in ten days.

The number has been sitting in the back of his mind, whether he wants it there or not.

Ten days since the handshake line where Shane stood there smiling at Cliff Marlow like the invitation meant something.

Ten days since the last time Ilya had his hands on him.

They have gone far longer stretches without contact.

But the last few times have felt so different.

And Shane had felt different too.
He tells himself it does not matter.

They are casual. That has always been the rule.

Ilya does not chase.

He does not text first. He does not ask questions he does not want the answers to. If Shane texts again, he will answer when he feels like it. If Shane asks to meet again, maybe he will say no.
It would probably be good for him.
The camera cuts back to the ice.

Montreal scores.
Shane is in the middle of it, stick raised as his teammates crash into him along the boards. Someone grabs him around the shoulders and shakes him hard enough that his helmet slips sideways. He laughs again, the broadcast camera finding the same open grin.
The Metros look like they are enjoying themselves. For some reason, that irritates Ilya more than anything else.

He reaches down and hooks his fingers into the thin chain around his neck, pulling the metal back and forth between his thumb and forefinger while the replay runs on the screen.



He has not exactly been sitting at home thinking about Shane.

The last ten days have been busy.

There were girls. Enough that the details blur together after a while. Cab rides. Random girls in his house. Mornings when he wakes up, he is already bored.

Ilya has slept with more people than he could reasonably count at this point.
He pushes one hand down the front of his sweatpants in the unconscious way men sometimes do when they are alone, palm resting there without purpose, the television light moving across the room.
Recently there had also been two men. That part required more planning.

Boston is not a city where Ilya can wander into a bar and see what happens. His face is recognizable enough that people watch when he walks into a room, and men watching him carries a different kind of risk than women doing it. So he keeps it quiet. A private message on an app that deletes conversations. A late ride across the city. One of them insisted on meeting in a parking garage first just to be sure he was real. It had felt ridiculous. And yet Ilya still went.
One of them had dark hair and freckles scattered across his shoulders and the bridge of his nose. He was shorter than Ilya by several inches and laughed easily. Halfway through fucking him, Ilya realized the man reminded him of Shane. He finished quickly and left. Ilya stops that thought before it goes any further.
The commentators are talking again. “..Hollander continues to dominate early this season..”

Another replay rolls.

Shane is skating back toward the bench, tapping gloves with teammates as he passes them. His hair has fallen slightly out of place beneath his helmet. J.J. grabs the back of his jersey and says something that makes Shane turn his head, grin widening again. Now he wants to punch J.J. in the face for no reason.
Ilya reaches for the remote and turns the television off.

The apartment goes still.

He sits there for a while without moving, the chain still looped around his fingers.



He decides that no matter what he will not see Shane when Boston goes to Montreal next month.

The next time he sees Shane will not be in an apartment or a hotel room.

It will be across the ice.

That is probably better for both of them.

That thought sits there for a second before something in his chest rejects it outright.

It is easier to know what to do with someone when there is a puck between you and the rules are clear.



####





Away vs Winnipeg Jets

Montreal 4 – Winnipeg 3

Record: 9–0




####





The bus ride back to the hotel carries the familiar noise of a road win.

Two players are already arguing about which bar they should go to.
Shane sits near the middle with his head tipped back against the seat, eyes half closed, listening more than participating. The aftershock of the game still moves through his body. His legs feel loose. His shoulders carry the dull ache that follows a physical night on the ice.
Hayden’s hand passes briefly across the back of Shane’s neck without him even looking, fingers squeezing once before disappearing again.
When the bus pulls up to the hotel, Hayden stands first.

“Come on, Cap,” he says, tapping Shane’s shoulder on the way past. “You’re slow.”

Shane stands and follows him off the bus, the night air outside cool against his face. The walk through the lobby is quick. Players disperse toward elevators in loose clusters.

Hayden stays close to Shane the whole way, not in an obvious way, just enough that their shoulders brush every few steps as they move toward the elevators.

Shane knows that pattern. Hayden wants him back in the room.



They are halfway down the hallway on their floor when J.J. appears behind them like a hurricane wearing sneakers. “Captaine!”

Shane barely turns before J.J. throws an arm around his shoulders.

“We are undefeated,” J.J. announces loudly to no one in particular. “You owe me a celebration movie night.”
Hayden stops walking.

“Why would he owe you anything?” Hayden asks.

J.J. squints at him. “Because I personally scored a goal tonight.”

“You tipped a puck.”

“It counts.”

Shane laughs quietly.

J.J. tightens his arm around Shane’s shoulders like he’s staking a claim on him. “You two are not abandoning me tonight,” J.J. says. “I can tell you’re about to go hide in a hotel room and do something boring.”

Hayden snorts. “Sleep?”

“Exactly,” J.J. says. “Unacceptable.”

Shane glances between them.

The energy between Hayden and J.J. has that familiar crackle that usually means Shane is about to get dragged into something.
He exhales through his nose. “Do you want to come watch a movie with us?” Shane asks.

J.J.’s face lights up instantly. “Yes.”

Hayden rolls his eyes.


####





Thirty minutes later, the three of them are in Shane and Hayden’s hotel room finishing the remains of room service while a movie plays on the television.

J.J. claims Shane’s bed immediately, stretching across it like it belongs to him.



“I’m not watching a movie from across the room in a chair,” he announces.

“You’re not sharing my bed,” Hayden replies from the other side.

“I’m not sitting over there like a guest either. Captaine is watching with me.”

“You’re not stealing him. We usually sit in bed together.”



Shane watches them for a second before grabbing the edge of the second bed and dragging it across the carpet until the frames bump together.

“There,” he says. “Now everyone wins.”

J.J. looks delighted. Hayden looks resigned.


####




A few minutes later, the lights are off, the movie running, and all three of them are stretched across the joined mattresses in boxers while the room slowly fills with the quiet restlessness that always follows a game.
Shane ends up in the middle.

Shane lies between them, staring at the ceiling.

Two of the best-looking men in the NHL. Both of them are his best friends. Both of them are shirtless on either side of him, wearing nothing but boxers.

Jesus Christ.
About twenty minutes in, Hayden’s hand settles on Shane’s thigh, thumb pressing absently against the fabric of his boxers while Hayden keeps watching the screen.

The touch itself isn’t new. Doing it in front of J.J. is.

A few minutes later J.J.’s hand lands on Shane’s other thigh.

Shane keeps looking at the ceiling.

Neither of them says anything.

Hayden’s hand stays where it is. J.J.’s fingers flex once.
The movie keeps playing.

Shane becomes aware he is pinned between them.

One hand on each thigh.

Two very different kinds of touch.

Hayden’s familiar. J.J.’s curious.
His brain flashes to the most dangerous thought possible.

What if-

He cuts it off.

Absolutely not. Not tonight. Not when he is this tired.
Hayden’s hand remains where it is. J.J.'s eventually slides up to rest across Shane’s hip while Shane’s pulse keeps climbing anyway.

The movie keeps playing. Hayden’s breathing slows first. J.J.’s follows not long after.

Shane stays awake longer than both of them. Mostly because his brain refuses to calm down.

Eventually exhaustion wins.




####


Shane wakes sometime later to darkness.

His brain catches up. Hayden is behind him. One arm draped across Shane’s waist, chest pressed loosely against his back, breathing deep and rhythmic.

On the other side J.J. is facing him, one knee hooked over Shane’s leg.
Shane realizes two things.

He is very warm. And he is hard.
He exhales quietly through his nose.

J.J. shifts in his sleep. The movement presses their hips together.

Shane goes completely still.

Oh.

Oh no.

J.J. is hard too.

Shane cannot move at all.

His brain lights up in ten different directions at once.

This is the exact scenario he used to fantasize about during his rookie season.
Lying between them. Both of them close enough that something reckless could happen.

His hand twitches slightly against the mattress.

If he reached down right now..

J.J. would not stop him. J.J. would absolutely not stop him.
A more dangerous thought arrives right behind it.

Hayden sleeps like the dead. They could get away with it.

Shane squeezes his eyes shut.

This is a terrible idea.

His hand drifts down anyway. Just barely.
His fingers brush lightly across the front of J.J.’s boxers.

J.J.’s cock shifts slightly under the fabric.

Shane freezes. J.J. exhales in his sleep and pulls him closer without waking up, his arm sliding around Shane’s side.

Shane’s face ends up tucked against J.J.’s collarbone.

He is lying half naked between two of his teammates, both of them touching him and completely unaware of the chaos happening inside his brain.

J.J.’s hand drifts up Shane’s back. Still asleep. Still holding him.

Shane presses his lips briefly against J.J.’s collarbone before he can think better of it.

A small, absent kiss.



Then Hayden snores behind him and tightens his arm across Shane’s waist.

The movement presses the three of them closer together.

Arms tangled. Legs overlapping. J.J. wrapped around Shane from the front while Hayden holds him from behind.

Shane lets out a slow breath.

His body relaxes gradually between them.

His brain finally stops racing.

Within a few minutes sleep pulls him under again.

Right there in the middle of the mess.

Curled between his two best friends.




####





The next day, Shane is back in his apartment getting ready for a home game against Carolina, the last one of October.

If they win this, they go into November undefeated through their first ten games.

Shane is halfway through pulling his dress shirt over his shoulders when his phone begins vibrating across the kitchen island.
He glances down while pushing one arm through the sleeve.

Mateo.

The name sits there on the screen for half a second before the call switches to FaceTime, the familiar green icon flashing.

Shane’s mouth lifts before he answers. He taps the screen and props the phone against the fruit bowl on the island, still buttoning his shirt while the camera connects.
Mateo appears a second later, leaning back somewhere bright, his hair slightly messy like he’s been running his hands through it, the angle and how much of him fills the frame suggesting the call is coming from an iPad propped on the table in front of him.

Mateo’s smile widens when he sees him. “Hey, cariño.”

Mateo says it the way he always does, easy and faintly possessive. The word carries a softness that slips under Shane’s skin every time he hears it.

He had asked once what it meant.

Mateo had laughed and said, my darling.

Shane had pretended that the explanation didn’t stay with him the rest of the night.
“Hey, baby.”

Mateo’s expression changes in that small, immediate way Shane has learned to recognize. Mateo likes it when Shane calls him that.

The corner of his mouth lifts slowly, eyes brightening as he leans closer toward the camera.

“Are you leaving for your game soon?”

Shane drags his fingers down the front of his shirt while glancing toward the clock mounted above the stove. “About forty-five minutes.”

He hooks his thumb under the collar and adjusts it once before reaching for the tie he had abandoned earlier.



“Last one of October. Carolina.”

Mateo nods once, following the motion of Shane’s hands on the screen. “And then you’re going out with the team later.”

Shane loops the tie around his neck and begins working the knot. “Yeah,” he says, glancing down while the fabric slides through his fingers. “If we win.”
Mateo laughs softly. The sound comes through the speaker low and amused. “Shane,” he says. The way he says his name makes Shane look up again. “You will win.”

Mateo delivers the sentence like a simple fact about the universe. The confidence spreads through Shane’s chest before he even realizes it.

He finishes the knot and pulls it snug beneath his collar. “You’re right,” he says with a small grin.
“Did you get the gift I sent you?”

“Oh.”

His hand drifts toward the small package sitting near the end of the counter where he had dropped it earlier that morning without thinking much about it. “Yeah,” he says. “It showed up today.”

Mateo lifts an eyebrow. “And?”

Shane shrugs slightly. “I haven’t opened it yet.”

Mateo tilts his head, studying him through the screen. “Go open it.”

Shane lets out a quiet laugh. “I’m leaving in thirty minutes, Mateo.”
“Shane,” Mateo says his name again, slower this time. “Go open it.”

There’s something playful in his expression, but there’s also that other thing underneath it. The tone Mateo sometimes slips into when he knows exactly what he’s doing to Shane.
Shane exhales through his nose. “Fine.”

He picks up the box and slides his thumb beneath the tape.

Mateo watches with a focus that makes Shane suddenly aware of his own hands.

He lifts the lid and stares down at what’s inside.

He frowns.“..what is this?”
Mateo’s smile grows wider. “Oh my innocent boy.”

Shane lifts the object out of the packaging, turning the smooth silicone once in his fingers. “A butt plug?”



Mateo laughs outright. “Yes.”

“You sent me a butt plug.”

Mateo nods calmly. “Yes.”

Shane leans one hip against the counter, the object still resting in his hand while he processes that. “And what exactly do you expect me to do with this?”

Mateo’s expression softens into something warmer now, his voice lowering slightly when he answers. “I want you to put it in before you go out tonight.”

Shane stares at him. “..before I go out with my team?”

“Yes.” Mateo’s eyes track the way Shane’s fingers turn the plug over again. “Once you put it in,” he continues, “text me.”
Shane’s brows pull together. “Why?”

Mateo reaches off-screen briefly. When he brings his hand back, he’s holding up his phone. “There’s an app.”

“..an app.”

Mateo nods once. “I can control it from here.”

“You mean it vibrates.”

Mateo’s smile grows almost lazy. “Yes.”

Shane lets out a breath that turns into a quiet laugh. “You want me walking around with this in while I’m out with my team.”

“Yes.” Mateo watches his reaction.

“You’ll feel everything more intensely,” he says. “Every movement. Every step.”

Shane shifts slightly, where he’s leaning against the counter. His body has already started responding to the idea.

“And when I want to,” Mateo continues softly, “I can turn it on.”

Shane drags a hand across the back of his neck. “I’m going to lose my mind.”



Mateo smiles. “Good.” He leans forward toward the camera slightly, lowering his voice. “Find someone tonight.”

Shane’s breath catches before he can stop it.

Mateo’s eyes stay fixed on him. “Bring them home,” he says. “Let them fuck you while I’m controlling it.”

Shane huffs out a quiet laugh. “Fuck you.”

“I’m serious.”



The plug still rests in Shane’s hand. His thumb drifts over the smooth silicone surface without thinking. “You’re making me crazy,” Shane mutters.

Mateo looks pleased. “Good.” A pause stretches between them. “Will you do it?” Mateo asks.

Shane looks down at the plug. Then back at the screen. “..yes.”
Mateo’s smile softens again, something affectionate slipping through the teasing. “Of course you will.” He tilts his head slightly. “You are such a good boy, Shane Hollander.”

The words travel through Shane like a spark.



Mateo watches his reaction carefully. “I’m counting the days until I can kiss your pretty face and fuck your perfect ass.”

Shane exhales slowly. “Me too.”

Mateo nods. “Text me later, precioso.”

Shane lifts the plug slightly.

“And send me a picture once you put it in.”
Shane’s eyebrows rise. “Naked?"

Mateo grins. “Yes.” His voice drops again. “Naked. Bent over.”
Shane’s stomach flips.

“I want to see how it looks,” Mateo says, voice lowering. “So I can imagine another man pulling it out of you before he fucks you.”

Shane drags a hand down his face. “Holy shit.”

Mateo laughs softly. “You’re hard, aren’t you.”

Shane doesn’t bother denying it.

Mateo leans back in his chair again, satisfied. “Good.” He nods toward the door behind Shane. “Now go win, captain.”

His smile returns. “Finish October with a perfect record.”

Shane picks up his keys from the counter, the plug still in his other hand. “You’re a menace.”

Mateo laughs. “I know.”


####





Home vs Carolina Hurricanes

Montreal 6 – Carolina 2

Record: 10–0



Undefeated going into November.





####




The locker room after the Carolina game sounds like someone cranked the volume knob all the way up and snapped it off. Music blasts near the equipment stall.

Berkes is clapping so loudly it echoes off the tile. Mitty has climbed onto the wooden bench in the center of the room, waving a towel over his head like he personally carried the team to victory.“UNDEFEATED OCTOBER!” he shouts.

Berkes immediately points at him. “THIS IS INSANE.”

Roy sits at his stall with his elbows on his knees, watching the chaos with the same expression he always has when the room gets loud. He unties one skate, then the other, while someone behind him starts chanting the standings.
“Ten and zero,” Schneider says again, still sounding amazed.

“Ten and zero,” Berkes echoes, louder.

Comeau is peeling tape off his stick beside him. “Enjoy it while it lasts,” he mutters.

Laine looks up from where he’s pulling his jersey over his head. “Relax,” he says. “We’re winning.”

That shuts Comeau up quickly enough.
Across the room Shane is halfway through pulling his shoulder pads off when someone slams into his side hard enough to rock him a step.

Hayden.

Hayden doesn’t even apologize. He just grabs the back of Shane’s neck and pulls him in close for a quick squeeze before letting go.

“You good?” Hayden asks.

“I scored two goals tonight.”

“Yeah,” Hayden says easily. “You looked good.”

The compliment lands the way Hayden’s always do, like he’s just stating a fact everyone else already knows.

Across the room Gagnon chews gum and watches the chaos with a faint grin.



“Just don’t get yourselves suspended tonight,” he says. “We finally have momentum.”

“Momentum requires celebration. It is now tradition,” Mitty argues from the bench.

Someone throws a roll of tape at him.

Shane finishes peeling his jersey off and tosses it toward the laundry bin. His skin still carries the faint buzz of the game while the noise of the room folds around him.
Ten wins. No losses.
The room feels like it’s floating.

J.J. appears out of nowhere and slings an arm around Shane’s shoulders.

“Captaine,” he announces dramatically. “We are going out tonight.”

“Are we?” Shane asks.

“Yes.”

“Is that a question or an order?”

J.J. leans in closer, lowering his voice like he’s sharing classified information. “It is destiny.”
Roy glances over from his stall. “You guys better be able to skate tomorrow.”

“We will skate beautifully,” J.J. says.

“You say that every time.”

“And every time I am correct.”

Mitty jumps down off the bench. “This streak is sacred now," he declares. "Whatever everyone’s rituals were this month, you must keep doing.”
Shane blinks. “What did I do?”
Mitty points directly at him. “You.”

The room erupts with laughter.

“Captaine gay magic,” Berkes yells.

J.J. claps Shane’s shoulder dramatically. “King of October.”
Hayden finishes pulling his hoodie on and steps up beside Shane again, bumping his shoulder.

“You guys go,” Hayden says.

J.J. turns instantly. “What do you mean you’re not coming.”

Hayden grabs his bag. “I have children.”

“You always have children.”

“And tonight I’m seeing them.”

“Coward.”

Hayden ignores him.

Before he leaves he squeezes the back of Shane’s neck once, leaning in slightly.

“Text me when you get home,” Hayden murmurs quietly.

Shane nods. “Always.”

Hayden slings his bag over his shoulder and heads toward the door.

The room stays loud behind him.
J.J. watches him go, then looks back at Shane. “Well,” he says. “Now you definitely have to come out.”

Shane raises an eyebrow. “Why.”

J.J. grins. “Because I refuse to celebrate ten wins alone.” He pauses. Then adds casually, “And I live nowhere near that club.”

Shane laughs and grabs his hoodie. “My place is walking distance.”

J.J.’s eyebrows lift. “Oh?”

“Yeah.”

“Captaine,” J.J. says slowly, already smiling, “I think I will sleep over.”


####





Shane’s phone buzzes against his palm just as the bass from the club music dips between songs.

For a second, he stands there with his shoulder pressed lightly into J.J.’s side near the bar, the pulse of the music humming through the floor and up through him while the room moves around them.

The screen lights up.
Mateo: Find someone to go home with, now cariño
Shane inhales slowly through his nose. His thumb stills against the glass. The plug inside him has been sitting there most of the night. He had been trying to ignore it.

Then the vibration hits, traveling straight up his spine.

Shane’s fingers curl around the edge of the bar as a breath escapes him before he can stop it.
“Jesus,” he mutters under his breath.

J.J. turns his head immediately.

He’s been half draped across Shane’s shoulder most of the night, one hand resting against Shane’s waist while he talks to someone else, the contact lingering just long enough to make it clear he’s not moving. “You good, Cap?”
His voice is light, amused, but his eyes stay on Shane’s face a second longer than usual.

Shane swallows. The plug buzzes again, a slightly longer vibration this time.



J.J.’s eyebrows lift. “Okay,” he says slowly. “That was definitely not a normal noise.”

Shane leans closer to him, pressing his mouth near J.J.’s ear so no one else hears. “Did you still want to crash at my place tonight?”

J.J.’s mouth curves like he already knows the answer and his hand tightens slightly against Shane's waist.
“Yeah,” he says easily. “Why-”

The vibration hits again. Shane’s head drops forward for a second as a quiet moan escapes him into J.J.’s shoulder.

J.J. goes very still. “Okay,” he says after a beat, his voice dropping lower. “What the hell is happening with you tonight?”

Shane drags a hand down his face, trying to collect himself while another buzz runs through him. His breath breaks.

“I want to go home,” he mutters.

J.J.’s mouth curves slowly. “Yeah,” he says. “I think we should.”


####




Shane barely gets the key into the lock the first time. His hand slips against the metal while his body keeps pulsing.

Behind him, J.J. stands close enough that Shane can feel him through the back of his jacket.

“You gonna make it through the door, Cap,” J.J. murmurs near his ear, voice half teasing, “or do I need to carry you the rest of the way?”

The vibration starts again. It spreads through Shane like a shockwave.

His shoulders pull forward as a sound escapes him that he does not even attempt to hide this time, low and shaky in the hallway.

J.J. goes silent behind him. The key finally turns.

Shane pushes the door open and steps inside, barely making it two paces before J.J. follows and kicks the door shut behind them.
J.J.’s hand closes around Shane’s arm and turns him hard.

Shane’s back hits the wall hard enough to knock the breath out of him.

J.J. is staring at him now. “You want to tell me,” J.J. says slowly, one hand braced against the wall beside Shane’s head, “what the hell has been happening with you all night?”



Shane opens his mouth. Another vibration runs through him. The sound that leaves him this time is helpless.
J.J.’s expression changes.

His eyes drop briefly to Shane’s mouth, then lower, following the way Shane’s stomach pulls tight beneath his shirt as his body reacts again.

“Okay,” J.J. mutters under his breath. “You are definitely not drunk.”

Shane drags a hand down his face and laughs under his breath. “I am a little drunk.”

“Yeah,” J.J. says, leaning closer. “But that’s not the problem.”

His hand slides from the wall to Shane’s waist without thinking.

Then he feels it.

The way Shane’s entire body reacts.

Shane’s head tips back against the wall, eyes closing for a second as the vibration pulses again, the sound that slips out of him openly needy enough that J.J.’s grip tightens.

“Jesus Christ,” J.J. breathes.

Shane looks at him, pupils blown wide, breath coming unevenly.

“I need you to fuck me,” he says.
J.J. looks shocked, then he laughs, disbelieving. “You do not get to say something like that five seconds after we walk through the door and expect me to just-”

Then the vibration starts again.

For one split second Shane wonders if Mateo is at home getting off imagining this.

Shane’s hand shoots out and grabs the front of J.J.’s shirt.

His fingers curl into J.J.’s shirt like he needs something to hold onto while the sensation tears through him.

“Please,” Shane mutters, voice dropping lower. “J.J.”
That does it.

Something in J.J.’s expression goes dark.

He pushes forward.

Shane’s shoulders press harder into the wall as J.J.’s body crowds him completely, one thigh sliding between Shane’s legs in a way that makes Shane gasp.

“Alright,” J.J. murmurs, voice rougher now. “Now we’re talking.”



His mouth crashes into Shane’s.

The kiss is messy and hungry, nothing like the almost-kisses they’ve joked about before.

Shane responds instantly.

His hands slide up J.J.’s chest, gripping at the fabric of his shirt while their mouths move against each other like they’ve both been thinking about this longer than either of them ever admitted.

J.J.’s hand slides down Shane’s side.

When it reaches his hip, he pauses.

Because Shane’s body jerks again.

J.J. pulls back just enough to look at him.

“What,” he says slowly, “is happening to you right now.”
“Don’t worry about it.”

J.J.’s eyebrows lift. “Oh I am absolutely worrying about it.”



Shane drags him back into another kiss before he can say anything else, pulling J.J. closer while the vibration starts again and his entire body reacts.

J.J. groans into his mouth. “Holy shit,” he mutters. “You’re already this worked up?”

Shane presses his forehead briefly against J.J.’s shoulder, a breath of laughter escaping him. “You have no idea.”

J.J. looks at him for another second.

Then his hands slide down to Shane’s hips. His grip tightens. “Well,” he says quietly. “Guess we should do something about that.”

J.J.’s hands remain on Shane’s hips when the vibration hits again.


####



It visibly moves through Shane’s body now. His stomach pulls under his shirt, his breath catching halfway out of his lungs before he braces himself against the wall.

J.J. feels it. His grip tightens.

“You are not distracting me again,” J.J. says slowly. “What is going on with you tonight?”

Shane lets out a breath that turns into a laugh halfway through.

“There’s.. something in me,” he admits.

J.J. stares at him for a second. Then his eyes narrow. “In you.”
Shane nods once.

Another vibration runs through him and he swallows hard.

J.J.’s hand slides lower along his hip instinctively, testing the line of Shane’s body through his jeans.

Shane laughs again, “You’re not going to find it like that.”

“Then how,” J.J. asks, voice lowering, “am I going to find it.”

Shane hesitates.

The moment stretches long enough that J.J.’s expression darkens. “Shane.” The sound of his name lands differently in J.J.’s voice; it doesn’t have its usual theatrical flair.



Shane exhales. “It’s a butt plug.”

The words sit between them.

J.J.’s eyebrows climb. “You walked into a club tonight with the entire team and a butt plug in your ass.”

Shane drags a hand through his hair. “Yes.”

J.J. laughs. It starts as disbelief and turns into something rougher. “That is insane.”

Another vibration passes through Shane and his shoulders press back into the wall as his breath catches.

J.J. sees it. His smile grows. “Wait,” he says slowly. “You’re not controlling that, are you.”
Shane shakes his head.

The look on J.J.’s face changes again, something darker threading through his expression

“Someone else is.”

He leans in close enough that Shane can feel his breath near his mouth. “That,” J.J. says quietly, “might be the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.”

Shane laughs helplessly. “I was supposed to-”

Another vibration cuts him off.

His head tips back against the wall and the sound that leaves him is low enough that J.J.’s fingers flex instinctively against his waist.

J.J. watches him for another second.

Then he steps back.

The sudden loss of contact makes Shane look at him in confusion.



J.J. points toward the living room. “Get naked.”

Shane doesn’t argue.

He pulls his shirt over his head first, then his jeans, dropping them beside the couch while J.J. watches with open interest that he doesn’t bother hiding.

J.J.’s mouth curves slowly. “Yeah,” he mutters. “That’s about what I expected.” His eyes are filled with lust.



Shane stands there for half a second, completely bare, the flush across his chest spreading upward.

J.J.’s gaze drags down his body without apology. “Turn around,” he says.

Shane obeys.

“Bend over the couch.”

Shane glances at him once, then walks the few steps across the room.

He pauses near the end table and reaches for something.

J.J. notices. “What’s that.”

“Lube,” Shane answers.

J.J. laughs again under his breath. “Planning ahead. I like it.”
Shane sets the bottle down within reach of the couch, then steps forward and folds himself slowly over the back of it.

J.J. stands a few feet away just looking at him. There is nothing playful in his face now. His voice comes out lower. “Take it out.”

Shane glances back over his shoulder.

J.J.’s eyes are fixed on him in a way that makes something electric crawl up Shane’s spine.

“Slow,” J.J. adds.
The word lands somewhere deep in Shane’s body. He reaches back. His fingers slide between his thighs until they find the base of the plug. The vibration starts again right as his hand closes around it, the sensation pulling a shaky breath from his mouth.

J.J. exhales under his breath. “Yeah,” he murmurs. “Just like that.”

Shane begins easing it out. Not rushing. Letting the movement stretch into something almost unbearable as he follows the instruction, inch by inch, his eyes staying locked with J.J.’s across the room. The look on J.J.’s face shifts with every small movement.
Shane’s shoulders dip lower for a second when the last part slides free, his breath breaking into a sound he doesn’t even try to hide.

J.J.’s jaw tightens. “Jesus Christ,” he mutters.

Shane straightens slowly and places the plug on the table beside the lube.

When he turns back around, J.J. is already pulling his shirt over his head.

The rest of his clothes follow fast.


####



By the time Shane steps away from the couch, J.J. is already moving toward him again. Shane grabs the bottle of lube.

J.J.’s hands close around Shane’s waist before he even turns back toward him, and then Shane is lifted clean off the floor.

The sudden movement pulls a startled laugh out of him as J.J. carries him the few steps back to the wall, like Shane weighs nothing.

“Alright,” J.J. mutters under his breath.
Shane’s back hits the wall again, but this time J.J.’s body presses fully against his. The contact knocks the breath out of him, Shane’s head tipping back against the wall as the sensation runs straight through his spine.

His hands grip Shane’s ass hard enough that Shane can feel every finger pressing into him.

Shane is so overwhelmed by finally being touched like this after wearing the plug all night that his brain blanks for a second, his body reacting faster than his thoughts.

Jesus.
He licks up J.J.’s neck, pressing kisses below his ear, nibbling around it.

His mouth moves like he’s starving. He grabs J.J.’s face and shoves his tongue into his mouth with no delicacy.

J.J. responds immediately.

J.J. bites Shane’s lip so hard he thinks it might be bleeding and the sting flashes through him, sending a rush through his stomach and making his thighs clamp around J.J.’s waist.

Shane’s hands move constantly, sliding into J.J.’s hair, gripping the back of his neck, tracing the hard muscle of his shoulders like he can’t decide where he wants him most.

Kisses and small bites landing wherever he can reach.
J.J. keeps letting out these moans Shane can’t believe he has never heard before today.

His fingers grip J.J.’s shoulders hard enough that his knuckles begin to ache while his thighs squeeze harder around J.J.’s waist.

J.J. takes the opening.

He presses kisses along Shane’s face before pulling him back into another kiss, his tongue pushing deep into Shane’s mouth. One hand wraps around Shane’s waist to keep him lifted while the other slides upward and settles loosely around his throat.
Shane feels the strength of it immediately.

It is so fucking hot.

J.J.’s chest presses firmly against him. He is so tall and sexy and perfect.

Then Shane has another thought.

“I want you inside me right now, J.J.,” Shane says, the words rougher than he meant.

J.J. looks just as lost in this moment with Shane. “Do I need to do anything first to prep you?”
For the first time tonight, Shane sees something flicker across J.J.’s face that looks like uncertainty.

It hits Shane all at once that this is his best friend, and he is likely the first man he has touched like this. A minute ago, J.J. had looked completely confident. Now Shane sees the slight hesitation in him. 



Shane grabs his face in both hands and pulls him closer. “The plug already took care of that.”

J.J. blinks once.

Shane leans in close to his ear. “Put a condom on and fuck me right now.”

Shane can feel impatience, anticipation, and adrenaline spiking through him, his stomach fluttering while his fingers tighten again against J.J.’s shoulders.

J.J. lowers him to the floor, Shane’s feet hitting the ground.

Shane lets out a groan when the contact disappears.

He starts wiggling around uncontrollably, his hips restless like his body doesn’t know what to do without J.J. holding him there anymore.





####



JJ looks at him with a sly smile. “I always wondered what you would be like.”

Shane is so cock hungry he barely registers the comment. “Like what?”

“I thought about what you would be like naked and wanting my cock. I’ve masturbated to that.”

“You did?”

“Yes captaine.”

“And what do you think now that you’re seeing it?”

“You are needy, Shane. It’s so fucking hot. Do you like being a needy little cock whore?”

Shane feels the realization hit a second before the heat spreads across his chest.

“Captaine, when someone asks you a question, you answer.”

Then JJ switches to French. “Do you like being a needy little cock whore.”

Shane looks JJ dead in the eyes and says, “Yes. I am such a needy little cock whore. I like being needy for your cock. I need it. Please give it to me.”



JJ’s eyes stay on him, something darker moving through them now. Shane feels the hair on his arms lift as a ripple moves across his skin.

JJ grabs the bottle of lube Shane dropped on the floor when he pinned him against the wall earlier.

He squeezes the lube into his palm. Then his hand slides lower around himself.
The sight steals the breath from Shane’s chest.

JJ is bigger than Shane expected, thick through the shaft and long enough that Shane’s hips push forward before he even realizes he’s moving.

Jesus Christ.

How has this man stood beside him in locker rooms for years and Shane never noticed.

“Jesus,” Shane mutters.

J.J. glances down briefly, following his line of sight, then laughs under his breath. “What,” he says, voice rougher now, “you just noticing?”

Shane swallows. “Yeah.”
His hand drifts downward, fingers brushing along J.J.’s stomach before sliding lower between them.

He wraps his hand around JJ.

The contact makes J.J. inhale sharply.

J.J.’s mouth curves slightly at that.

He steps closer again, his hand sliding back around Shane’s waist.

His fingers press into the muscle there before moving lower along the curve of his ass.

“Good,” he murmurs. “Means you’ll remember it.”
Shane lets out a shaky laugh. “Cocky.”

“You started it.”
JJ reaches into his wallet and grabs a condom, tearing the wrapper open with his teeth.

Impatience flashes through Shane.

Why is even watching him open a condom so fucking hot.



Shane reaches for him again, fingers sliding across JJ’s stomach, but JJ swats his hand away. “Patience.”
Shane groans. He steps back.

Then JJ picks him up again, guiding him toward the wall.

Shane’s feet leave the floor so suddenly his hands fly to J.J.’s shoulders on instinct, his fingers digging into the muscle there as his back meets the wall.

For a second he just stares at him.

He is not a small guy. Six feet, two hundred pounds, an NHL captain who spends his life getting checked into boards, and JJ lifts him like none of it matters.

“You are not supposed to be able to do that so easily,” Shane says.

J.J. grins.

Shane has the brief, ridiculous thought that JJ could probably throw him across the room if he wanted to.

Instead he’s holding him like this.

“Captaine,” he says lightly, adjusting his grip so Shane is braced against the wall with one arm beneath his thighs, “I carry you idiots through three periods of hockey every night.”
Shane laughs again.

Then the laugh dies when J.J. steps closer.

Their bodies meet.

Skin against skin.

The contact sends another rush through Shane that makes his head fall back against the wall for a second.

God he feels good.

Warm skin. Broad chest pressing against him.

J.J.’s arm locked beneath his legs, holding him up easily.

“Still want this?” J.J. asks quietly.
Shane answers by grabbing his face and kissing him. Hard.

J.J. makes a surprised sound against his mouth before responding instantly, his hand sliding into Shane’s hair and pulling him closer.

The kiss turns rough almost immediately. Teeth catching lips. Tongues colliding. Breaths breaking between movements.

Shane has kissed a lot of people in the last few weeks.

This does not feel like any of those.

This feels like a month of tension snapping.
Shane can feel J.J.’s hand adjusting again beneath him, lifting him slightly higher against the wall until the angle between their bodies changes.

Then JJ pushes inside him.
The first push forward makes Shane’s entire body jolt. “Holy-”

The word breaks apart. Shane’s brain scrambles for a second, startled by how different this feels.
J.J. exhales hard through his teeth. “Jesus Christ,” he mutters.

Shane laughs helplessly against his mouth, his arms wrapping around J.J.’s shoulders as he moves again.

Slower this time. The contact runs straight through his spine. “Oh my god.”



J.J. presses his forehead briefly against Shane’s collarbone, his breathing heavier. “You weren’t kidding,” he murmurs.

Shane’s fingers drag through J.J.’s hair. “About what?”

J.J. lifts his head. “You being needy. Look at you. “Holy shit Shane, you feel incredible.”

The next movement pulls Shane’s mouth open.

His back presses harder into the wall.

His fingers tighten on J.J.’s shoulders.



####





Their bodies move together harder now, JJ driving into him again and again, hitting the right spot every time while Shane’s back presses against the wall and the arm beneath his thighs keeps him suspended there.

“You’re taking me so well,” JJ murmurs against his neck.

Shane’s answer dissolves into a broken sound, his fingers digging into JJ’s shoulders as the rhythm builds, each movement pulling another helpless noise from his throat.
Shane’s forehead drops against JJ’s shoulder as JJ’s hand slides up his back.

“You look so good like this,” he murmurs.

Shane squeezes his eyes shut. “Don’t start.

“Captaine,” he murmurs. “You like being told how good you look.”

Shane makes a strangled noise.

J.J. kisses him again before he can respond, their breathing tangling as the rhythm between them grows rougher.
Shane’s hands slide down J.J.’s back, gripping the muscle there as the pressure inside him builds.

J.J. presses his mouth to Shane’s neck. “Have you ever been fucked like this before?” JJ asks.

“No. I have never been fucked like this,” Shane cries out.

“You’re making such good sounds,” JJ says, letting out a guttural moan.

J.J. drives upward again and again, each movement sending Shane’s head tipping back against the wall.

His fingers dig into J.J.’s shoulders. “Holy shit.”
Shane starts saying increasingly unhinged things as the sensation keeps rising.

“Pound my ass with your big cock.”

“You’re even better than I ever could have imagined.”

“Don’t cum yet. I never want you to stop fucking me.”
He doesn’t know what has come over him.

It feels like something reckless has taken over his brain. And then the thought arrives out of nowhere.

Sudden and ridiculous and completely uninvited.



holy shit am I in love with J.J.



Shane’s eyes snap open. He stares at the ceiling like the thought might physically leave his body if he ignores it hard enough.

Then laughter breaks loose from him.

ABSOLUTELY NOT.
But this might be the best sex of his life.

“I think I’m in love with your dick,” he mutters under his breath.

J.J. looks up.

Shane grabs his face and kisses him again before he can ask anything else.

J.J. laughs into the kiss.

“You better be. You better let me fuck you again. You’re fucking undeniable, captaine.”

“Yeah. Yeah, I want you to fuck me again.”

Shane’s nails press into J.J.’s back as the rhythm between them climbs.

J.J.’s voice drops against his ear. “That’s it,” he murmurs. “Just like that.”
Shane’s mouth falls open as the word tears loose. “Fuck.”

“You really are a needy little cock whore,” J.J. says.

Shane flushes hard across his chest. “Yeah,” he mutters breathlessly. “I am.”

J.J. kisses him again while their bodies keep moving together against the wall.



“I’m going to cum, J.J.,” Shane says, almost shouting.

His release comes fast, the angle J.J. is holding him in sending it across his chest and stomach.

JJ leans forward and licks his face, and the sensation sends another shock through Shane’s stomach. It might be the hottest thing Shane has ever experienced.

J.J. follows not long after, still holding Shane against the wall.
“Holy shit, Shane.”

“J.J., that was insane.”

“Let’s order some food. Then I want round two.”

“What about rounds three and four?”

“Holy shit, captaine. We have to go to bed. We have an early flight tomorrow.”

“I wish you could live inside me.”

“SHANE WHAT THE FUCK.”

“JJ, that was so good.”

“It honestly was.”





####



After they eat, they end up having sex again.

Shane cannot get enough of JJ’s dick. His body aches, but when JJ suggests slowing down, Shane refuses.

The sex feels almost filthy, and yet somehow completely safe at the same time.



Somewhere in the middle of it his brain drifts briefly to Hayden, the reckless thought flashing through him that he should tell him about this someday and let them both fuck him. Not any time soon. He is definitely going to need time to recover first.
At one point, JJ spits in his mouth and pauses, watching him like he expects Shane to be disgusted.

But Shane swallows it and licks his lips afterward.

Later, Shane is on his knees between JJ’s legs, choking a little as he tries to take him deeper than he probably should. When JJ starts fucking his throat, Shane has the alarming thought that his eyes might actually pop out of his head.
By the end of the night, after a shower and fresh sheets, they climb into bed, and JJ pulls him close.

JJ’s arm rests around Shane’s waist.
Then the fear arrives.

They start talking in French.

“You don’t look at me differently, do you?”

“Differently?”

“Yeah. Now that you have seen me this way. Begging for your cock.”

“No. I think it’s hot. My captaine can be invincible on the ice and devoured behind the scenes.”

“You don’t think it’s weird how needy I was?”

“Shane, I have watched you for years be so disciplined it almost hurts me to witness. Watching you come undone makes me respect you more.”

It isn’t the first time someone has said something like this since he came out.

He likes that these hockey men can still separate the two, or maybe even like the combination of both.
“This won’t be weird in the locker room, right? And obviously, I have been seeing other people.”

"It won’t be weird. As long as I get my turn once in a while.”

“Yes, please.”

“Now tell me the truth. You and Hayden have been fucking, right?”

Shane blushes. “Don’t tell anyone. Jackie knows.”

“I know they have an open relationship. Hayden and I are close too.”



“Do you think you and Hayden would ever want to fuck me at the same time?” Shane says sheepishly.

JJ’s eyes widen before he leans forward and presses a slow kiss to Shane’s lips.

“You might be the cutest person I’ve ever known. I think Hayden and I would swallow you whole.”

“Yes. Please swallow me whole.”

“Let’s sleep, Shane. We have an early morning.”

“Goodnight, JJ.”
JJ passes out almost instantly.

Shane lies there staring at the ceiling, realizing he might be completely dickmatized.





Shane Hollander’s current roster:

Ilya Rozanov: Boston (do not engage)

Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously pleasant)

Carter Vaughn: New York (new recruit)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience)
 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    ok. so listen.
I know there has already been a lot of smut in this fic.
But this chapter absolutely spiraled.

I apparently got fully possessed by J.J. Boiziau’s dick. The spice level in this chapter escalated very quickly, and I think we all need to accept that I simply lost control of the situation somewhere around the butt plug.

Shane may have been the one having the religious experience.
But spiritually speaking I was not far behind him.

That being said, the beginning of this chapter was actually really important to me.

Because while Shane is clearly having the time of his life right now, it has still only been a few weeks since he came out. A few weeks since he started allowing himself to experience things he spent most of his life avoiding.
And suddenly everything is happening at once.

He is winning constantly.
He is spending more time with his teammates.
He is meeting new people everywhere he goes.
He is sleeping with multiple partners for the first time in his life.
And he is maintaining all of those connections through texts, calls, and long conversations that stretch late into the night.

For someone who used to spend most of his free time quietly at home avoiding both physical and social contact, that kind of constant intensity eventually starts to catch up with him.
Shane is not Ilya.
For Ilya, sex sometimes becomes a way of outrunning the things he doesn’t want to feel.
But it is also something he genuinely loves.

He enjoys physical connection.
He enjoys meeting new people.
He expresses himself through his body in a way that comes very naturally to him.

Shane’s relationship with sex is different.
Even when it is casual, he tends to connect with people
Which means that instead of anonymous encounters, he is accidentally collecting emotionally invested men across the NHL.
I did not mean to make this happen.
But also.. can you blame them.

This man walked into a club with a remote controlled butt plug in his ass and still managed to give his best friend a spiritual awakening.

Between the plug, the tension that has been quietly building between Shane and J.J. for years, the fact that they are best friends, and the overall feral energy of the entire night, I think it is safe to say Shane left that apartment a slightly altered person.

He thinks he might be dickmatized.
And honestly.. the evidence is very strong.
But something else is happening too.
Shane is getting more comfortable inside his own sexual freedom.
Trying new things.
Figuring out what he likes. And learning that it is actually okay to ask for it.
Even if that occasionally results in him getting absolutely railed against a wall by his best friend.
Personal growth takes many forms.

Next chapter we move into November.
There is a Boston game at home.
There is a Detroit game later in the month, which means Mateo will be reentering the chaos in person.
And there is also a Toronto game where Shane makes a connection with someone he absolutely did not expect.
Which I am extremely excited for.

I am also trying to fit Shane’s visit with Charlie and his friends into that stretch, although depending on how the chapter behaves, it might end up as a shorter standalone moment.

Because if this fic has taught me anything so far it is that these characters absolutely refuse to follow my outlines.

Ilya is currently living in a truly impressive level of denial.

And finally.

Watching everyone react to this story in real time has been deeply entertaining for me.
The absolutely unhinged predictions about who Shane is going to sleep with next.

Some of you are frighteningly good at clocking his behaviour before I even finish writing the chapter.
Others are simply here to watch a very pretty hockey captain slowly destabilize half the league and honestly, I respect that.
Either way, it has been extremely fun watching everyone lose their minds alongside me.

This fic started as a slightly chaotic idea and has somehow turned into an ongoing study of what happens when Shane Hollander stops denying himself things.

And apparently the answer is:
a growing collection of men who cannot seem to get enough of him.
I did not mean for that to happen.

But also.
Look at him.

Thank you to everyone reading, commenting, leaving kudos, and generally encouraging this increasingly unhinged little hockey experiment. It genuinely makes posting these chapters way more fun than I expected.

And as we move into November, the season is only getting started.
More games.
More cities.
More extremely questionable life decisions.


  


      

  












      Chapter 10: I fucked Shane Hollander last night.
  


    Chapter Summary

    Sixteen games into the season the Metros are undefeated, the locker room is electric, and Shane Hollander’s life continues to spiral outward in increasingly unexpected ways.

Manifestation routines.
Teammates who are far too supportive.
And a growing collection of NHL players who seem extremely interested in getting to know him better.

At this point Shane is accidentally building a small hockey-themed harem.

Across the league, rumors start moving.
Some of them are true.

By the end of the week, Shane Hollander learns two things.
Apparently, success attracts attention.
And apparently, people talk. Sometimes they talk a lot.



    Chapter Notes

      I dropped chapter 9 this morning and then accidentally spent the entire day writing and editing chapter 10 like I was possessed.

So.. surprise chapter.

Hopefully it is actually coherent and I have not completely lost my mind.

I tried something a little different with the last part of this one, and I hope it carries the feeling I was going for.
Unfortunately, people talk.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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Shane Hollander’s current roster:
Ilya Rozanov: Boston (do not engage)
Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges)
Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously pleasant)
Carter Vaughn: New York (new recruit)
Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)
J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience)

November 1st 2014
Montreal
Shane POV

Since coming out, Shane Hollander has slept with five men, accidentally started what might be a small harem inside the NHL, and developed a new morning routine that involves standing in his bathroom and speaking directly to the universe.
It is November 1st.
His flight to Washington leaves in an hour.
First game of the November run.
Every morning he stands in his bathroom with bare feet against the tile, looking at himself in the mirror while he says things out loud to the empty apartment.
The mirror still carries a faint fog from the shower he took ten minutes ago. His hair is damp at the edges. The overhead light catches the drops of water running slowly along his collarbone.
He doesn’t know if he believes in manifestation. That part feels a little like bullshit.
But saying the things aloud does something useful to his brain. It lines the day up in front of him.
So he says them. Not quietly either. He says them like they are already true.

“I’m breaking my scoring record this season.” The words feel good leaving his mouth. “I’m getting Montreal to the playoffs undefeated.”
He flattens his palms against the counter, fingers spread against the cool stone while his reflection nods slightly like it agrees.
“We’re winning the Cup.”
That one he says twice. Then the list gets more specific.
“I’m going to have a lot more sex.” His mouth pulls sideways when he says it. “Like.. a lot more sex.”
He watches the expression form on his own face in the mirror and almost laughs.
“I’m going to meet British actor and behave like a normal human.”
Different time zones have turned that situation into a strange orbit of voice notes and messages and half-finished conversations that pick up again days later when their schedules overlap.
It still counts. He is talking to an extremely famous actor he has crushed on for years.
He rolls his shoulders once, studying the line of his own body in the mirror before continuing.
“I’m putting on ten more pounds of muscle this year. Ten pounds of extremely clappable material.”
That one makes him laugh under his breath.
Then the list keeps going.
“I want my parents to stay happy.”
“I want them healthy.”
“I want to make more queer friends.”
“I want to actually know people in this community.”
He shifts his stance slightly, leaning one hip against the counter while he keeps talking to the mirror.
“I want to kiss someone in public without even thinking about it.”
That one slows him. His thumb traces the edge of the stone while he considers the idea.
“Like just.. kiss someone on a sidewalk somewhere and not have my brain start doing math about who might be watching.”

His reflection looks back at him. Then he keeps going.
“I want to try topping.”
“I want a threesome.”
He rubs the back of his neck while he says the next one. “I want an orgy or maybe a gangbang. I feel like that could be educational.”
A small grin tugs at the corner of his mouth. “Preferably men who could lift me without asking.”
Then he stops for a second.
Because there is one thing left in the middle of the list that his brain keeps circling back to, whether he says it or not.
He exhales slowly through his nose and lifts his eyes fully to his own reflection.

“I’m going to get the fuck over Ilya Rozanov.”

The words come out flatter than the others.
They don’t hold the same playful tone the rest of these do. The sentence hangs there for a second like his brain is waiting to see if his body believes it.
For a second he watches his own reflection like it might argue with him.
Because if he spends one more week thinking about Ilya after everything that has happened, after the men he has kissed and the men he has had in his bed, and the way his life has cracked open in the last month alone, he might actually lose his mind.
So that one goes on the list, too.
“I want to keep feeling like this.”
That one slips out quietly.
He hadn’t planned to say it.
He just stands there looking at himself.
Because that part might actually be the biggest one.
He wants this feeling to keep going.
This strange electric expansion his life has taken since he stopped hiding.
New people.
New cities.
Late-night conversations.
Hookups that leave him staring at the ceiling afterward wondering how the hell this became his life.
He drags a hand briefly through his hair and looks at the mirror one more time.
Then he clears his throat and adds one final request.
“And I would like the universe to send me more extremely large men.”
He pauses for a beat.
“Respectfully.”

The universe does not answer.

Shane imagines himself in a room full of wrestlers having their way with him.

Message from:
Elijah Knots: Do you still want to FaceTime later after our games?
Shane: Yes, just give me a twenty minute warning so I can go find somewhere outside of my hotel room.


####

Away vs Washington Generals
Montreal 4 – Washington 2
11-0

####


Home vs San Jose Sharks
Montreal 5 – San Jose 3
12-0
####


Away vs Carolina Hurricanes
Montreal 3 – Carolina 2 (OT)
13-0


####


Home vs Pittsburgh Ironclads
Montreal 6 – Pittsburgh 2
14-0


The locker room is electric. Runs like this so early in the season don’t come around very often, and the room feels it.
They are on a huge roll. Gear clatters across the tile, shoulder pads hitting the benches while guys peel off jerseys and argue across the room.
Berkes fires a roll of tape across the room at someone’s stall.
“Alright, who’s going out tonight?”
“Not me.” Roy answers from his locker without even looking up.
“I think the most obvious answer is everyone. Every night you all pretend you’re too tired and then half the team ends up there anyway,” Berkes shoots back.
J.J. leans back in his chair, grinning. “That’s because you pick terrible bars,” he says loudly.
“You danced on a table last time,” Schneider blurts out from two stalls over.
“It was a very stable table,” J.J. says immediately.
Laughter breaks across the room.
Mitty pokes his head out from the goalie corner, still half in his gear. “What did we do the last time we played Pittsburgh? We should do that again?”
“We haven’t played them this year Mitts,” Gagnon mutters, chewing his gum.
“Okay,” Mitty replies seriously. “Well then everyone is free to do whatever, no rituals set.”
No one answers him. A couple of guys start yelling bar names across the room.
J.J. is silent.
Shane is about to say yes to coming out with the team when Hayden’s arm hooks around his shoulders from behind, shaking his head no.
“I can’t come out tonight, I have plans with some friends tomorrow,” Shane says, instinctively listening to Hayden’s cue.

####


Later, when they are changed and heading out of the arena, Hayden stops him before leaving, “I have to stop at home for a bit, but then I am coming over.”
Shane turns his head slightly. “What about Jackie and the kids?”
“The kids are with my parents, and Jackie is meeting her ‘friend’ tonight.”
Hayden’s mouth twitches like he knows exactly what that sounds like.
Shane huffs a quiet laugh. “Okay.”

####

An hour and a half later, there’s a knock on Shane’s door. When he opens it, his brain takes a second to process what he’s seeing. Hayden is standing there. And J.J. is right beside him.
“What are you both doing here?” Shane asks, trying and failing to hide the giddy spark that shoots straight through his chest as Hayden and J.J. let themselves inside like they’ve already decided the answer.
“Well,” Hayden says easily, a smile spreading across his face, “we were talking the other day. And we happened to figure out something extremely interesting.”
“Well, to be clear, Hayden found out something extremely interesting,” J.J. says.
“J.J. mentioned something about a butt plug and you two having sex,” Hayden says, turning his attention fully onto Shane. “Which isn’t something you told me.”
His eyes darken slightly as he and J.J. both take a step closer, closing the space around him without even looking at each other.
“I was being discreet. It was J.J.’s business to tell if he wanted to,” Shane says, swallowing.
“He also mentioned something about you wanting us to both swallow you whole,” Hayden says, glancing briefly toward J.J.
“Well,” J.J. says, his mouth curving slowly, “we came to collect, Captaine.”
He leans in just enough that Shane can feel the heat of him. “We’re ready to swallow you whole.”
Holy fuck.
That’s the only thought his brain manages before everything moves at once.
Hayden is pulling his shirt off. J.J. is already grabbing his hips.
“Holy fuck,” Shane mutters.

J.J. lifts him clean off the floor and carries him toward the bedroom while Hayden follows right behind them.
Shane lands on the bed hard enough to knock the breath out of him, and by the time he pushes himself upright, Hayden and J.J. are already stripping down.
Then they’re both on him.
Hayden’s mouth is on his face, kissing him like he’s been thinking about this all week, while J.J. is behind him pressing slow kisses down the side of his neck and across his shoulders.
They move in an easy rhythm, like they’ve already decided how this is going to go.
Jesus Christ.
Shane reaches back and grabs J.J.’s arm.
“Wait,” he breathes.
They pause.

Because if this is actually happening, if this fantasy has somehow walked into his apartment and is currently half naked in his bed, then Shane wants one specific thing first.
“I want you guys to kiss.”
For a second Hayden glances up toward J.J., and J.J. meets his eyes like they’re both waiting for the same thing.
Hayden and J.J. both go still for half a second.
Then Hayden laughs softly and grabs the back of J.J.’s neck, pulling him down into a kiss right over Shane’s shoulder.

For a moment, Shane forgets to breathe.
They look unreal together.
Shane sits between them while they kiss, close enough to feel both of them move, and the sight alone sends a hard pulse straight through his body.
Holy shit holy shit holy shit.
Shane’s brain is malfunctioning.
God they look good together.
The kiss is messy and hot and they are very clearly into it.
Shane leans forward and presses his mouth against Hayden’s stomach, dragging slow kisses downward before wrapping a hand around him and starting to stroke.
That breaks them apart.
Both of their attention snaps back to Shane.
J.J. grabs him and repositions him easily, moving him across the bed like Shane weighs nothing while he settles behind him again.
Hayden follows the movement, kissing his way slowly down Shane’s chest.
Shane squirms, reaching for Hayden, trying to hold onto him.
But J.J.’s hand catches both his wrists and pulls them up above his head.
Shane’s breath stutters. He can’t stop the way his body reacts.
He starts shaking.
“Look at him,” Hayden says with a soft laugh.
Shane’s stomach flips as he twists his head back just enough to see J.J.
J.J. is watching him.
Completely focused.
“He’s shaking,” J.J. murmurs against his ear. “Captaine is already losing his mind.”
Shane turns his head while Hayden continues kissing his body and reaches back to grab J.J.’s head, pulling him into a sloppy kiss. From the corner of his eye, he can see Hayden watching intensely, a slow smile spreading across his face, and the realization that he’s being watched like this makes something bright and completely reckless spark in his chest.
He pulls Hayden down into a kiss next, and when he glances sideways again, he notices J.J. watching now, his expression darker, and a lot more charged.
Hayden pulls back and Shane is already breathing harder.
J.J. pulls Shane up off the bed. Hayden and J.J. both stand in front of him, dicks hard.
“Suck us off,” J.J. says.
“Which one of you?” Shane asks, already lowering himself to his knees between them.
“Take turns. The other one gets to watch how good you take dick.”
Shane lets out a soft moan and moves in front of Hayden, slowly taking him into his mouth before he feels J.J.’s hand slide into his hair, fingers tightening at the back of his head and pushing him deeper onto Hayden.
“Holy fuck, man,” Hayden groans.
“He’s good at this.”
“Yes,” J.J. murmurs, his grip tightening again, “Captaine is very talented.”
He presses Shane down further, forcing the rhythm deeper until Shane has no choice but to take Hayden fully.
After a few minutes Hayden is swearing quietly under his breath while J.J. keeps one hand locked in Shane’s hair and the other wrapped loosely around himself.
Then J.J. taps Hayden’s thigh once.
Hayden steps back a half step, giving him room.
“My turn.” J.J. guides Shane by the chin, shifting him across the space between them until he’s kneeling directly in front of him now.
A few minutes later J.J. lifts Shane up again, and suddenly he’s wedged between the two of them, bodies pressing in from both sides.
Hayden pulls him into a kiss while J.J. stands behind him, one arm wrapped around both Shane’s and Hayden’s waist holding the three of them together.
Then J.J. grabs his hips and turns him.
Now J.J. is kissing Shane and Hayden is behind him.

J.J. nudges him forward a step, positioning him in the center of the room between them.
Shane is so lost in the sensation that he barely notices the shift in positions until suddenly he’s the only one standing.
Hayden drops first, lowering himself to his knees directly in front of Shane, mouth closing around his cock.
At the same time, J.J. moves behind him, dropping down too, spreading him open with both hands before pushing his tongue inside him.
The sensation hits all at once.
Shane gasps. “Holy fuck guys. Holy fuck.”
“I think he likes all the attention, J.J. What do you think?”
“I think our Captaine is a slut,” J.J. says easily. “He loves being a good boy for us, don’t you Shane?”
“Yes,” Shane breathes. “Please. I love it.”
J.J. pulls his tongue away and Shane actually whimpers at the loss.
When Shane glances back he notices J.J. somehow has lube in his hand. His own bottle.
He has no idea when J.J. grabbed it.
All he knows is that he’s watching him spread it slowly across his fingers before pushing one inside him.
Shane moans out loud. “Oh my god.”
Hayden rises from the floor again and pulls Shane upright by the hips into another kiss while J.J. works him open with two fingers.
Hayden laughs softly and wipes at the corner of his eye.
“You’re so pretty when you’re getting prepped,” he says. “I’ve never seen anything like this. J.J., you should see how pretty Shane is right now.”
“I can feel how pretty he is,” J.J. replies, pushing a third finger inside him before lowering his mouth again. “Even his asshole is pretty.”
This is already further than anything he ever let himself imagine.
And the worst part is he’s thought about this exact situation more times than he’s willing to admit.
Oh my god.
“Who do you want to fuck you first?” Hayden asks as he kisses slowly down Shane’s neck.
“You. Hayds. You please. J.J., can you watch?” Shane says, his voice dropping into a soft mumble against the pillow.
J.J. pulls his fingers out of Shane and the sudden loss of contact makes Shane shudder. J.J. sits up slightly.
“Captaine,” he says, watching him carefully, “you are mumbling. Speak up.”
“Hayds. Please. I am begging you to fuck me. J.J., please watch me get fucked by Hayden. Please.”
“Okay,” Hayden says, laughing softly. “All you had to do was ask.”
“Lay down.”
Shane drops back onto the bed, breath still uneven.
Hayden moves between his legs, positioning himself over him while J.J. settles farther up the bed and sits near Shane’s head, one arm resting casually against the headboard as he watches.
“Do you want me to watch Hayden’s dick going inside you,” J.J. asks, “or do you want me to watch your pretty face while you get fucked?”
“My face. Watch my face.”
J.J. tilts his head slightly. “I didn’t say your face. What did I say?”
“My pretty face,” Shane corrects quickly. “Please watch my pretty face while Hayden fucks me.”
“He is so whiny, isn’t he Hayden?”
“The whiniest,” Hayden says, grinning as he pushes inside him.
Shane cries out.
Shane keeps looking back and forth between Hayden moving above him and J.J. watching every shift in his expression.
For a second Hayden glances up toward J.J., and J.J. meets his eyes like they’re both waiting for the same thing.
“Please kiss each other again,” Shane whimpers.
Neither of them look surprised.
And they do.
J.J. leans forward at the same moment Hayden bends down over Shane, their mouths meeting above him while Hayden keeps moving inside him.
The kiss turns messy quickly, their mouths sliding together as Hayden continues thrusting.
Saliva drips down onto Shane’s stomach.
Shane’s head falls back into the pillows.
Holy shit.
After a while they pull apart.
J.J. sits back and studies Shane for a moment.
“Get on your hands and knees, now.”
Shane obeys immediately, rolling over onto the mattress and pushing himself up onto his palms and knees.
He hears a condom wrapper opening behind him.


Hayden steps away from the bed for a second, then circles around and stops in front of Shane.
Before Shane can process the movement, Hayden is already there, guiding his cock into Shane’s mouth.

At the same time Shane feels J.J. move behind him.
A hand spreads across the center of his lower back.
Then J.J. pushes inside him.
Shane lets out an actual scream that is muffled by Hayden in his mouth.

Shane has no idea how much time passes.
He is somewhere between floating and collapsing.
His body keeps trying to fold forward from the overwhelming sensation of being filled like this, but J.J. keeps pulling him back upright by the hips whenever he starts to sink.
“Wow,” J.J. says behind him. “Can you believe how good our Captaine takes us, Hayden?”
“He always excels at everything he does,” Hayden answers.
Shane moans loudly around him.
“You’re not allowed to come until we both come,” J.J. says.
They keep going until Hayden comes in Shane’s mouth, and J.J. follows soon after.
The moment Shane feels it, his own orgasm hits too.
Everything finally slows.
They collapse back onto the bed.
Shane lies sprawled between them, chest rising and falling fast.
“I think you guys killed me,” he pants. “Good thing we don’t have any games for a few days.”
“Captaine is completely ruined,” J.J. says with a laugh.
“Look at him,” Hayden says, running his hand slowly along Shane’s cheek.
“I hate both of you,” Shane says.
“No you don’t,” Hayden replies. “Was it everything you hoped for and more?”
Shane stares up at the ceiling for a second.
“Next time I want you guys to suck each other off,” he says. “I want to watch.”
They both look at each other.
“Next time?” Hayden asks.
“Yes, next time,” Shane says. “But remember-”
“You are hooking up with other people,” Hayden interrupts.
“And we won’t let this make things weird on the ice,” J.J. adds at the same time.
They both pause. Then they laugh.
Like they are repeating lines Shane has already drilled into them.
Shane has another thought.
“Can I tell Mateo about this? He’s discreet.”
“Mateo?” Hayden says. “Alvarez?”

Mateo had been very happy when he heard about the night with J.J.
Shane didn’t tell him any names, but Mateo inferred it was someone from his team.
He thought maybe if he disclosed Mateo’s name now, they wouldn’t mind if he also disclosed the same information to Mateo about who had been fucking Shane.
But Shane also knows Mateo has a reputation for being an asshole, and even though Hayden and J.J. don’t hate him the way they hate Ilya, they still don’t really fuck with him.
“Yeah. We’ve been sort of fucking and talking a lot. He’s the one who sent me the butt plug. He likes hearing about the guys that fuck me. Please don’t tell anyone about him.”
They both laugh.
“Who would we tell?” Hayden says. “Without telling on ourselves.”
J.J. is still watching Shane, absently tracing slow circles on his thigh.
Shane glances between them again.
“This was so hot,” he says. “I want to describe it to him. He would really like that. Is that okay?”
Hayden leans down and kisses him. “Sure.”
J.J. continues tracing those slow circles, thoughtful. “Yes, sure. If he is the one who sent you the butt plug and instructed you to take someone home, then I owe him.”
He shakes his head with a small laugh.
“He can have a mantel in my trophy room, Shane.”
J.J. laughs again. “Mateo fucking Alvarez. Go figure.” He glances at Hayden. “At least it’s not Rozanov.”
Shane lets out a fake laugh. “Yeah. At least.”
They shower.
Then they fall back into Shane’s bed and pass out wrapped around each other.


#####


Three nights before Boston is scheduled to come through Montreal, Shane ends up sitting on the edge of his couch with his phone balanced against his knee, thumb hovering over the screen longer than he intends.

The message itself is simple.

Jane: Do you want to come over when you’re in town.

Nothing loaded. Nothing that could be mistaken for anything more than an invitation.
He presses send before he can think about it too hard, then tosses the phone onto the cushion beside him and reaches for the remote like the outcome doesn’t matter either way.

The phone buzzes a lot through the night, but not from any messages from Ilya.
No delayed reply hours later when Ilya finally surfaces somewhere between cities.
After a while Shane stops checking it.
Whatever that thing between them was supposed to be, it clearly lives in a different category for Ilya than it ever did for him.
That realization arrives quietly, the way certain truths do, once the brain finally stops arguing with them.
He was always inconsistent with Shane.
It was always some sort of game to him.
He really was just another hookup for Ilya.
Whatever.

####


Away vs Ottawa Centaurs
Montreal 4 – Ottawa 1
15-0


####


The day before the Boston game, Cliff Marlow messages him through Instagram.
Cliff Marlow: Do you want to watch a movie after the game, maybe. Catch up for a bit.

Shane leans back against the arm of the couch and reads the message twice, his foot tapping once against the coffee table before going still.
He and Marlow have never really interacted beyond games, which makes the message itself fairly obvious.
Catch up isn’t the kind of thing you text someone you only know from the other bench unless you mean something else by it.
If Ilya has decided that whatever existed between them was never meant to stretch beyond hotel rooms and the small pockets of time they managed to carve out between games over all these years, then there isn’t really anything stopping Shane from answering the text. 
Shane types back before his brain has time to start circling the decision.
Shane: Sure. Movie sounds good. Come over to my place after the game.
Cliff Marlow: Beautiful. See you then.
He sets the phone down on the couch cushion beside him, fingers lingering on the fabric for a second before pulling away.
The apartment is quiet again, the same quiet that’s been sitting there all evening, only now it doesn’t carry that small thread of expectation that had him checking his phone earlier in the week.


####

November 13th 2014

Home vs Boston Raiders
Montreal 4 – Boston 3
16-0

Ilya barely acknowledges him.
No quick glance across the circle before a faceoff. No quiet comment under his breath meant to throw Shane off just enough to make him miss the drop.
He skates through the game like Shane is just another jersey on the other side of the ice.
When they cross paths along the boards, there’s nothing in it, no lingering look, no brush of words, that only the two of them would understand.
The only time Shane catches him looking at all is during warmups. They’re stretching along the blue line when Cliff Marlow glides over, stopping just long enough to tap the end of Shane’s stick with his own and grin.
“Looking forward to tonight,” he says quickly, already pushing off again before Shane can decide what to do with the comment.
Shane glances up as Marlow skates away. His glove drags once across the tape at the end of his stick. And finds Ilya watching from a few feet farther down the line, one hand tugging absently at the chain at his throat before he turns away and drops into another stretch.
Later in the game, while the second line is out on the ice, Shane ends up wedged between Hayden and J.J. along the bench waiting for their next shift. The three of them lean close together while J.J. mutters something that makes Hayden bark out a laugh. Hayden’s glove rests against Shane’s shoulder, while J.J. keeps talking into the space near his ear. Their team is used to them being handsy with one another and in each other’s spaces, but Shane knows people online love to speculate about their dynamic, and they would be joyous to know they got some of it right.
Shane glances toward Boston’s bench and catches Ilya staring.
Ilya’s mouth pulls into something unreadable for half a second.
The second their eyes meet, Ilya turns his head.
By the time the final buzzer sounds and they meet in the handshake line, Ilya treats him the same as everyone else.
A quick grip of the hand. A brief nod. Then he’s already moving past him down the line.


####

Shane’s apartment is quiet when he gets back from the arena, the kind of quiet that stretches out after a game when the body is still running a little ahead of the room around it. His gear bag ends up by the door where he drops it. The rest of him drifts through the apartment in small loops that don’t quite have a purpose. Water running in the shower longer than it needs to. The fridge opening, closing again untouched. His fingers worrying the edge of a dish towel while he stands at the counter pretending to read a message thread that hasn’t changed since he left the rink.
Cliff said he’d come by after the team bus gets back to the hotel.
Shane tells himself it’s nothing complicated. They’re two grown men. Cliff asked if he wanted to hang out. Shane said yes. That should be the whole shape of it. Still, his knee keeps bouncing against the side of the couch when he sits down, and he ends up standing again a few seconds later like the apartment has become slightly too small to stay in one place for long.
He checks his phone. Puts it down. Picks it up again without unlocking the screen.
His thumb presses briefly against the seam of the couch cushion beside him, the fabric bunching beneath it before he lets go.

The buzzer sounds.
He exhales once through his nose, pushes himself up from the couch, and walks to the door.
When he pulls it open, Cliff Marlow is standing in the hallway.

####

November 14th, 2014
Montreal
Ilya’s POV
Ilya sits on the edge of the hotel bed in Montreal with his phone resting face-down beside his thigh, staring at the time glowing on the clock across the room.
His thumb keeps brushing the seam of the mattress without him noticing it at first.
The longer he stays in the same city as Shane, the louder the thought becomes.

Text him.
Just one message.
He presses his tongue briefly against his teeth and looks away from the phone again, forcing his attention back to the clock.
He is almost certain the Metros left for their next game early this morning. The schedule said they would. Still, the simple fact of being in Shane's city is doing something unpleasant to his nerves, like static running along the back of his neck that refuses to disappear.
Marlow probably went to see him last night.
Cliff had been buzzing around the locker room all day yesterday, waiting for the game to end, bouncing on the balls of his feet between shifts like a kid who already knew how the night was going to go. When Ilya asked if he was coming out to the club afterward, Cliff said he was tired and wanted to go back to the hotel and sleep.
Cliff Marlow cannot lie to save his life.
Almost as bad as Shane.
Usually, Boston would already be on a plane by now, halfway to the next city. Their flight this morning got delayed, which means Ilya has now spent the last hour sitting in this room counting down the time until they leave for the airport.
Two more hours.
Two more hours of not texting Shane.
His knee bounces once against the side of the bed before he stills it with his hand.
Then there is a loud knock at the door.
Three quick thuds.
Ilya already knows who it is from the rhythm.
“Come in,” he says.
The door swings open and Cliff Marlow walks in with a grin that already looks guilty. He glances down the hallway before closing the door behind him and crossing the room, dropping onto the other bed like he owns the place.
“I have to tell you something,” Cliff says. “But you can’t say anything.”
Ilya leans back on his hands. “Okay.”
Cliff beams.
“I fucked Shane Hollander last night.”
For a second Ilya feels his stomach twist so hard it steals the air from his chest.
His first instinct is extremely simple.
Punch Marly in the face.
The thought arrives fully formed, vivid enough that his fingers curl against the bedspread before he can stop them.
But Cliff is his best friend.
And Cliff has absolutely no idea.
“So you fuck men now?” Ilya says instead.
It is the first sentence he can reach that might redirect the conversation somewhere else. Anywhere else.
Cliff snorts.
“It’s Shane Hollander, dude. I’m honestly shocked you haven’t fucked him already. I know you like girls, man, so do I. But it’s Shane fucking Hollander. I had to shoot my shot.”
Ilya looks at him. Just looks.
He forces his hands to unclench against the mattress, fingers flattening slowly against the fabric while he works his face into something neutral.
Cliff keeps going. “It was insane,” he says. “The guy is a maniac. You have no idea.”
Ilya does not respond.
Of course he knows.
“Dude,” Cliff says, squinting at him. “What is that look? Oh my god. Should I not have told you? Please tell me you’re not about to disown me for this. I was joking when I said that thing about you being secretly homophobic a few weeks ago.”
Ilya drags a slow breath through his nose, feeling the air catch halfway down his throat before forcing it the rest of the way.
He searches for something safe to say.
Something that will not give anything away.
But Cliff is already talking again.
“We’ve had so many threesomes together,” Cliff continues, waving a hand loosely. “And I know we never actually touch, but like.. obviously you’re not opposed to being around guys doing stuff.”
“I’m not a homophobe, Marly.”
“Okay, good,” Cliff says quickly. “Because I kind of need to tell someone about this. It was insane.”
Ilya feels his heart start beating so fast it almost pounds against the inside of his ribs.
He and Cliff talk about sex all the time.
Guys do this. They brag.
Except Ilya has never once been able to brag about Shane.
Not a single time.
The thought arrives suddenly and sits there in his chest, something that makes him feel so raw and furious that he forces himself to swallow it down, and now Cliff gets to sit here and talk about him like this.
Like it’s nothing. Like it’s normal.
If he says no, Cliff will think he’s judging him.
This might be a big deal for Cliff. First time with a guy. Something he wants to process out loud.
And Ilya loves Cliff.
So he sucks his teeth lightly and forces the muscles of his face into something that resembles a smile, only then noticing his hands have curled into fists again against the mattress.
He spreads his fingers slowly.
“Sure,” he says. “Tell me about fucking Hollander. Probably very boring.”
Cliff bursts out laughing. “Anything but boring. Okay, so get this. I show up, right? And we’re just hanging out watching some hockey. I was actually kind of nervous.”
He leans forward, elbows on his knees now, already talking faster than his brain can organize the story.
“He was super nice though. Like ridiculously nice. We just sat there talking for a while.”
Watching hockey.
Talking.
Just spending time together.
Ilya stares past Cliff toward the clock on the wall.
Those are things he has never done with Shane.
“Eventually I ask him if he knows why I’m there,” Cliff continues. “Because I mean.. obviously I showed up hoping to hook up. And he just laughs at me.”
Cliff grins at the memory. “Then he goes, ‘Yes, I know.’ Just like that.”
Ilya presses his thumb into the mattress seam beside his thigh.
Cliff keeps going.
“He asked if I’d ever been with a guy before. I told him no. I told him I’ve done threesomes with a teammate before but only with girls. He asked if I’d ever kissed a guy and I said no.”
Ilya glances back at the clock.
Only ten minutes have passed.
He has somehow become trapped listening to Cliff give a play by play of having sex with Shane Hollander.
And Cliff is the worst possible storyteller for this situation because he tells everything in detail.

“He’s honestly ridiculous up close,” Cliff says. “Like.. dude, he’s so pretty. It’s unreal. He has these freckles.”
Ilya stares at him.
Freckles.
As if that is new information.
As if he does not wake up some mornings with the image of those freckles already waiting in his head.
As if he has not spent entire stolen minutes with Shane tracing them with his eyes, trying to remember exactly where each one sits across his face.
Across the bridge of his nose.
High on his cheek.
That one near the corner of his mouth.
As if Ilya does not sometimes leave bars with strangers whose only qualification is having enough freckles that, for a few seconds in low lighting, he can pretend.
Cliff keeps talking.
“So anyway,” Cliff continues, “he asks if I want him to kiss me.”
Cliff grins again. “And obviously I said yes.”
They kissed.
The sentence connects in Ilya’s head and stays there.
KILL ME
KILL ME
KILL ME
KILL ME
The words repeat in a quiet loop somewhere behind his eyes.
Cliff shifts on the bed, leaning forward now like the story is about to become even more entertaining.
Ilya realizes his hands have tightened into fists once again. This is becoming a problem.
Instead of unclenching them, his fingers slide against his own forearm, nails pressing briefly into his skin through the sleeve before he releases the pressure.
“So we’re making out for a while,” Cliff says, “when he suddenly gets a phone call.”
Cliff shrugs. “He excuses himself and disappears for like ten minutes. Maybe longer.”
Ilya’s breathing has gone shallow without him noticing.
Cliff keeps talking. “When he comes back something is totally different. I swear to god. His eyes are red, he looks like he just ran a marathon or something.”
Cliff laughs. “He doesn’t even say anything. He just climbs into my lap and straddles me like we’ve already been fucking for hours. Completely unhinged.”
Ilya feels his fingers tighten hard enough in the bedsheet that the fabric pulls under his grip. He forces his hand open again.
Cliff is still talking. “His eyes are all wide, he’s sweating, he’s making these noises and we’re literally just kissing. It was insane.”
Cliff shakes his head, still amazed. “Then he drops down on his knees and asks if he can suck me off.”
Cliff lets out a low laugh. “I’m like.. fuck yes, dude.”
Ilya watches a vein pulse faintly along Cliff’s neck while he talks.
“It was crazy,” Cliff continues. “Men give ridiculous blow jobs. They know exactly what they’re doing. I don't know why I never thought of that before.”
He gestures vaguely while trying to remember the sequence of events.
“So he’s sucking me off and every few minutes his whole body jolts like something’s happening to him. Like something is hitting him out of nowhere. I’ve never seen anything like it.”
Cliff laughs again. “It was hot as hell.”
Ilya looks back at the clock.
How has it only been five minutes since the last time he checked.
Five minutes.
It feels like hours.
He wonders briefly, with complete seriousness, what would happen if he walked into the bathroom, grabbed the scissors from his toiletry bag, and ended this conversation permanently.

Cliff continues.“And I keep feeling this vibration every time it happens. Every time it hits him he completely loses his mind.”
Cliff spreads his hands. “So eventually I had to ask what the hell was going on.”
For the first time since he started talking, Cliff stops.
He studies Ilya across the room like he’s only now remembering another person is present.
“Do you want me to stop?” Cliff asks suddenly. “Shit, did I read the room wrong? Should I not have told you?”

For a second Ilya doesn’t answer.
Because the humiliating truth sitting in his chest is that he absolutely wants Cliff to keep going.
The urge to hear the rest of it sits inside him like a sickness that will not release him until the story is finished.
Almost like he cannot breathe properly until Cliff says the next part.
“Marly,” he says finally, voice controlled. “I was just listening. Go ahead.”
Cliff relaxes instantly. “Okay so get this. Dude, he is so fucking cute. I didn’t realize another guy could be that cute. He gets all flustered and embarrassed, and then he asks if I want to see something.”
Cliff laughs. “And I’m sitting there thinking, what the hell is he about to show me?”
Cliff leans forward again, animated. “So I’m like.. see what?”
Cliff slaps his knee. “Dude. He turns around, drops his pants, and bends over right in front of me.”
Cliff shakes his head in disbelief. “His ass is incredible by the way, like holy shit.”
Then Cliff grins. “And that’s when I see it.”
A terrible thought forms in Ilya’s mind.
No.
“Shane has a butt plug in his ass.”
The words hit somewhere low in Ilya’s stomach and spread outward through his body like acid.
Cliff keeps talking. “I had no idea what to do at first,” he says. “But he was being so open about it that I figured I should just roll with it.”
Cliff laughs again. “So I smack his ass.”
“He loved that, by the way.”
Inside Ilya’s head, one thought repeats.
breathe Ilya
breathe Ilya
breathe Ilya
He focuses on the feeling of air moving in and out of his lungs, as if it might keep the rest of his body under control.
“I won’t go into all the details about the sex,” Cliff says.

Ilya almost laughs at that.
Cliff has already told him more than enough to haunt him for the rest of his life.
“But here’s the craziest part,” Cliff continues. “So I ask him about the plug. I’m like, what’s the deal with that? And what was the phone call about earlier?”
Cliff spreads his hands. “And that’s when I realize something.”
He leans forward again. “The thing was vibrating.”
Cliff pauses for effect. “But Shane wasn’t controlling it.”
Ilya’s jaw presses hard enough that his back teeth grind together for a second before he releases the pressure.
Cliff continues. “He tells me he’s seeing this guy. Not exclusive or anything. The guy bought him the plug.”
Cliff laughs again. “And apparently this dude loves when Shane brings guys home and hooks up with them while he controls the plug from wherever he is.”
He shakes his head. “Every time it buzzed Shane went completely insane.”
He grins. “He told me he wore it out to the club with his teammates first.”
Cliff looks impressed.

For years, Ilya controlled the rules between them.
When they met.
How long they stayed.
What they were allowed to feel.
And now Shane is bending over in front of strangers wearing another man’s toy.
“And then he had sex so good he thought he might actually be in love, like it was a religious experience for him.”
For a second Ilya genuinely thinks he might tear his own skin open just to escape the feeling spreading through his body.
Cliff keeps going. “Isn’t that insane?”
Cliff laughs. “And the craziest part is he just answered every question I asked. Totally casual. Completely comfortable.”
He shakes his head again. “Hollander is a freak. Who would have thought? You always said he was boring.”
Ilya stares at him.
This feels like some kind of elaborate punishment.
A few days ago Shane texted him.
Ilya ignored it.
Last night he went to a club in Montreal and picked up a girl instead.
Now he is sitting here listening to his best friend describe having sex with the same man he spent years refusing to claim.

What the hell is wrong with Shane.
Seriously.
The thought pushes forward before he can stop it.
This is disgusting.
Cliff searches his face suddenly.
“Okay man,” Cliff says carefully. “I know you hate the guy, but this was my first time with a man, and it was pretty wild. I just had to tell someone. Don’t be a dick about it.”
“Sounds crazy, Marlow,” Ilya says.
It is the only sentence he can manage without giving anything away.
“The sex was insane too,” Cliff continues. “He was so worked up from the plug already. Completely ready.”

Cliff laughs. “I already invited him over when he’s in Boston next month.”
He wiggles his eyebrows. “Told him he should come out with us first. Go to the club again.”
Cliff grins. “Man, if I’m not careful I might fall in love with this dude.”
Ilya glances back at the clock.
Twenty five minutes.
Cliff has been talking about Shane Hollander for twenty five straight minutes.
Cliff laughs again. “I’m kidding. But honestly. How can someone be that hot, that good at hockey, that insane in bed and still be adorable at the same time?”
He shakes his head. “It’s like someone built the perfect specimen.”
Ilya knows exactly how easy it is to fall in love with Shane Hollander.
The image of Cliff touching him like that makes something inside his stomach turn.
The fact that Shane is seeing someone else and doing this with him. Letting another person control his body while he brings strangers home.
What a completely fucked thing to be doing.
“And after we finished,” Cliff continues, “we went into his bedroom and just talked for a while.”
Cliff shrugs. “Then we fell asleep.”

Shane never sleeps with me.
He's also never asked Shane to stay.
Cliff smiles. “Woke up and went for round two.”
Ilya has never spent a night with Shane.
Never fallen asleep next to him.
Never woken up beside him.
They barely even talked most nights.
And now random men are getting pieces of him that Ilya refused to allow himself.
Conversation.
Kindness.
Sleep.
For years the idea of being caught together felt like the most dangerous thing imaginable.
And now Shane moves through the world like none of it ever mattered.
Like he doesn’t have to hide.
Like he doesn’t have to make himself smaller.
And why would he.
Shane Hollander was never meant to be small.
Apparently all it took for him to start living like this was leaving Ilya behind.
Or maybe Ilya left him first.
“Anyways,” Cliff continues, still talking like the story hasn’t already gone on for half an hour, “I’m like ninety nine percent sure the guy on the other end is also an NHL player. Isn’t that insane?”
He laughs. “I’ve heard he’s fucked multiple players already. Whole league’s suddenly gay apparently.”
Cliff keeps going, words tumbling out with the enthusiasm of someone who has absolutely no sense of when he should stop.
“I heard he’s hooking up with teammates, guys he played with in junior, fuck, I even heard he and Carter Vaughn messed around once. Not sex or anything, but Vaughnny was losing his mind about it.”
Cliff keeps talking.
Ilya waits until he finishes the sentence.
Then he speaks.
“Okay Marlow,” he says quietly. “Enough about Shane Hollander. I’m bored.”
Cliff raises both hands. “Sorry, sorry, sorry,” he says quickly. “I know he’s your rival and all.”
Then he grins. “But could you imagine if you got your own turn.”
Cliff chuckles.
“Now that,” Cliff says, clearly delighted with himself, “would be a real heated rivalry.”
He pushes himself up from the bed and stretches.
“Not when he’s in Boston next though,” Cliff says casually. “He’s mine then.”
He glances back at Ilya with a crooked smile. “Unless you want to share.”
Ilya says nothing.
Cliff doesn’t seem to notice.
“Anyway,” he continues, already heading toward the door, “I should go shower before we leave for the airport.”
He pulls the door open.
“See you in the lobby, Roz. And obviously don’t tell anyone.”
“Yes,” Ilya says. The word scrapes out of his throat. “See you in a bit.”
Cliff leaves.
The door shuts.
For a few seconds the room is completely silent.
Ilya sits there perfectly still, staring at the empty doorway like Cliff might walk back in and say he was joking.
His stomach twists violently.
A sour pressure climbs into the back of his throat.
He stands up too fast.
The room tilts.
By the time he reaches the bathroom he barely makes it to the sink before his body folds forward and he starts vomiting.
Again.
His stomach convulses until there is nothing left.
His hands grip the porcelain so hard his fingers go numb while his body empties itself like it’s trying to purge the last twenty five minutes from his system.
When it finally stops he stays bent over the sink for a long time, breathing through his mouth.
Shane Hollander.
Multiple players.
Teammates.
Carter Vaughn.
Someone controlling a plug from another city.
Ilya lifts his head slowly and stares at his own reflection.
His face is pale.
Eyes red.
Something inside his chest has hardened into a cold, merciless focus.
He is going to find out who every single one of those players is.
Every one.
And when he does, he will burn them out of Shane’s life one by one.
If half the league burns with them, he will strike the match himself.
If it destroys everything he has built, so be it.
He will drag the entire NHL down around them before he lets anyone else keep what he was too much of a coward to claim.


####

Shane Hollander’s current roster:
Ilya Rozanov: Boston (do not engage)
Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges)
Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously pleasant)
Carter Vaughn: New York (new recruit)
Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)
J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience)
Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)
 

 

 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    Okay, so this entire Cliff situation actually started when I wrote this whole conversation in my notes app at like 1 a.m. last week.
I was literally pacing around my room half asleep trying to get the idea out of my head before I lost it.

At this point I feel like I have written a lot of sex scenes from Shane’s POV, so I thought it would be more fun to flip things a bit and have this one unfold through Cliff’s retelling while he enthusiastically overshares to the worst possible audience.
Which is Ilya.

I promise I’m not intentionally torturing him.

But the core idea behind this story is that everyone else is being authentically honest, even when it’s scary.

Shane is being honest with himself, with his family, with his team, and with the world.
All of these NHL players are being weirdly open about the fact that they want Shane Hollander. They are letting themselves be vulnerable and do something that, up until recently, they were taught to internalize as wrong, all because they want a chance with him. And that is brave. And honest.

Meanwhile Ilya is still very much in self-protection mode.
He lies.
He avoids.
He hides.
And he refuses to be honest with himself or with Shane.
So unfortunately for him, this is what happens.

Ilya needs to start opening his eyes.
I cannot promise this means we are getting a boombox outside Shane’s window any time soon, but his awareness of what Shane has been getting up to lately is now something he cannot ignore.

So he has two choices.
1. Reflect and step the fuck up.
2. Continue being tortured.

I would love to say I have faith in him.
At this current moment, I do not.

Also I know a lot of people were probably expecting the Shane/Cliff scene itself.
Like I said in a note a few chapters ago, part two of that situation will absolutely happen in December.
That was also written in a mildly deranged notes-app spiral and I am very excited to actually turn it into a proper scene.

As for Shane/Hayden/J.J..
Wow.
At this point I fear I have simply become a full smut writer. The level of excitement I feel while writing these scenes is honestly a little embarrassing.

I have been so hyperfixated on this fic.
Staying up too late.
Ignoring responsibilities.
Writing and editing in every spare moment I have.

I’m currently living in this strange combination of burnout and obsession where I cannot stop.
Three chapters back to back to back.
I need to relax and sleep for 24 hours or something.

Also, if I may say so myself, I’m proud of the pacing here.

The first nine chapters all happened across October. In this one, we pushed halfway through November.

I almost tried to fit the entire month into a single giant chapter, but that would have meant cramming the threesome, the Cliff situation, Detroit with Mateo, potentially Charlie and his friends, and then Toronto all into one massive block.

Which felt like a little too much chaos even for me.
So the plan now is to finish out November in the next chapter.

Then we move into December, where we have:
New York
Chicago (Elijah)
Detroit (Mateo)
Shane in Boston
And one secret thing I am extremely excited about.

Thank you so much to everyone reading, commenting, leaving kudos, and generally encouraging this increasingly unhinged Shane Hollander experiment.
It genuinely makes posting these chapters way more fun than I ever expected.

And to everyone sharing the fic around, that means a lot to me. I’ve spent a huge amount of time writing this story, and every time I see someone recommending it or talking about it somewhere, my heart kind of explodes.

Also, I’m always curious how people even end up finding my fics.

Friend recommendation?
TikTok?
Tumblr?
Twitter?
Did you just wander into AO3 and accidentally fall into this increasingly chaotic hockey situation?

Tell me everything.
And definitely tell me all your thoughts after this chapter.

Random last thought: I don’t think manifestation is bullshit, I just think Shane Hollander would.
Okay, dipping out now. Pray for me that I find the strength to stay away for at least one day.


  


      

  












      Chapter 11: He is such a good boy, isn’t he
  


    Chapter Summary

    Almost six weeks after coming out publicly, Shane Hollander’s life looks nothing like it did before.

New connections form across the league.
Old ones refuse to stay buried.
During a Boston vs Detroit game, Ilya Rozanov learns that jealousy is a very difficult emotion to hide during a faceoff.
And those consequences travel surprisingly fast.

Somewhere in the middle of it all, one Detroit captain begins to realize he might care about Shane more than he expected.
Shane Hollander has become the siren of the NHL.

And apparently, he is breaking brains everywhere he goes.



    Chapter Notes

      I’m not tagging endgame for this story because part of the fun is letting the relationships unfold naturally. Trust the process.
Shane Hollander currently has a roster, and I am simply documenting the chaos.

For anyone seeing this update: I just wrote a sex scene for the next chapter and am now sending myself to horny jail for the night.
Love you all xoxoxox


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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Shane Hollander’s current roster:

Ilya Rozanov: Boston (do not engage)

Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously pleasant)

Carter Vaughn: New York (new recruit)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)
November 14th 2014

Montreal

Shane POV



It has now been two months since Shane came out to his team and a little over five weeks since he came out to the world.
In that time he has dry humped an overzealous hockey boy, slept with six different men, worn a butt plug for half an evening because his favourite situationship asked him to, had a threesome with his best friend, and briefly wondered if he had discovered religion while pinned against a wall getting fucked.
A list that would sound excessive to most people, but to Shane, who spent so many years compressing his desires into corners where no one could see them, it feels like the opening stretch of something much larger.



Something in him feels newly awake, like a door closed for years finally thrown open, the world on the other side growing wider every time he steps through it.

He is greedy. He wants more.


####





Last night, Shane had sex with Cliff Marlow. When he woke beside him this morning, there was a pit in his stomach.
He wants to pretend he does not know why, but the explanation keeps pressing through his thoughts anyway.

Marlow carries pieces of Ilya with him.
Not because Cliff means to, or even seems aware of it, but the connection sits there anyway.

Unlike Ilya, who over the years has told Shane almost nothing about his life, his family, or the people around him, Marlow talks constantly.



In the few hours they spent together, Marlow shared that he and his “best friend/ teammate” occasionally have threesomes with women, even though they never touch each other.



Shane learned that every Saturday morning, when they are home, Cliff and Ilya go out for lunch and then stop by an animal shelter to visit the dogs.

Ilya brings girls home most nights, and Cliff cannot understand how he has the stamina to keep up that kind of sex life.

He also learned that Ilya likes action movies, but sometimes they watch rom-coms together, and Cliff has seen him cry during them more than once.

He said it with a laugh, then added that if Ilya ever found out he told Shane that, Ilya would probably kill them both.

All of this spills out of Cliff without prompting. Once he starts talking, he does not seem to know how to stop unless someone interrupts him.



When Mateo called and asked if he wanted to put in the plug, his first instinct was yes.

The word ‘yes’ rose up before he finished thinking the question through.

Then he paused and ran the situation through his mind, wondering whether it crossed into something strange or unfair.

Cliff had not asked for that kind of dynamic.
Then Shane remembered how eagerly Cliff had pursued the encounter, the way he had shown up open and curious about whatever the night might turn into.

The hesitation loosened enough for Shane to say yes.



It turned out to be a good decision. The night had been fun. The sex with Cliff was incredibly good.

Cliff was awkward at first about some of the mechanics, which made the beginning strangely endearing, but once they got started, Shane found himself absorbed in what was happening between them. The thought of Ilya slipped out of his awareness, leaving him fully inside the moment with Cliff.
Cliff is strong and tall, really hot, well-endowed, and Shane cannot pretend he does not appreciate that.

Once he figured out the rhythm of what Shane liked, he fucked him extremely well, until at one point Shane heard his own voice breaking out into Cliff’s name.
For that stretch of time, with Cliff’s hands on him and the room closing in around the bed, Shane felt connected.
Cliff is attentive in ways that caught Shane off guard. Gentle in the spaces between movements, where most people would rush through.

At certain points, Cliff looks at him with a soft, almost dazed expression, like the experience is reaching him somewhere he had not expected.
They woke and had round two before either of them was fully out of bed, and it was even better in the morning.

Cliff seemed more relaxed the second time, less concerned with mechanics and more interested in enjoying Shane.



Shane still had to leave early to catch his flight. At the door, Cliff leaned down and pressed a quick kiss to the bridge of Shane’s nose, smiling as he told him he loved his freckles.
Cliff also invited him out to the club when the Metros come to Boston in December, insisting Shane stay at his place instead of the hotel. Shane accepted. At this point, saying yes feels practical.

Walking into a game already knowing someone will be waiting for him afterward has become a very enjoyable way to spend a season.
The sinking feeling in his stomach is still there. People have started talking, stories passing from locker room to locker room.

It is becoming the best-kept secret in the NHL that Shane Hollander is fucking men who want him, and the more players who hear about it, the more seem to reach out.

Professional athletes collect sex scandals the way reporters collect quotes. The Metros are undefeated, and nobody is going to start lecturing him about morality in the middle of a winning streak.



But he wonders, especially after spending the night with Cliff, whether some version of last night will eventually make its way back to Ilya. Usually, the idea of people knowing about his sex life excites him.

Even last night, while Cliff kept asking question after question, Shane felt the thrill of answering, the pleasure of sharing the messy details of what they were doing together.



But the thought of Ilya hearing about it makes him feel strange.

He can already imagine the judgment.

The thin layer of disgust Ilya never bothers to hide when something crosses his personal line. He can already see him there, balanced on that familiar hypocritical pedestal, looking down at him.



What started as a flicker of guilt hardened into irritation. If Ilya had feelings about it, then fuck him. He toyed with Shane for almost five and a half years and never wanted anything beyond the parts that suited him.



Shane used to think sex was just that. Sex.
Now he knows it can be conversation, curiosity, the strange intimacy of letting another person see you without the armour you carried for years.

Men like to talk afterward. They enjoy staying the night. They want to wake up beside you and drift through ordinary morning routines, even when the connection ends there.
He did not realize how much of it he had been missing.


####





After his threesome with Hayden and J.J., with their blessing to share the story discreetly, Mateo was the first person Shane called. Mateo answered in that fond way of his, sounding openly pleased enough that Shane paused, surprised by how easily Mateo made the whole thing feel.

“I wish I could have sat there and watched,” Mateo said, the amusement in his voice clear through the phone. “Then scooped you up afterwards and showered you, and fed you, and kissed you up. You probably looked so handsome, all worn out and used up by your best friends.”



Shane found himself smiling at the floor while he listened, aware of how quickly Mateo’s instinct was to look after him. Mateo understands Shane likes to be talked to this way. He never treats it like something strange or embarrassing. If anything, he enjoys it too.



“You always want to take care of me.”

Mateo laughed. “Yes,” he said. “I do.”





####





November 14th, 2014

Ilya POV
It started with the delayed flight and worsened when he had to sit through twenty-five minutes of his best friend describing everything he and Shane had done the night before, along with every observation Cliff collected about him.
Then they boarded the plane, and Cliff kept going the entire flight to Detroit, circling through the same stories while adding new ones, repeating things Shane had said with the enthusiasm people usually reserve for a brand new religion.
Ilya has never seen Marlow like this before.
At one point somewhere over the Midwest, Ilya briefly considered opening the emergency exit and letting the universe decide for them.



The worst part of the day is that they are playing Detroit, which means he will spend the night lining up across the faceoff circle from Mateo Alvarez.

Ilya can already imagine it. Stick blades tapping the ice while the referee leans in, the two of them crouched opposite each other while twenty thousand people scream.

And Mateo will be there, completely unbothered by Ilya, playing like the whole game belongs to him.
When Ilya steps onto the ice for warmups, he spots him almost instantly. Mateo gliding along the blue line like he belongs there, confidence rolling off him.



Years ago, when Ilya first entered the league as a rookie, he actually admired him. That admiration lasted two games.

Mateo turned out to be a fucking dick, the kind of player who chirps constantly and somehow always finds the one insult that sticks.

Ilya chirped back, but unlike most players who eventually ran out of material, Mateo always had another comment ready, something quick enough to slip through whatever English Ilya managed to assemble in the moment.



By the first faceoff, Ilya already feels dangerously close to losing control.

They skate toward the circle, Mateo tilting his head slightly as he lines up across from him, that crooked grin forming like he knows exactly what he is doing.

He always does this, the smile and the eye contact, that irritating confidence suggesting he knows how the next thirty seconds will play out.



Ilya tells himself not to start anything here, not now.

Then he hears himself speak anyway. “Stay the fuck away from him.”

Mateo’s eyebrows lift just enough to be insulting. “From who?”

“You know who.”

Mateo leans a little closer across the circle. “You want me to stay away from my boyfriend?”

Boyfriend.

The word slides into Ilya’s brain like a knife.



Ilya smiles in return, his expression cold. “Your boyfriend,” Ilya murmurs, “has spent the last month on his back for half the league. I’m impressed you managed to get a turn.”

Mateo studies him for a second, the corner of his mouth lifting into a small, knowing smirk.

“He is such a good boy, isn’t he.”
The way he says it, pleased and clearly trying to ragebait Ilya, makes something inside him snap harder.

The puck drops. Mateo wins the draw clean.
Ilya pivots and chases the play up ice, arriving just as Mateo receives the puck along the boards near the Detroit bench.

He drives straight through him shoulder first, pinning him hard against the glass and holding him there a second longer than necessary while the puck skitters loose toward the corner.

Mateo barely reacts. He absorbs the contact against the boards and pulls free once the puck moves on, already turning back toward the play as if Ilya were just another body on the ice.

Ilya realizes the worst part is the indifference.
Midway through the second period the whistle blows for an offside and the play slows as bodies drift apart across the ice.

Mateo turns away from the small cluster near the boards and begins skating toward the faceoff dot.

Ilya closes the distance in two strides and drives the shaft of his stick between Mateo’s shoulder blades.
Mateo lurches forward into the glass.

The referee’s arm rises before the sound of the hit has finished echoing through the arena.

Cross-checking. Two minutes.

Mateo straightens and glances back over his shoulder, his expression holding no anger and very little surprise.

Ilya skates past him toward the penalty box without offering a word.
By the time the third period drains away, Ilya knows he has played like shit.

Detroit controls the puck more often than not, and Mateo seems to touch it constantly, moving through the game with that same irritating composure.

Every time they meet in the faceoff circle, Mateo wins the draw.

At the last faceoff of the night, they line up across from each other at centre.
Mateo looks up at him, and something in his expression changes, like he isn’t playing around with Ilya anymore. “It’s you, isn’t it?”

“What is me?” Ilya asks, even though he knows exactly what Mateo means.

Mateo’s mouth curves slightly.

“The guy that fucked around and found out.”
He knows Mateo means he fucked around with Shane, and now he is dealing with the consequences, and Ilya is left standing there with his jaw slightly open, feeling like an idiot because Mateo is right.

Ilya thinks this nightmare cannot get worse. Then another thought slips in behind it. Maybe it already did.




####





Away vs St. Louis Arrows

Montreal 5 – St. Louis 3

17–0



After the game, Shane, Hayden, and J.J. are stretched out across the hotel bed watching a movie together. Hayden had already assured them that Jackie knows and is fine with it.
Since sleeping with Hayden, then J.J., and having the threesome with both of them, something between them has deepened in ways Shane had not expected.

He assumed the dynamic would tilt toward sex, that something fragile in the friendship might warp under the pressure of it. The opposite happened.

If anything, they feel closer than before.
Shane is sore enough that the idea of more sex does not cross his mind.

What he wants instead is this, pressed between his two best friends while a movie plays.
One of Shane’s hands drifts through Hayden’s hair, winding a strand around his finger while the other traces patterns along J.J.’s arm.

He is halfway through another line across J.J.’s forearm when his phone begins to ring.
Then he sees Mateo’s name on the screen.

Shane sits up quickly, sliding out of bed and pulling on clothes as he answers the call, stepping into the hallway and down toward the stairwell.





####





Shane answers with “Hey baby.”

“Hey guapo, how are you?” Mateo asks, warm through the phone. “Do you want to FaceTime?”

“I’m at the hotel. I was watching a movie with J.J. and Hayden.”



“Are they taking care of you again?” Mateo asks, a laugh in the question.

“We’re just cuddling. It’s not all about sex with them.”

“Of course I know,” Mateo replies. “You guys all love each other. It’s nice.”

“I saw you won your game. It looked brutal.”

The words sit there. Shane decides not to push it.
“And I saw you won yours, mi amor. You are unbelievable,” Mateo says. “I should tell you something about tonight’s game.”

“Can you tell me tomorrow? I can’t talk long. I’m sorry, I want to.”

“It’s okay, Shane. I’m calling for another reason.” Mateo pauses before continuing. “You fly home tomorrow morning and have a home game against Florida, right? Then two days off before flying into Buffalo on the eighteenth?”
“How do you know my schedule so well?”

“I’m your stalker.”

Shane smiles to himself in the empty stairwell. “Okay. Yes. You’re right.”

“Okay, well, I played tonight, and I don’t have to fly to my next game until the eighteenth either. I thought I could fly into Montreal and spend some time with you. I could meet you at your place tomorrow, watch the game, and we could have a few days together.”



“But we play each other next week."

“Who cares? I miss you. I haven’t seen you in person in a month. Daily FaceTimes aren’t enough. I want to take you out on a date.”

“A date? You would do that?” The excitement slips into Shane’s voice before he can stop it.

“Why wouldn’t I?”

“Because people will see. They’ll speculate.”

“Let them speculate,” Mateo replies easily. “The biggest name in the NHL is out. Who cares.”

“People will speculate about your sexuality.”

“Yeah,” Mateo says. “And if they ask for a quote I’ll tell them I’m pansexual and love everyone.”
Shane smiles.
“I want to spend time with you. Take care of you.”

“I know you do.”

“But also, do some research. If there is anything you want to try, we can try it.”

“Okay.” Shane says. “Mateo?”

“Yes?”

“I really like this thing between us. The way it feels real and still uncomplicated. I’m glad you’re in my life.”

“I’m glad you’re in my life too.”

Shane bites the inside of his cheek, his thumb sliding along the edge of his phone.


####



Shane goes back into the room, still smiling as he pushes the door open.

J.J. and Hayden are already curled together beneath the blankets, Hayden half on his side with J.J.’s arm draped across his waist, the television casting dim light across the bed.

Shane pauses near the foot of the mattress, watching them with reluctant fondness because they look so comfortable together.
Then J.J. spots him and lifts a hand without sitting up, reaching across the bed until Shane moves forward and J.J.'s fingers catch Shane’s wrist.

“Get back here.”

Hayden turns at the movement and grins, shifting over to make space while J.J. tugs him forward, pulling Shane down between them like he never left.
Shane lands back against the pillows with a laugh, one of Hayden’s legs sliding over his thigh while J.J. folds against his other side, and they stay like that while the movie plays in the background.

Shane turns his head toward Hayden to say something, and Hayden kisses him instead, easy at first, then deeper when Shane’s hand drifts up into his hair again.

J.J. makes a small sound beside them.

Shane pulls back just enough to laugh, his forehead brushing Hayden’s before he leans the other direction and kisses J.J. too, softer this time, the angle awkward enough that they both smile.



After that, the whole thing dissolves into chaos.

Hayden pulls Shane back toward him. J.J. catches Shane’s jaw and steals another kiss. 

At one point, all three of them lean together, mouths bumping in a completely uncoordinated three way kiss that falls apart into laughter.

They fall back across the bed in a loose pile, J.J. half sprawled across Shane’s ribs while Hayden presses into his other side, all three of them laughing at the ridiculous attempt.
They are too tired for anything else.

Eventually, the laughter fades, the television still playing across the room while their breathing evens out and they drift off like that, tangled together beneath the blankets.

Shane lies there before sleep takes him, one arm thrown over Hayden while J.J.’s hand rests across his stomach, aware he loves them both more than he can explain.





####





November 15th 2014,

Montreal

Shane POV
The team lands in Montreal, and Shane moves through the terminal quickly, already thinking about Mateo waiting at his apartment.

Outside his door, the music and the smell of something cooking make him pause before unlocking it.
When he steps inside, Mateo is in the kitchen wearing a muscle tee and grey sweatpants, moving between the stove and the counter while singing along to a Spanish song.

Shane stops just inside the doorway, watching him move through the space like he has lived there for years, comfortable in a kitchen he has never seen before.



The sight of Mateo cooking hits Shane with a rush of affection, domestic enough that he stands there staring at him, smiling like an idiot.

Mateo looks up from the stove when he hears the door, a grin spreading across his face. “Hey, cariño.”

That is all it takes.
Shane crosses the apartment in three quick strides and collides with him, arms wrapping around Mateo’s shoulders as he jumps into his arms.

Mateo catches him without stepping back, hands sliding under Shane’s thighs while Shane laughs against his neck.

“Miss me?” Mateo murmurs.

Shane answers by kissing him.

Again and again, mouth finding Mateo’s jaw, his cheek, the corner of his mouth, before finally pulling him into a real kiss that makes Mateo huff out a laugh.

Mateo turns and lifts him onto the kitchen island in one movement, stepping between Shane’s knees as Shane’s legs open around him.

His hands slide up Shane’s sides.



Shane drags him closer by the collar of his shirt.

The first kiss after that changes the moment, Shane tilting his head while Mateo’s hands move across his waist and back again like he is reacquainting himself with a body he has been thinking about for weeks.

Shane exhales against his mouth. “God, I missed you.”

“I want you inside of me right now,” Shane says, already tugging at his shirt like he is about to pull it off.

Mateo catches the fabric and pushes it back down.

Shane lets out a frustrated huff.
“I made some lunch,” Mateo says, one hand resting against Shane’s stomach. “You told me you never eat on the plane. Let’s eat first. I don’t want you sore for your game. I have a lot of plans for us, Shane.”

He leans forward then, biting down on Shane’s neck and giving it a light suck before pulling back.
“Mateo. What the fuck,” Shane says, his hands still gripping his own shirt where he tried to pull it off a second earlier, frustration written all over his face. He has spent the entire night and most of the morning imagining Mateo bending him over something the moment he walked through the door, and now Mateo is talking about lunch.

“You know, Shane,” Mateo replies, one corner of his mouth lifting as he watches Shane’s face, “this may surprise you, but I like you for more than just your ass.”

“But I thought you loved my ass.”

“I do,” Mateo says easily. “I love it. I think about it constantly. I even dream about it.” His hand reaches down and grabs Shane’s ass.

“I haven’t hooked up with anyone since the last time I saw you. Every time you call me, excited to tell me how someone fucked you, or letting me control you with a plug while you’re across the country, that is more than enough for me.”
Shane blinks. “I didn’t know that,” Shane says finally.

“Well,” Mateo replies, leaning forward to kiss him again, cutting off whatever else Shane might have said, “now you do.”

The kiss steals the rest of Shane’s words before they can form.

By the time Mateo pulls back, Shane’s head feels a little scrambled.

“Fuck,” he mutters, because saying anything else feels dangerous.
“I made lunch,” Mateo continues, gesturing toward the counter where two bowls are waiting. “Something clean you can eat before the game. Quinoa bowls. Grilled chicken. Chickpeas. Vegetables.”

“How does that sound?”

“It sounds delicious,” Shane says, his stomach choosing that exact moment to betray him with a low growl.

Mateo laughs. “Good. I also made yogurt parfaits for later.” He reaches past Shane to grab a fork from the counter. “And I brought something else with me. I pulled some clips from our last game against Florida. Logan Pierce has been doing something interesting this season, and I thought you might want to look at it with me before tonight.”
He glances back at Shane. “I want to hear what you think.”

Shane stares at him for a second.

The thought of sitting at the kitchen island, eating the lunch Mateo made for him, then watching and talking about hockey, feels almost indecently attractive.

In that moment, it might even be hotter than the sex he imagined the entire flight home.


####





They spend most of the day folded together on the couch, drifting in and out of conversation, mouths brushing, hands wandering until one of them leans in to kiss the other again.

Two hours before Shane needs to leave for the arena, Mateo changes. It is subtle, something in the way his shoulders square when he sits up beside him.

“I need to talk to you about something,” Mateo says, watching Shane carefully. “And I want to say in advance, if you get angry with me, I understand.”



The words pull Shane out of the soft haze of the afternoon. “Okay.”

“So I played Boston yesterday.”

Shane reacts before his mind catches up, the direction of the conversation becoming obvious.

“Did you catch any of it?”

Shane had watched the whole thing on the plane ride home, Ilya chasing Mateo across the ice like a man trying to do everything he could to get a reaction.

Shane had known the conversation waiting on the other side of that game would find him. He hadn’t wanted it to happen here.



With Mateo, things feel easy in a way Shane is still learning to trust.

Ilya has never made anything about Shane’s life feel easy.

“Rozanov was the guy, right?” Mateo says. “The one you told me about, that you were hooking up with for years and fell hard for.” He pauses. “The one that played games with you.”

Shane’s gaze drops toward the floor between them. His fingers worry at the seam of the couch cushion beside his thigh. “Yes,” he says quietly.

Mateo exhales once, dragging a hand back through his hair before he continues. “Last night at the game he said some pretty fucked up shit to me about you.”

He glances toward Shane, measuring him. “I kind of intentionally tried to rage bait him because I was pissed off. Then afterwards I realized you might be upset about what I said back.”
Shane blinks once. The thought connects slowly.

What the actual fuck is wrong with Ilya. “Please tell me exactly what was said.”

The words come out tighter than he meant them to. Shane presses his tongue briefly against the back of his teeth, trying to keep his voice level.
Mateo nods once. “He skated up to me at the faceoff line and told me, ‘stay the fuck away from him.’”

Mateo lifts one shoulder slightly. “For a second I didn’t even know what he was talking about. So I asked who. And he said, ‘you know who.’” Mateo lets out a small breath through his nose. “Then it clicked.”
Mateo hesitates, eyes dropping briefly toward his hands before returning to Shane. “I said, ‘you want me to stay away from my boyfriend?’”

Shane stares at him, then lets out the breath he was holding.

Boyfriend.

That isn’t even bad.



Mateo lifts a hand. “Shane, listen. I know we aren’t boyfriends. I just.. the look on his face when he was talking about you..” Mateo shakes his head once. “I thought if I didn’t say something to get under his skin, I was going to punch him instead.”
Shane leans forward and catches Mateo’s mouth in a quick kiss before the moment can stretch into something heavier.

The instinct surprises even him.

It is something about the way Mateo said it. There was nothing defensive or embarrassed in his voice, just honest irritation, like the whole exchange had annoyed him on Shane’s behalf.
Shane sits with the realization.

Mateo had been standing there on the ice defending him.

Mateo pulls away slightly. “Shane, he said something really fucked up.”

The tone shifts again, more serious now. “And I want you to know because I get the feeling I’m not going to be the only one he tries to pull this shit with. He seems to have a vendetta against you and any guy that has touched you.”



Vendetta.

It isn’t surprising. If anything, it feels almost predictable. Ilya has always moved through the world like possession was a language he understood better than honesty.
Shane nods once. “Okay,” he says. “Tell me.”

Mateo’s gaze drifts downward briefly before he finishes the thought. “He said, ‘Your boyfriend has spent the last month on his back for half the league. I’m impressed you managed to get a turn.’”

Shane is seething. “What did you say back?”

Mateo looks at him for a second, something uncertain passing across his expression, before his eyes drop toward the floor. “I said.. ‘He is such a good boy, isn’t he?’”

He runs a hand back through his hair before finishing the thought. “And I smiled right in his face. He shut up. Then I won the puck.”
For a second Shane just stares at him, the image forming in his mind before the reaction arrives.

Then the laugh breaks out of him all at once.

A full laugh that folds him forward where he’s sitting.

“You’re honestly so funny,” he manages, dragging a hand across his face while the laughter keeps trying to come back. “I wish I could have seen his face.”

Mateo watches him carefully. “You’re not mad at me?”

“Mad at you for shutting him up?” Shane shakes his head. “No. Absolutely not.”
“But the shit he is saying about you,” Mateo continues. “People in the league have been pretty incredible and open about you coming out. A lot of guys honestly don’t even care about you hooking up around the league. But if Roz starts putting those kinds of ideas out there about you, if he tries to turn what you enjoy into something that makes you look weak, I worry about what that might grow into.”
Shane lets the words sit.

He understands what Mateo is saying. Hockey is a strange ecosystem. Stories move through locker rooms faster than reporters ever could.

Still.

“He’s a jealous fucking prick, Mateo. Fuck him. If he goes around acting jealous and crazy, people are going to catch on just like you did. It will only make him look worse.”
Mateo lets out a small laugh, the tension easing out of his shoulders a little. “There is a bit more.”

Shane lifts his eyebrows. “Okay. Tell me.”

Mateo nods. “After he spent the whole night trying to get a rise out of me and playing dirty, we lined up for the final faceoff. I looked at him and said, ‘It’s you, isn’t it?’”
Shane tilts his head slightly. “What did he say?”

“He asked what I meant.” Mateo smiles faintly. “So I told him. ‘The guy that fucked around and found out.’”

He pauses just long enough to add the final detail. “Then I won that puck too.”
Shane’s mouth falls open. The laugh comes back harder this time. Shane bends forward slightly, one hand covering his mouth while the sound keeps escaping anyway.

Because what kind of situation is this?

For five years, Ilya treated him like something temporary, something to pick up when it suited him and ignore when it didn’t. Now Shane finally lives openly, and suddenly Ilya wants to lecture other players about morality.
The hypocrisy hits all at once. The laughter continues until something else replaces it.

Shane straightens slowly.

When he looks back at Mateo, the amusement has drained out of his expression.

“I think I’m going to call him.”

“Call him?”

“Yes. I’m going to call him right now.”

Mateo watches him carefully. “And say what?”

“To tell him to fuck off and stay out of my life and mind his own business.”
Mateo leans back slightly, one hand resting against the side of his neck while he studies Shane’s expression. “Shane, you should do whatever you want,” he says slowly. “But maybe wait until after your game. Or at least give yourself a little time.”

“No.” Shane reaches for his phone, where it sits on the table beside him, turning it once in his hands while the thought continues to build. “I’m going to call him now.”

Mateo exhales and nods once. “Okay. Do you want me to leave the room?”

“No,” Shane says. “Stay.”

He glances toward Mateo again, the idea forming while he looks at him. “Maybe I should FaceTime him with you sitting right here.”
“Shane.”

“Mateo.”

Mateo lets out a breath and rubs his thumb slowly across the edge of the table before answering. “If you want to tell him to fuck off, then tell him to fuck off. Just don’t play his games.” He looks back at Shane. “You aren’t a mean person. Don’t let him turn you into one.”
For a few seconds, Shane says nothing.

He knows exactly what Mateo means.

Shane nods slowly.

“Okay,” he says. “You’re right.”


####





He dials Ilya’s number and brings the phone to his ear, listening while it rings longer than he expects.

Five rings pass before the call rolls over to voicemail.

Shane considers leaving it there, letting the anger burn out instead of dragging the conversation into existence.

Then he taps the screen and calls again.

The line rings twice before the call cuts off abruptly, the clean interruption that tells him Ilya declined it.

Shane stares at the screen and presses the call button again.

This time, the line connects instantly.





####



Ilya POV
Ilya sits on the couch when his phone lights up beside him.

His hand stops halfway to it.

Jane.



He watches it ring.

Shane does not call him.

The call rolls to voicemail while he keeps staring at the screen.

He exhales and picks the phone up, turning it once in his hand.

A few seconds later, it lights up again.

Jane.
Ilya declines after the second ring.

The phone lights up again almost instantly.

Jane.
Curiosity wins. He answers the phone.

“Hollander?”
“Ilya,” Shane says, the anger in his voice arriving before anything else. “What the fuck is wrong with you?”

Ilya leans back into the couch, rubbing the side of his neck while he tries to understand where this is coming from.

“What do you want?”

“I heard you said some pretty fucked up things about me on the ice last night.”

The moment the words leave Shane’s mouth, Ilya knows exactly what this call is about. “Did your boyfriend tell you that?”

“Yeah,” Shane says. “Actually, he did.”
The word boyfriend sends anger through Ilya before he can stop it. His hand moves to the chain at his neck, pulling it once through his fingers while the thought repeats in his head.

Boyfriend.

Since when does Alvarez get to be that?
“Well, you can tell your boyfriend-”

“Whatever you're about to say,” Shane cuts in, “why don't you tell him yourself? He's right beside me.”

Ilya forgets what he was going to say. His fingers catch the chain again as the realization sets in.

Mateo is there. In Montreal. Sitting beside Shane while he makes this call.

The possessive part of his mind lights up instantly, and he hates it.
“What kind of ambush is this?”

“Ambush?”

“You play Florida tonight at home.”

“Yeah.”

“And Mateo is with you.”

“Yes,” Shane replies. "That isn't the point. The point is that the more you go around talking like this about me to people, with your jealousy showing and all this weird possessive shit you do, the more you're going to start outing yourself.”
Ilya says nothing. The accusation hits too close to the truth, and his mind searches for something that will push the conversation back under his control.

“You're reading too much into it, Hollander. We were chirping.”

“I don't think I'm reading anything wrong at all,” Shane shoots back. “And listen to me for a second because you clearly don't understand what you're messing with here.”

Ilya presses the phone harder against his ear.

“Coming out was a big deal,” Shane says.

“Yes it was, for you,” Ilya mutters.

“For the league,” Shane snaps. “Guys have come out to me since then. Guys who never would have said anything before.”
Ilya exhales through his nose. “Hollander-”

“I'm not done.” Shane continues, the words coming faster now. “People are finding community in this. They’re finally feeling safe in ways they might not have before.”

“And when someone like you,” Shane goes on, “someone people respect, someone half the league looks up to, turns me being gay and liking what I like into something degrading-”

Ilya cuts in again. “That isn't what I-”

“It is exactly what you did,” Shane says. “And you have the power to take all of that goodwill and twist it into something ugly again.”
The line goes quiet.

“So yeah,” Shane finishes, voice hard now, “what exactly are you trying to accomplish?”

“Hollander, relax,” Ilya says. “We were just chirping.”

“That wasn't fucking chirping. You know it wasn't. It was cruel, it was hypocritical, and it's fucked up.”

“Hollander.”

“Shut the fuck up for once, Ilya.”

“Okay. I’m sorry.”

The apology comes out fast, almost reflexive, the way Ilya learned to deploy it when a conversation turns dangerous. Even as he says it, he knows Shane will not let the argument end that easily.
“You should be sorry,” Shane says. The words come out harder now, stripped of the patience he had been trying to hold onto earlier. “I'm calling to tell you to leave me the fuck alone. Leave Mateo alone. Leave anyone else I've slept with alone. Mind your own fucking business. Don't talk to me. Don't talk about me. Just leave me alone.”
Each sentence cuts through him like a door closing. Ilya presses his thumb to his temple hard, while the meaning of it spreads through him in a slow, nauseating realization. Shane isn't negotiating. Shane is done.
“You're overreacting.” The response leaves Ilya before he can reconsider it, the familiar instinct to make the situation smaller than it is. His fingers move to the chain at his neck again, pulling it once through his hand.

“I think I'm underreacting,” Shane says.

The certainty in Shane’s voice makes something in Ilya’s chest twist. Shane sounds composed, controlled in a way that tells Ilya he is not going to win this conversation the way he used to.



“You spent years hurting me. Years making me feel like I didn't matter. Like I was just another one of the million people you cycle through whenever you get bored.”

Ilya drags a hand across the back of his neck and up to his ear, rubbing it while he stares at the floor. The words hit harder than he expected. Not because they surprise him. Because they don't.

“I don't feel miserable anymore, Ilya. I'm actually happy,” Shane continues. “I have people in my life who talk to me, who care about me, who treat me like a person instead of something convenient.”
Ilya closes his eyes as the thought cuts through him.

He sounds happy.

God, he actually does.
“I learned you can have sex with someone and still have friendship, still have kindness, still have actual conversations. Do you understand that? Because I didn't know that before.”

The admission makes something sour rise in Ilya’s throat. He had never meant to make Shane feel that way.

“I spent years waiting for scraps,” Shane says, his voice lower now but no less controlled. “And my life isn't scraps anymore.”

Ilya exhales through his nose. Part of him hates hearing it. Another part feels a flash of reluctant pride. Shane sounds like someone who knows exactly what he wants now.

“So if you're miserable, that's your problem,” Shane finishes. “But you don't get to drag me back into it.”



“Hollander.”

“That is all I wanted to say,” Shane replies. “Don’t do that ever again, Ilya. Don’t slut shame me. Don’t talk down about me in front of other people. “You used to like me on my back, and now you want to turn it into something degrading. It’s fucked up.”
Ilya presses his fingers hard against the bridge of his nose, eyes closed, while the words settle into him with an ugly clarity he can't argue with.

“You are right,” he says quietly. “I won’t do it again." Then he continues, “Shane.. Shane, I am really sorry, okay. I don't know what is wrong with me.”
For a second, there is nothing but the faint sound of Shane breathing through the phone. When he speaks again, his voice is calmer, but there is still distance in it. “You should be.”
Ilya lowers his hand slowly, the words landing heavier than the anger had. “I think we should talk,” he says after a moment.

“Now is not a good time,” Shane replies. “I am too angry.”

Shane is not yelling anymore. He is simply done.

“Okay,” Ilya says. “I’m sorry.”

“Okay,” Shane says. “Don’t do it again.”

“I won’t,” Ilya says. “I promise.”
Shane doesn't respond right away.

Ilya listens to the silence on the other end of the line and realizes there is nothing left to argue about.

Shane already meant everything he said.

Shane says goodbye quickly after that and hangs up.
Ilya stays on the couch, staring at the phone in his hand.

How the hell did he fuck that up so badly.

He wonders if leaving Shane alone all this time made everything worse.

He can't say anything to any of those guys again. Not now. Not after this. Even if every instinct in his body still wants to.

If he is angry, it is at them.
Not Shane.

Hurting Shane was never the point.


####





Shane POV



“Are you okay?”

“Yes,” Shane says. He drags a hand across his face and exhales. “He isn’t a bad guy, you know.”

“I know that.”

Shane turns toward him, brows pulling together. “You do?”

“Of course I do.” Mateo rests his forearms on his knees. “He wears a mask. He protects himself. Half the league does. We all build some kind of persona to survive in hockey.” Mateo continues. “Ilya does a lot of charity. His teammates like him. He’s funny when he isn’t being a dick. I get it, Shane.”
Shane studies him for a second, the tension in his shoulders easing. “You guys used to remind me of each other,” he admits. “Before I got to know you better.”

Mateo huffs out a quiet breath through his nose. “That isn’t the first time I’ve heard that comparison.”
The room falls into a brief stretch of silence.

Mateo finally says, “He obviously cared about you, too.”

“I don’t think so,” Shane replies.
The thought of continuing to talk about Ilya makes Shane feel tired all over again. He doesn’t want this moment with Mateo turning into another dissection of that relationship.

What he wants instead is the space Mateo creates around him. The way Mateo admires him. The way he listens to Shane talk about other men with something like pride instead of jealousy.

It is strange and a little intoxicating, and Shane keeps leaning into it.

So he lets the conversation pivot away from Ilya.



His fingers pick at the seam of the couch cushion beside him. “I’ll stay away from him if you want.”

Mateo turns his head toward him. “Shane, you can be around whoever you want.”

“I know.” Shane shrugs slightly. “But if you, hypothetically, told me not to fuck someone.. I wouldn’t.”

“And why would you let me do that?” Mateo asks.

“Because I would know it was for a good reason,” Shane says easily. A spark of mischief slips into his voice, lighter than the conversation they just had. “Especially since you seem to enjoy the whole situation so much.”

“So you want me to be possessive and in charge of your sex life.”

“Yes.”



Shane answers without hesitation, watching Mateo’s reaction with curiosity. There is something new in the exchange, something electric he hasn’t quite named yet.

Mateo lets out a breath through his nose. “You like a controlling man.”

Shane shakes his head. “You don’t control me.” His tone stays calm, almost thoughtful. “You only do what I ask.”

He shifts closer on the couch, the space between them shrinking. “And I am asking you to tell me if there are certain men in the league, or otherwise, that you want me to stay away from.”

Mateo regards him for a second, the corner of his mouth pulling upward like he has just thought of something entertaining. “Or,” he says slowly, “if there are certain men I want you to try to get with.”
Shane’s mouth curves before he can stop it. “Then I will try to get with them,” he says. “As long as they are interested.”

Mateo lets out a soft breath through his nose. “Cariño,” he says, leaning back into the couch. “So many people are interested. You should hear the things they say.”

He shakes his head once. “I have to keep my mouth shut half the time. I cannot even brag. I just sit there listening.” His attention returns to Shane. “Feeling proud.”
Shane blinks at that. “Are people talking down about me?”

“Honestly?” Mateo says. “No.”

He stretches one arm along the back of the couch behind Shane, his posture loose, completely at ease inside the conversation. “Most of them are doing the opposite.”

Shane’s brow pulls together. “The opposite?”
Mateo watches him for a second before answering. “Shane,” he says, “you are like a siren.”

Shane lets out a small breath of disbelief. “A siren?”

Mateo nods once. “Do you have any idea how many men admire you right now?”

Shane doesn’t answer right away. Part of him wants to brush the idea aside, the same instinct that has always made him downplay compliments.
But Mateo is still looking at him like it is obvious. Mateo continues. “And be honest with me. Growing up, how many men did you admire who you also kind of wanted to fuck?”

Shane lets out a quiet laugh.

Mateo lifts a hand. “Not friends. Not family. I mean celebrities. Athletes. Men like that.”

Shane leans his head back against the couch cushion, considering it. “Like.. a lot of them.”

Mateo grins. “Exactly.” He leans forward slightly. “And if you suddenly got the chance to sleep with one of them?”

Shane laughs under his breath.

“What would happen?” Mateo presses.



Shane drags a hand across the back of his neck. The answer is obvious. “Honestly?”

“Yes.”

“My brain would break.”

Mateo laughs. “Who was one?”

Shane snorts softly. “Sidney Crosby.”

Mateo raises his eyebrows. “You could probably still pull him.”

Shane lets out another laugh, the thought hitting his brain in a completely absurd way. “My brain would actually break.”
Mateo points at him. “Exactly.” He gestures toward him. “You are breaking brains, Shane Hollander.”

Shane looks at him for a second. “Have I broken yours?”

Mateo doesn’t hesitate. “Completely.”

He presses a hand dramatically against his chest. “I am a giant mush pile ready for the taking.”

Shane laughs, looser than he had been all evening, and leans closer, cupping Mateo’s face. “My little mush mush.”

Mateo groans. “Yes, Shane. Your little mush mush.”

Shane presses quick kisses across his cheeks and forehead while Mateo pretends to suffer through the affection.





####





Home vs Florida Panthers

Montreal 4 - Florida 1

18-0
Shane had called someone in the Metros front office this morning, explaining that Mateo was in town visiting family and wanted to watch the game. They gave him seats in one of the box sections.
People noticed.

The broadcast cameras caught him early in the first period, and the reaction moved through the arena instantly. Fans pointed. Phones came out. Confused chatter rolled through the lower bowl before the scoreboard camera found him again.

Mateo was wearing his Detroit jersey. The boos arrived right on cue.

Mateo threw his arms up as if acknowledging a standing ovation, leaning against the railing of the box with a grin that only made the crowd louder.

Shane saw the replay later and had to bite down on a smile. Mateo looked like he was having the time of his life.
After the game, Shane barely makes it halfway through the locker room before the urgency catches up to him.

He doesn’t stay for banter or linger near the stalls while the rest of the team talks through the game, the way they usually do after a win.

He moves fast, stripping off his gear while a few teammates laugh at the obvious hurry.



Berkes lets out a long whistle from across the stalls.

Gagnon, still chewing his gum, mutters something dry about Detroit under his breath.
Shane can feel the speculation building behind him without turning around.

He assumes more than a few have already put the pieces together.

No one seems bothered.

If anything, the whole thing entertains them.





####





They get back to Shane’s apartment with the anticipation building all night, and Shane is ready to collect on the sex and care Mateo promised him.

His phone rings. Shane groans under his breath and reaches for it, intending to ignore the call.
Then he sees the name on the screen.

Mom.

He exhales once and answers.

“Hi Mom,” Shane says. His free hand reaches for Mateo’s, their fingers linking while he talks. “I’m tired from the game, I-”

“Mateo Alvarez was at your game today,” Yuna says. “Does that have anything to do with you?”

Shane tilts his head toward Mateo, the corner of his mouth pulling upward before he answers. “We’re friends,” he says. “He’s in town for a few days.”

“We’ll need to talk about this later,” Yuna replies. “There’s some online speculation we should discuss, but I won’t keep you. I’m just calling to remind you that tomorrow at ten you have your photo shoot and interview with Timid Magazine.”

“During the season?” Shane asks.

“Yes. Remember, we scheduled it because you had a few days off,” she says patiently. “Timid is an independent Asian magazine dedicated to amplifying unheard Asian stories from around the world. We talked about this at length. You chose this one specifically.”

Shane presses his tongue against the back of his teeth, remembering. “You’re totally right,” he says. “It slipped my mind. I’ll be there for ten.”
He glances over at Mateo again, leaning against the kitchen counter and watching with curiosity. “Mateo will come with me,” Shane adds. “You guys can hang out, right?”

“Sure,” Yuna says. “I’m happy to spend time with Mateo, but Shane.. do you want to gather more speculation right now?”

Shane exhales and squeezes Mateo’s hand once. “We’re friends,” he says. “Both captains. Both centres. We respect each other. Mateo’s in town and we’re spending time together. What’s wrong with that?”

“Shane,” Yuna says, “you’re being flippant. You know perfectly well people aren’t speculating because two captains respect each other.”
Shane glances at Mateo again and decides he does not want to spend another minute of the night having a media strategy conversation.

“I’m not dealing with that today,” he says. “I love you. Tell Dad goodnight.”

“Love you too,” Yuna replies.

Shane hangs up.

He stands there holding Mateo’s hand, the phone hanging loosely at his side, while the rest of the evening returns.





####


“So tomorrow I have a photoshoot and an interview,” Shane says, already leaning into Mateo, the invitation sounding more like a decision than a question. “You will come, yes? We can go on the date afterwards.”

“Yes,” Mateo replies. “Your mom didn’t seem too pleased.”

Shane laughs and drags a hand through his hair. “My mom is a loyal Metros fan,” he says. “She probably cares about hockey too much. My fraternizing with the enemy is probably making her crumble.”

“And it doesn’t help that you’re on an Original Six team.”
Mateo smiles. “I will charm her.”

“I’m sure you will.”

Mateo’s eyes move over Shane. “So I guess that means no bruises. No marking.”

Shane exhales, close to a groan. “Fuck.”

Mateo’s mouth curves. “What do you want? Did you think about it at all?”

Shane’s fingers hook into the front of Mateo’s shirt while he answers, his voice lowering. “I want you to fuck me so hard and be so rough with me that I feel like I’m going to pass out.”

The smile that follows is small and shy, like he is still getting used to saying things like that out loud.

Mateo lets out a soft laugh. “Okay,” he says. “Well, we definitely cannot do that tonight.”

His thumb slides across the back of Shane’s hand while he continues. “If we do that tomorrow, we need safety words. Guidelines. Rules.”
Shane brightens immediately. “I love rules.”

Mateo chuckles. “I know you do.”

“Maybe we save the rougher things for when you’re in Detroit next week. It seems like a busy two days for you.”

Shane’s mouth pulls downward, the disappointment impossible to hide.

Mateo leans forward and kisses him. “We have lots of time,” he murmurs. “We can build up to things, baby.”

“Okay,” Shane sighs. “Fine.”

Mateo brushes his nose against Shane’s cheek. “It’s late anyway. Tonight I just want to fuck you slowly so I can feel every part of you on me.”

He looks at him. “Is that okay?”

“Yes,” Shane says. “That’s okay.”

Mateo smiles. “Let’s go to bed, bombón.”





####





They fall into bed together, and the kissing deepens until Shane presses Mateo back into the mattress and slides down his body.

Shane takes his time.

One hand wraps loosely around Mateo’s cock, not moving at first, holding him there as if learning the shape of him, while his other hand drifts lower, fingers brushing across Mateo’s balls in teasing passes that make Mateo curse.

His mouth works patiently. His tongue circles the head, tracing it with careful attention, the contact feather light until Mateo’s hips twitch against the sheets. A private thrill moves through Shane.
Last time Mateo had held him down, strong hands guiding him, making him feel every inch Mateo wanted from him.

Tonight Shane wants to reverse that.

He wants Mateo to know how good Shane can be for him.

For several minutes Shane focuses on the head of his cock, licking and sucking slowly, his tongue drawing slow circles around it.
Mateo’s breathing turns rough.

Then Shane swirls his tongue along the length of him, taking his time with the movement, like licking the edge of an ice cream cone.

Mateo jolts upward. His hand tangles suddenly in Shane’s hair. “Cariño,” he mutters hoarsely. His back lifts from the mattress before he falls back again, eyes half closed.



“Do you like this?” Shane asks, lifting his eyes toward Mateo while the tip of his cock remains between his lips, one hand wrapped around him.

Mateo exhales through his teeth. “Baby.. you are incredible,” he says. “A work of art.”

Shane pulls back just enough to smile. “I’m your work of art.”

Mateo drags a hand across his face, trying to collect himself while Shane’s mouth stays wrapped around him.

“I want to take a picture of you right now,” he says. “Hang it in my living room.”

Shane lets out a muffled laugh against him before pulling off. “Would you jerk off to it when I wasn’t around?” he asks, colour creeping into his face even as he says it.
Mateo answers without hesitation. “Yes. All the time.”

Shane bites his lip for half a second. “Maybe I’ll let you take some photos of me then.”

Then he opens his throat and takes Mateo all the way down in one smooth motion.
Mateo’s reaction tears out of him. “I love seeing your mouth around me like that, Shane,” he breathes. “Oh my god.”

The sound echoes through the room, and Shane swells with pride.

Shane experiments after that.

He deep throats him again, slower this time, letting his throat relax around him before drawing back.

Then he switches to lighter sucks, teasing the head of his cock before closing his mouth more firmly around him.



Both of his hands join in now, palms moving along Mateo’s length while his mouth works higher, building sensation in overlapping rhythms.

Mateo’s hips push upward. “Jesus, cariño..”

Shane smiles against him. At one point he spits lightly onto his fingers and lets them drift lower, brushing along the crease beneath Mateo’s ass.



Mateo’s breath stutters. Shane notices.

Good.

So the next time he takes him down into his mouth, Shane presses one finger inside him.

Mateo gasps.

The sound shoots straight through Shane like electricity.

He keeps going. His mouth is working slowly. Finger moving deeper.

Mateo curses under his breath, hips jerking once against the sheets.

This continues a while, Shane alternating between teasing and pressure, letting Mateo drift to the edge of losing control.
Then Mateo suddenly sits up.

The change is abrupt enough that Shane barely reacts before Mateo grips his shoulder and turns him onto his back.

The mattress dips beneath them. Mateo doesn’t speak. His expression has changed. Something darker lives there now. Something hungrier.
He pins Shane down with one arm and lowers his mouth onto him in one decisive motion.

Shane’s back arches.

Mateo moves differently than Shane did.
Where Shane had taken his time, Mateo drives forward with urgency, mouth working faster, drawing sounds out of Shane before he can stop them.

Shane grabs at the sheets. “Mateo-”

Mateo pulls away suddenly. The loss makes Shane cry out. “Mateo!”

A second later, Mateo is back, with lube and a condom in his hand. The bottle clicks open.

Mateo returns to him quickly.

He pushes one finger inside Shane. Then another. His movements carry focus now, working Shane open with firm strokes that pull broken breaths from his chest.



Within minutes three fingers are moving inside him.

Shane’s body trembles against the mattress. “Mateo.. I need you inside me right now. Please.”

Mateo doesn’t answer. He adds a fourth finger.

The stretch pulls a shudder through Shane’s entire body while Mateo holds him down with one hand across his stomach.
Shane can feel every movement Mateo makes. And he cannot stop the sounds leaving his mouth.

Then he crawls on top of him and kisses him with a tenderness that catches Shane completely off guard, the contact lingering long enough that Shane’s mind stalls for a second, trying to understand the contrast.
A minute ago, Mateo had been relentless.

Now his mouth moves against Shane’s like something precious.

Shane feels butterflies throughout his body, the same dizzy sensation he remembers from his first kiss. It spreads through him until it takes over his body, lingering through every inch of him.
Shane exhales against Mateo’s mouth.

Mateo raises Shane’s knees and plunges into him, and Shane lets out the softest moan as Mateo begins moving inside of him at an unhurried pace.

The sensation travels through Shane in widening circles.

Mateo presses deeper a fraction at a time while one hand cups Shane’s face, thumb moving along his cheek as their mouths meet again.

Shane feels so overwhelmed as Mateo moves inside him while holding his face like that, kissing him again and again as if there is nowhere else he would rather be.
Shane’s hands slide up Mateo’s back.

His fingers press there instinctively, searching for something to hold while his body adjusts to the sensation of Mateo filling him.

The pace stays unhurried.

Each movement sends another pulse of sensation through Shane’s body. It is almost unbearable.

And he wants more.
Mateo keeps kissing him.

Sometimes their mouths stay together.

Sometimes Mateo lifts his head just enough to look down at him.

“You feel incredible, cariño,” he murmurs into another kiss. “I cannot believe someone can feel this good.”

Shane’s brain struggles to produce language. All that comes out is a breathless, “Mateo.”
Then he pulls him back down again. They move together like this for a long time.

Minutes stretch until Shane loses track of them completely.

They fuck for a long time, it feels like hours, Mateo moving slower and slower as the tension between them builds.

Sometimes, Mateo wraps a hand around Shane and begins moving it along his length.

Every time Shane edges close to release, Mateo notices.
And every time he slows. The rhythm stretches again. Deeper. A lot more controlled.

The restraint makes Shane feel like he might come apart.

Their eyes meet whenever their mouths separate, Mateo looking directly at him with his beautiful blue eyes in a way that makes Shane feel completely seen.
Shane feels his body reacting to every movement.

He feels inside his body and outside of it at the same time, every nerve alive with sensation, while another part of him drifts somewhere distant in the haze.

He has never experienced anything like it.

It is the most surreal sexual experience he has ever had.
Shane’s body feels raw and spent but he still wants everything Mateo is willing to give him.

Mateo keeps murmuring against his mouth. “You’re perfect.” Another kiss. “You’re such a good boy.”

Mateo presses his forehead briefly against Shane’s. “Mi rey.”
By the time the tension finally reaches its peak, they are both shaking.

Shane has his hand around his cock, but he isn't moving it.

Mateo slides his hand around Shane's and begins moving it with him.

“Let’s come together,” he whispers.

Shane nods quickly. “Okay, baby.”
Mateo’s hips move again, deeper this time.

Each movement brushes the same place inside Shane that sends another wave of sensation through him.

“I’m ready, baby,” Shane breathes. “Are you?”

“Yes, mi amor,” Mateo answers. “Now.”

The release crashes through both of them at the same time.

Shane feels it tear through his body from head to toe, the sound that escapes him turning into a broken cry as he comes.

Mateo’s body tenses above him, a strained sound breaking from his throat as he follows Shane over the edge, hips pressing forward as the release hits him just as hard.
Tears slip from the corners of Shane’s eyes before he realizes they are there. Mateo catches one with his finger.

Then he collapses onto Shane, their bodies tangled together while they catch their breath.
Shane stays there beneath him, one hand drifting slowly up Mateo’s back.

Mateo eventually pushes himself up, lifting his head to look down at him.

“Brain broken,” he says softly. “See what I mean.”

Shane smiles. “My big mush mush,” he says, reaching up to cup Mateo’s face between both of his hands before pulling him back down for another kiss.

Mateo lets out a quiet laugh against Shane’s mouth. “I’m in trouble, Shane.”
Shane looks up at him for a second.

There is something so open in his expression.

“I think I am too,” Shane says.
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    Chapter End Notes

    I hope everyone liked this chapter.
After the love the last chapter received, I think I briefly experienced some version of writer’s block.
I sit down to write it, and suddenly my brain goes:
What if everything you write is wrong?
The double edged sword of people loving this fic so much is that I now feel an intense need to do it justice.

I am really proud of the first ten chapters and love this world, so every time I sit down to write I’m a little afraid of making the wrong move. So I’m trying to trust the process and not rush anything.

Part of me wants to keep this chaotic.
The next fuck. Then the next fuck. Then the next fuck.
But Shane also feels things deeply, and some connections hit him differently than others. He’s trying to navigate that while still holding onto what he wants right now, which is exploring men openly and honestly so he can experience it without guilt.

I’m also still figuring out how much outside reality I want around this story. In my canon the consequences of Shane being a slut are not exactly what they would be in the real world. Sometimes I want that background noise. Sometimes I want parts of this fic to live in lala land where those pressures barely exist.

Chapters might come a little slower for a bit.

I know Ilya keeps having these internal thoughts. The scissors in the hotel room. Opening the emergency exit on the plane. I promise I am not writing him as dark and depressy in this fic. That doesn’t mean he doesn’t have anxiety or complexity, but that is not the story I’m telling here.
Right now, a lot of what he is saying is jealousy and him being dramatic.
He does not actually want to crash a plane. I promise.

People asking about Svetlana, I’m already writing a lot of characters and dynamics for Shane, and I have more coming. I don’t think I can realistically add a full story of that friendship right now.
This fic is Shane centric. Ilya’s narrative exists because he is important to any story Shane is in.
Marlow, however, will absolutely continue growing as an important presence in both their lives.

And yes. Ilya will probably continue getting tortured a little.
Partly because jealous Ilya fics are fun. But also because he is currently very deep in denial about what is happening with Shane. Until he actually opens his eyes and deals with that, I’m not letting up on him.

Another note about Ilya. His perception of Mateo is funny to me because it mirrors how the league often perceives Ilya himself.
In my head, Ilya started chirping at Mateo when he was a rookie. Mateo chirped back harder and better, and Ilya internalized it as “he’s a dick I hate him” because he couldn’t beat him in the place where he normally beats everyone else.
Mateo is a bit of a mirror for Ilya right now.

As for Mateo. I honestly don’t know if I’m falling in love with Mateo, if Shane is, or if both of us are.
Their dynamic right now is very much about boundaries and control. Shane is letting himself feel in control while also allowing someone else to take the reins because he trusts Mateo not to do anything that would harm him. Mateo genuinely cares about keeping that dynamic safe and fun.

That being said, this does not mean Shane is done having chaotic sex across the league.
Shane is not a reckless person. Or at least he isn’t trying to be one.
But he has absolutely become the gravitational centre of a new queer ecosystem in hockey.

Also, a quick note: J.J., Hayden and Shane in my head are still absolute besties. FWB energy, very much like canon Svetlana and Ilya. They all love each other. No one is falling in love here. Everyone is genuinely happy with the dynamic. They also enjoy being affectionate outside of sex. Cuddles are important too.

Everyone seems to be loving this fic, and it genuinely makes me happy.

Just like Shane Hollander, I am unfortunately also a slut for praise, so all your comments have been incredible.

Things are definitely getting messy.
Shane is out here vibing, though.
He believes honesty will protect people, and most of the time it probably will.
But sometimes honesty alone still isn’t enough.
His intentions are always good.

Also, I must say.
You are all freaks, and I love it.
I saw a tweet about people getting off to smut writers’ fics, and I just want to say with all the love in the world that I hope all your toys are charged, and you stay hydrated while reading mine.

I would love to know who everyone’s favourite hookups have been so far. No negativity about anyone. Just tell me which dynamics you’re enjoying the most.

Thank you so much to everyone reading, commenting, and leaving kudos.
And to everyone sharing the fic around. That means a lot to me. I’ve spent a huge amount of time writing this story, and every time I see someone recommending it somewhere, my heart kind of explodes.


  


      

  












      Chapter 12: Our captain has to keep getting laid
  


    Chapter Summary

    Winning streaks tend to attract attention.
So do confident captains, complicated friendships, and a season that is already taking unexpected turns.
Across the league, people are starting to notice Shane Hollander.
Some of them may be noticing a little too closely.



    Chapter Notes

      I have developed a deep obsession with this fic, and every time I try to break free for a few days, I somehow end up spending even more time on my laptop writing it. At this point, I might as well surrender to the power of Slutty Shane.
He has also broken my brain a little.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  


	
Nov 18, 2014


	
Tue


	
Away


	
Buffalo Blades





	
Nov 20, 2014


	
Thu


	
Home


	
Washington Generals





	
Nov 22, 2014


	
Sat


	
Away


	
Detroit Red Wings





	
Nov 25, 2014


	
Tue


	
Home


	
Toronto Maple Leafs





	
Nov 27, 2014


	
Thu


	
Away


	
Tampa Bay Lightning





	
Nov 29, 2014


	
Sat


	
Home


	
Buffalo Blades







Shane Hollander’s current roster:
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November 16th
Montreal 
Shane’s POV

Shane and Mateo wake up at 8 AM.
Mateo goes to shower and make breakfast while Shane stays in bed longer.

He dreamed about Ilya last night, waking several times, thinking about their phone call. He knows he didn’t do anything wrong by setting boundaries with him. Still, the sinking feeling in his stomach hasn’t disappeared.
With each passing day, he understands more clearly that getting over someone who shaped your emotional world takes time. Maybe someday he and Ilya will be friends. For now, the distance matters, and he isn’t going to break it.

Mateo disappears into the kitchen to make breakfast while Shane goes into the bathroom for his morning manifestations in the mirror.
He catches sight of his hair sticking up in every direction and laughs at himself before getting dressed.
The interview with Timid has been circling his schedule for years. The magazine is based in San Francisco, and it never quite lined up, but after he came out, the requests started arriving again, persistent enough that the magazine rented studio space in Montreal and flew a small crew out to work around his schedule between games. When they arrive, his mom is already waiting. Shane introduces her to Mateo and notices the careful way she studies him before someone from the crew pulls him toward hair and makeup.
He has never liked getting his picture taken. Even as a kid, he would sit beside his mom the night before school photos, making her watch him practice different smiles, studying his own eyes in the mirror and trying to understand what they were supposed to be saying.
Did they have enough emotion? What were they expressing? The whole thing overwhelmed him.


####


The photoshoot runs for most of the afternoon.
He changes into too many outfits, being directed through different poses while the camera flashes every few seconds.
Normally, Shane hates this.
But today, something about the room is different.
Almost everyone working the set is Asian. Stylists, assistants, the camera crew. For the first time in a long time, he does not feel like an anomaly standing in front of the lens.
Usually, he would feel anxious, but today he feels completely open. He feels hot. He feels desirable.
Mateo watches from the side of the room with his mom, occasionally cheering him on when Shane leans too far into the ridiculousness of the photoshoot.
Mateo and his mom get especially loud when Shane is in a baby yellow sweater and boxers on a bed for one series of photos.

After several rounds of photos, they take a break to sit down with Eena, the writer Timid sent for the interview.
She smiles when he settles into the chair across from her. “Ready?”
Shane nods, rubbing the seam of his sweater between his fingers while she flips open her notebook.
The questions start easily enough. Childhood. His parents. When hockey first took over his life. Japanese traditions in his house growing up.
Then the conversation moves toward growing up Asian Canadian in a sport that rarely looked like him.
Eena asks about representation, about what it felt like moving through locker rooms and junior leagues where he was often the only person of colour in the room.
Shane answers slowly at first, careful not to sound like he has rehearsed this too often.
Most of the truth sits somewhere between ordinary and complicated.
Hockey had always felt normal to him growing up. His dad loved the game. His mom loved the game. His friends loved the game. As a kid, you do not spend much time analyzing who belongs. You want to play well enough that no one can take the ice away from you.
But there were moments, he admits. Moments where someone else pointed it out first. Moments where the difference became impossible to ignore.
He tells her about kids who come up to him after games now. Parents showing them highlights because he looks like them. Kids saying they had not been sure hockey was a place for them until they saw him playing.
Eena listens closely, writing quickly while Shane speaks. Eventually, the conversation moves toward coming out. The league. The reaction from teammates. The strange reality of suddenly becoming visible in a new way.
Shane leans back in the chair while he explains that the biggest change has been honesty. For years, he felt like every word he said in public had to be measured against what people expected him to be. Every interview. Every camera. Every interaction.
Now he just exists.

They talk longer about locker room culture, younger players entering the league, and the quiet way the sport is evolving.
By the time they wrap up, Shane feels surprisingly relaxed.
The interview never turns combative. Eena seems more interested in listening than pushing him toward headlines.
When they return to the photoshoot, the afternoon dissolves into lights, outfit changes and cameras. Hours pass before he notices. Each time he glances across the room, Mateo is still there with his mom, the two of them in conversation.

Someone from the team explains that a few images will be sent to him in the next few days, and he is welcome to post them to get people excited for the full magazine and the rest of the photographs appearing in next month’s issue.
Shane steps away from the set, tired but satisfied.
He finds his mom and Mateo across the room, still talking like it is natural. Mateo says something that makes Yuna laugh, and Shane raises his eyebrows because his mother does not laugh like that with many people.
They gather their things and head for the door. Shane is halfway through thanking the crew when he turns back and sees Yuna step forward and pull Mateo into a hug.
It catches him off guard.
“Next time you’re in Ottawa,” she tells Mateo when she pulls back, “you should come for dinner. David and I would love to have you.”
Mateo smiles politely. “I would like that.”
Shane blinks once, realizing the invitation did not include him.
Mateo glances over at him, looking pleased with himself.
Apparently, Shane’s mother has adopted him in a single afternoon.
Shane exhales through his nose.
Unbelievable.


####


They go to dinner at Le Club Chasse et Pêche that evening. They are both dressed down in jeans and a button-down. Mateo looks incredible in a light blue shirt that makes his eyes stand out.
The host recognizes Shane immediately but quietly guides them to a table near the back where the lighting is low and the room feels anonymous.
Mateo spends most of the meal teasing and complimenting him about the photoshoot.
“The world is going to be in shambles,” he says seriously. “You look like you know exactly what you’re doing to people.”
Shane laughs because he thought the photoshoot went well, but the way Mateo talks about it makes it sound like the world will malfunction when people see the photos.

“Especially you in that baby yellow sweater with your stomach out. I think I experienced cuteness aggression; it took everything in me not to come over and bite your stomach.” His eyes stay on Shane’s.
“I wish you did,” Shane says seductively.
“I am being serious,” Mateo says.
“They said if I wanted anything from the shoot I should reach out. I never take them up on the offer, but if you feel this strongly about the yellow sweater, I’ll see if I can get my hands on it.” Shane says.
“Please do.”

Shane watches the way Mateo talks with his hands while explaining something, the small shifts in expression that move across his face when he gets animated about a story.
At some point, their hands find each other across the table.
Shane had been resting his palm near the edge of the tablecloth while Mateo spoke, and Mateo’s fingers slid against his.
Shane pauses half a second, then lets his hand turn over. Their fingers lace together easily.
The ease of it surprises him, how natural the contact is after years of training himself to keep even the smallest gestures invisible.
Shane knows it is reckless.
But in that moment he does not care.
Mateo’s thumb traces a slow line along the back of his hand while they continue talking like nothing unusual is happening.
They drift through different conversations, and Shane realizes he has been smiling for several minutes.
Halfway through the meal, he feels a disturbance on the edge of his awareness, the instinct he developed over the years in the league whenever someone begins watching him too closely.
Across the room, someone lifts a phone and points the camera in their direction.
Before he can say anything, a waiter appears beside the table with practiced efficiency. The exchange happens quietly but firmly. The phone disappears. The waiter speaks again, and the couple nod before returning their attention to their meal. Shane exhales through his nose.

They both try not to let it bother them or ruin the night. They stay a little longer after that. The food is excellent. The conversation is even better.


####


When they step outside the restaurant, the night air presses cooler against Shane’s skin. For a brief stretch of sidewalk, the street is calm, the city moving around them in its usual rhythm, until he notices the cameras waiting near the curb.
Two photographers lift their lenses as soon as they spot them.
Shane slows without thinking. Montreal rarely operates like this. The city tends to leave its players or anyone with notoriety alone, which makes the presence of paparazzi feel intrusive in a way that is difficult to ignore.
Mateo notices them too. “Just keep walking, don’t give them any attention.” He says. They share a quick look before continuing down the sidewalk side by side, close enough that Shane feels the warmth of Mateo’s shoulder, though he keeps his hands buried in his jacket pockets.
The photographers trail them for several blocks, calling out their names and questions until the noise eventually fades behind them.
Shane exhales once the sound disappears behind them.
“I’m sorry,” Mateo says, looking at Shane like he can read on his face how overwhelmed he just got.
“It isn’t your fault,” Shane replies.
“No, but that was overwhelming, and you already had a long day. They are vultures.”
He does not mind people seeing him with Mateo. But being stalked in the night feels beyond what he feels comfortable with.
Nothing between them has been defined, and Shane understands his own life well enough to know that this part of it might involve more than one person.
Coming out was never about giving the public a new way to categorize him. It was about freedom. About choosing how to exist without shaping himself around other people’s expectations.
By the time they reach Shane’s apartment, the long day catches up with him.
Inside, the apartment lights are dim, and the space is calm after hours of cameras and questions.
Shane showers and changes into some boxers and climbs into bed while Mateo disappears briefly into the bathroom. When he returns, he slides in beside him and pulls him close without asking.
Shane rests his head against Mateo’s shoulder, the closeness moving through him after a day spent under bright lights and curious eyes.
Not long after, they fall asleep tangled together.


####
November 17th, 2014

They spend most of the day in bed.
Food containers gather across the bedside table and the dresser while movies play in the background, half watched, the two of them drifting in and out of conversation as different thoughts wander into the space between them.
They talk about their childhoods, about the moment they realized they were better than most at hockey, about places they’d like to vacation, and about their favourite foods.
The kind of day where hours pass without either of them noticing.
Eventually, the conversation turns toward past relationships and partners. Shane doesn’t have much to add.
Mateo is lying on his side beside him, one arm tucked under his head, watching Shane with open curiosity. “Can I ask more about the two of you?”
Shane rolls onto his back and looks at the ceiling briefly, considering where to begin. “We met when we were seventeen,” he says slowly. “But I had already heard about him for years before that. I knew we would be in the same draft class. I knew our careers would be linked somehow.”

Mateo nods, listening. “You know how you said that thing about admiration?” Shane continues. “I admired him. For a long time. I followed his career even when he played in Russia.”
Mateo smiles softly. “You two were a big deal. During my rookie year, all I heard about was Shane Hollander and Ilya Rozanov. And neither of you had been drafted yet. The anticipation and rivalry they had already started building around the two of you.”
“Exactly.” Shane rubs his thumb along the seam of the blanket while he speaks. “It felt like a lot of pressure; it also felt like no one other than him could truly understand it.”
“That actually makes a lot of sense,” Mateo says.

“And the weird thing is, we barely spent any time together. You and I have probably spent more time together already than we ever did. But I still felt like I knew him.”
Mateo studies him. “And you were in love with him.”
Shane lets out a slow breath. “Yeah.”
He pauses, searching backward through memory. “I don’t think I knew it at first. Not for the first few years. I don’t remember the moment when I realized it. But eventually I did. Even then, I thought it wasn’t possible that it could ever amount to anything.”
Shane pauses again. “But yeah. I was in love with him.”
Saying it out loud feels strange, like describing someone he used to be.
Mateo shifts slightly on the mattress, propping himself up a bit more. “And he was with you.”
Shane shakes his head. “No. I don’t think so. I think I was a game to him.” He presses his lips together briefly. “A toy.”

He doesn’t know if he really believes that, or if it is the easier story to tell himself right now.
Mateo watches him carefully. “You weren’t a game to him,” he says after a moment. “The guy I saw on the ice the other night didn’t look like someone angry he lost a toy.”
Mateo’s voice lowers slightly. “He looked like someone who was hurting.”
Shane turns his head toward him. “You think he’s hurting?”
Mateo shrugs. “Have you ever met his dad? His family?”
“I saw his dad at the draft. But besides that, from what I understood, they were back in Russia.”
Mateo exhales and rubs his fingers over his eyes, pinching the tip of his nose. “From what I understand, his dad is a fucking dick. He’s extremely hard on him. Nothing he ever does is enough. His mom died when he was young, and his brother apparently isn’t exactly a great person either. Things in Russia are a lot different than here.”
Shane turns onto his side, curiosity and sadness pushing through his earlier frustration. “How do you know this?”
Mateo smiles faintly. “I’m interested in people. I ask questions.” He adjusts one shoulder. “I have friends on the Boston team. I heard some stories in Sochi, too. You didn’t know any of this?”
Shane shakes his head. “I tried asking him questions over the years. He was always shut down. It didn’t seem like he wanted to talk to me about his family or Russia or much at all. I felt like I couldn’t ask other people because that might give us away. I had a feeling things weren’t great at home, but it always felt like he didn’t want me to know.”
Mateo considers that. “I think some people learn unconditional love and kindness very early, not only how to give it but how to receive it,” he says slowly. “Like I did. And from meeting your mother, I think you did too.” He pauses. “And some people don’t grow up with that.”
Shane’s fingers go still against the blanket. “And you think Ilya didn’t.”
Mateo lifts one shoulder. “No. I don’t think he did. Or even if he did, it doesn’t seem like it continued once his mom was gone. That doesn’t mean he doesn’t have it in him. I think he carries an extra layer of self-protection.”

A short silence stretches between them. Shane is taking in the information, his brain spinning. “I think you should talk to him,” Mateo says eventually. “Really talk to him. Even if it’s just for closure for both of you.”
Shane stares at the ceiling again. “Maybe.” His jaw clenches. “I’m so angry at him right now. Or hurt. Maybe both. If I talk to him and he says the right things, I know I’ll go running back, and I don’t think that’s what is best for either of us right now. I’m happy with myself and the things I’m doing, and the connections I’m making.”
Mateo nods easily. “Do whatever feels right for you.”
Shane turns his head again. “That wouldn’t bother you, me talking to him?”
Mateo smiles. “Shane, you and I are both passionate people. In the way we care. In the way we play hockey. In the way we treat our bodies. In the way our minds work.” He gestures lightly between them. “But we’ve only been getting to know each other for a little over a month.”
He pauses. “Would I be lying if I said I hope this could become something more someday?”
His expression softens slightly. “I would like that.” Another breath. “But right now I enjoy this.”

He looks over at Shane and then continues. “Our schedules are insane. I enjoy talking to you every day. I don’t want that to stop. I love you letting me be part of your sex life with other men.”
His mouth curves slightly. “And I would love to make time to see each other more than just when our teams play. If you want that too.”
“I do,” Shane says.
Mateo nods. “But you’re out in the world right now. Newly gay. Being a little slutty. Having fun.” His tone carries amusement, not judgment. “And I think even though when we’re together, you feel something real, you probably still want to explore other things.”
Shane exhales. “You’re right. I don’t want to be tied down emotionally right now.”
Mateo nods once. “Okay. Then we’re good.” Then he adds. “One more thing. I know we both seem to be enjoying exploring this dynamic sexually with one another, and I’m excited to see where that goes. But in general, I’m not a jealous person. I would never tell you who to talk to or not talk to. Who not to connect with. It isn’t my style. I only worry about your safety and comfort.”

Shane turns his head toward him again. “When I’m in Detroit,” he says slowly, “can we have rougher sex?”
Mateo raises an eyebrow. “How rough?”
Shane smiles faintly. “Really rough.”
Mateo considers that for a moment, watching him in that patient way he has, like he is waiting for Shane to keep going if he wants to.

“Or maybe JJ and Hayden could join us one night,” Shane adds casually.
“Would they want that?” Mateo says after a small pause, sounding a little confused.
“I think so. Would you want that?”
“If that is what you want.” He tilts his head slightly. His eyes darken, like he is taking in the idea. “Would you want me to watch them fuck you? Or would you want all of us to fuck you?” His eyes stay on Shane, searching for the answer. “Would you want me to touch them too? If they wanted that?”

Shane takes a moment, turning the thought over. “I don’t know,” he says finally. “I’d have to think about it more. And obviously talk to them. I did bring it up to them both, and they seemed interested, but we would have to set boundaries, of course.”
“Yes, check in with them. But also, if it’s just us in Detroit, I am more than happy with that too.”

They spend the rest of the day hanging out, playing video games, and watching an episode of wrestling while Shane talks Mateo’s ear off about it, even mentioning his dream scenario of getting gang banged by a bunch of wrestlers. Mateo’s ears perk up at that.
They get into bed early and suck each other off, then later they have sex before eventually falling asleep tangled in each other’s arms.


####


A few weeks ago, after the threesome with J.J. and Hayden, Shane and Hayden ended up talking about everything. About the fact that they had slept together, and then had a threesome with J.J.

Shane is fairly certain J.J. is not gay. If anything, he seems like someone who falls somewhere under the bisexual umbrella but prefers dating women. Sex with Shane feels more like something he enjoys within the safety of their friendship.

Hayden feels different.
Hayden is married to Jackie and clearly loves her deeply, but he sits much more in the middle of the spectrum. Sex with women, sex with men. Both feel equally real to him, even if this is still new territory.

Shane asks him, at one point, if he wishes he and J.J. had done more with each other during the threesome.
Hayden says he enjoyed making out with J.J., and he loves fucking Shane. But what he has been curious about is what it would feel like to bottom.
He pauses before adding he does not think he wants to bottom for J.J. Or take things further with him sexually beyond enjoying Shane together.

Shane does not fully understand why he wouldn’t want to have sex with J.J., and Hayden doesn’t know what he’s missing, but Shane respects it.

He suggests, carefully, that when they are in Detroit, they could bring Mateo into the dynamic. He tells Hayden he thinks Mateo would be a great person to fuck him, and that Shane could be there if that made it feel easier.
Hayden seemed very into the idea.

A few days later, Shane casually mentions the idea to J.J. When they are in Detroit, he might invite Hayden over to Mateo’s place for the evening. He asks if J.J. wants to join them.
J.J. immediately says yes.
Shane asks him the same question he asked Hayden. Whether he wants to explore anything more with Hayden.
J.J. laughs a little and says that he feels the same way Hayden does. He likes making out with him. He enjoys fucking Shane with him. But he does not think he actually wants to have sex with Hayden.

The whole situation confuses Shane.
Both of them are clearly comfortable having sex with men. Specifically with him. But neither of them seems interested in crossing that line with each other.
Still, Shane respects it.

If they want to fuck him and make him feel incredible, he is certainly not going to argue with that. If they only want to kiss, touch, and share him between them, that works too.

Though privately, Shane cannot stop thinking about what it might be like if the four of them ended up together in Detroit.
Mateo watching while Hayden and J.J. fuck him.
Or maybe Mateo fucking Hayden while J.J. fucks Shane.
A quiet thrill moves through him at the thought that he might be the one thing tying all of them together.
Either way, Shane is fairly certain the experience would be life-changing.


####


November 18th, 2014

The next morning arrives sooner than Shane would prefer.
Shane and Mateo both have to head to the airport for their next games.
Sometimes on travel days, Hayden, J.J., and Shane carpool.
Hayden usually picks up J.J. first and then swings by Shane’s place before they drive to the airport. It has become a routine on most road trip days, unless Hayden needs to drop his kids off at school that morning.
Today, the routine looks different.
Instead of picking Shane up alone, Hayden pulls up outside the building where Shane and Mateo are already waiting together.

They slide into the back seat.
Mateo moves first, taking the seat behind Hayden on the left side. Shane hesitates briefly, aware that the logical place for him would be the seat behind J.J.
He can feel J.J. and Hayden watching him from the front seat.
He slides into the middle seat so his shoulder presses lightly against Mateo’s.
The contact happens instantly, Mateo’s arm warm along his side, the two of them fitting into the space as if they had already decided this without saying it.
Only after the door shuts does Shane realize J.J. is still looking back at them.
The car pulls away from the curb, and for the first stretch of the drive, the atmosphere hangs in a strange pocket of silence where no one seems sure how to begin.
Shane can see Hayden watching them through the rearview mirror, his eyes lifting every few seconds before returning to the road.
J.J., on the other hand, makes no effort to disguise how interested he is in watching Mateo and Shane this close together.
From the passenger seat, he keeps twisting around to look back at them.
Shane notices everything.
The subtle current running through the car. The sense that everyone is paying attention while pretending not to be. The silence no one seems sure how to fill.
And if he is being honest with himself, he is enjoying the awkwardness more than he probably should.
There is something satisfying about realizing these men, talented, confident professional athletes, are a little thrown off by him and the situation he has them in.
Having all of them in one place at once does something strange to his brain.

A reckless thought slips into his head.
He imagines asking Hayden to pull the car over so he can suck each of their dicks one after the other.
Shane presses his lips together, trying not to grin.
Then he decides to break the tension.
“I love this,” he says casually from the back seat. “All my boyfriends together under one roof.”
Three separate intakes of breath echo through the car before laughter breaks out.
Encouraged, Shane pushes further.
“I just wish we had a bed,” he adds thoughtfully. “So you could all take turns fucking me.”
J.J. nearly chokes. “Shane, what the fuck,” he says, shaking his head. “You are so freaky. You always push things too far.”
“You have issues, man,” Hayden adds from the driver’s seat, laughing under his breath. “And I love every single one of them.”

Hayden laughs again, one hand lifting briefly from the wheel as he shakes his head.
Mateo’s hand slides over Shane’s thigh.
The contact is casual, but J.J.’s attention snaps to it.

Shane watches as his eyes linger on Shane’s lap, where Mateo’s hand is lying, his jaw tightening.
“You don’t have to be jealous, J.J.,” Shane says lightly. “You’re welcome to come back here and touch my thigh too.”
He isn’t entirely sure what has gotten into him.
Watching the way these men orbit around him has begun to change something inside him.
He sees it in the rearview mirror when Hayden glances back.
In the way J.J. keeps twisting around in his seat.
In the way Mateo’s hand rests on his thigh like it belongs there.
The attention. The hunger in the way they look at him. The way a room bends whenever he says something outrageous.
For the first time, he feels the pull he has on people.
And as long as everyone is enjoying the dynamic, he sees no reason not to enjoy it too.
If he ever sensed that the situation stopped being fun for any of them, he would find a way to correct course. But right now, everyone seems very much on board.

“J.J., you can’t go back there,” Hayden says from the driver’s seat. “That isn’t fair. I think I would lose my shit.”
Mateo finally speaks up from beside Shane.
“Hayden,” he says calmly, “if you guys want to come back here, I can drive.” He pauses. “You can both take care of Shane,” he continues. “As long as I get to listen.”

The car explodes into laughter.
The strange atmosphere that had filled the car earlier breaks apart, replaced by something easier and more playful.
For the first time since they got in the car, everyone seems relaxed.
Shane feels the moment opening in front of him.
That’s when he decides to take the risk.
“Would you guys want to come back to Mateo’s place after the game in Detroit next week?”

J.J. and Hayden exchange a look.
The kind of look that carries an entire silent conversation without either of them saying a word.
Shane feels Mateo’s hand squeeze his thigh beside him.
The gesture carries encouragement rather than ownership, a signal that Mateo supports whatever Shane wants to ask for.
Shane waits for their answer.

“Yes,” Hayden and J.J. say at the same time.
The speed of it makes Shane blink.
J.J. laughs first, pointing across the car at Hayden. “See? We’re on the same page.”
Hayden shakes his head, still smiling as he keeps his eyes on the road.

####


Away vs Buffalo Blades
Montreal 3 – Buffalo 2
19–0


####


November 20th 2014
Montreal
Shane POV

THE HOLLANDER EFFECT?
NHL STARS REPORTEDLY SWARMING AROUND MONTREAL CAPTAIN
From teammates to rival captains, rumours are spreading that Shane Hollander’s dating life may be getting crowded.


Sources across the NHL are telling TMZ that something unusual may be unfolding around Montreal Metros captain Shane Hollander.
Since publicly coming out earlier this season, Hollander has made it clear that he is very much single, and several players around the league appear to have taken that announcement as an open invitation.
According to multiple sources, several athletes who have historically identified as straight are now showing an unexpected level of curiosity, with some quietly competing for the attention of one of the NHL’s biggest stars.
Those same sources claim that Hollander does not appear to be discouraging the interest.
Over the past several weeks, TMZ has received a growing number of tips, photos, and videos from people claiming to have seen Hollander with other NHL players.
Each submission has been reviewed and cross-checked before being included in this report.

One player who continues to appear in multiple tips is Detroit Red Wings captain Mateo Alvarez.
According to several witnesses, Alvarez attended a Montreal Metros home game last week while the Red Wings were on a short break in their schedule.
The next evening, the two players were reportedly seen dining together at Le Club Chasse et Pêche, one of Montreal’s most exclusive restaurants.
One diner who contacted TMZ claimed Hollander and Alvarez were sitting across from each other, holding hands.
The same person says they attempted to take a photo but were approached by a waiter who asked them to delete it.
Paparazzi later confirmed that both players were present at the restaurant that night.
Another source claims Alvarez was spotted accompanying Hollander and his mother/manager, Yuna Hollander, during a recent interview and photo shoot for an upcoming Asian magazine feature.

Speculation began accelerating several weeks ago when multiple Montreal Metros players were seen at a gay bar in Vancouver following a road game.
Witnesses described teammates dancing very suggestively with Hollander on the club floor.
One attendee named Charlie, whose last name TMZ has not yet confirmed, posted a thread of tweets describing how excited he was to witness the scene.
Those tweets included photos that quickly spread across social media, with several Metros players responding positively to the posts.

Hollander was also reportedly seen at a gay sports bar in New York with Veterans players Scott Hunter and Eric Bennett, then left the venue with their teammate Carter Vaughn.

Online fandom communities have also begun fueling speculation through a phenomenon known as RPF shipping.
The term refers to fans who believe two real people, often celebrities or public figures, may secretly be involved in a romantic relationship.

Four specific fan communities appear to be gaining traction online.
Three of them existed in smaller corners of the internet for years, but Hollander’s announcement has brought renewed attention to all of them.
Shayden shippers who speculate about a relationship between Hollander and Montreal teammate Hayden Pike.
JJane or ShayJ shippers who believe Hollander may be involved with teammate J.J. Boiziau, though fans appear unable to agree on which name the pairing should use.

Hollanov shippers who speculate about a connection between Hollander and Boston Raiders captain Ilya Rozanov.
That pairing has raised eyebrows since the two players are widely believed to dislike one another and rarely interact publicly.
Fans dedicated to the theory, however, have compiled years of supposed evidence, including clips and photos dating back to an international prospects tournament before either player entered the NHL.

Finally, there is Shaneo, the newest ship circulating online, centred on Hollander and Red Wings captain Mateo Alvarez.

TMZ reached out to the NHL for comment but received no response.
Requests for statements from Shane Hollander, Mateo Alvarez, J.J. Boiziau, Hayden Pike, and Ilya Rozanov were declined.

For now, it remains unclear how many of these rumours will prove accurate. But Shane Hollander was already one of the most recognizable and talked about players in professional hockey, and if even a fraction of the tips reaching TMZ turn out to be true, that reputation may have just reached an entirely new level. Judging by the growing list of NHL players whose names keep appearing in our inbox, the competition for Hollander’s attention may already be well underway.


####

Shane’s phone began vibrating relentlessly around ten that morning, lighting up with a flood of calls, text messages, and notification alerts stacking across the screen faster than he could clear them.
By the time he unlocked it, the source was obvious. TMZ had dropped an article about him hooking up with people within the NHL, and social media had erupted in response, timelines filling faster than he could read them. Strangely, most of the reaction seemed less scandalized than entertained, thousands of people apparently delighted by the idea of the Captain of the Montreal Metros collecting professional athletes like trading cards behind the scenes.

If he is being honest with himself, he doesn’t care about the speculation around him. What twists at him instead are the conversations circling everyone else, strangers dissecting other players’ sexualities as if they were public property.
He had known about the Shayden shippers for years. It had mostly been a running joke between him, Jackie, and Hayden, the three of them passing screenshots back and forth whenever the internet invented a new theory about their supposed relationship.
More recently, Hayden had discovered the JJane side of the internet while scrolling late one night. The three of them ended up sprawled across a bed for nearly an hour, passing their phones around while they read elaborate theories and watched fan edits clipped together from interviews, games, and every time they were seen out together. At one point, Hayden had to pause the video because they were laughing too hard to keep watching. The three of them tangled under the blankets in their boxers while the internet confidently explained how they were secretly dating and sleeping together. It would have blown their minds.
The next day, curiosity got the better of him, and he fell headfirst into the Hollanov side of the internet, a spiral of threads and compilation videos that stretched back years.
It was almost absurd how accurate some of it was, strangers confidently guessing dates they thought the two of them must have hooked up, and in most cases, they had. Others slowed down faceoffs frame by frame, convinced they could read entire conversations from the expressions on their faces. There were clips from award shows, All-Star weekends, international tournaments, every tiny interaction pulled apart and analyzed like evidence in a case file. Somewhere in the middle of it, he had the uncomfortable realization that if even half these people ever applied that level of attention to something useful, the world would probably run very differently.

At the time, he had been certain they were careful. Looking back now, that confidence feels optimistic. Elijah had figured things out without much effort, and Mateo never once looked surprised when he finally put the pieces together. Maybe the two of them had never been as discreet as they believed.
The phone vibrates again in his hand, a sharp buzz against his palm that makes his fingers twitch before he flips it face down on the coffee table to make the noise stop.

He picks it back up when it starts ringing and answers when he sees his mother’s name appear. The conversation is brief but focused. Yuna has already spoken with the league office, and the NHL would very much like to release a carefully worded statement to calm the storm before it grows larger.
Shane listens, turning the edge of his phone slowly against his palm while she explains the options. When she finishes, he tells her he would rather not respond at all. Let the speculation remain speculation. Let the rumours continue chasing themselves in circles.
He will see his team in a few hours anyway. The game tonight means the entire locker room will be sitting together sooner or later, and there is no version of that conversation where the topic doesn’t come up.
Before that, he will need to check in with a few people privately, a handful of conversations that matter far more than anything happening online.
What surprises him most is his own reaction. Months ago, something like this would have consumed his entire day, every comment and headline dissected until his brain felt scraped raw. Now the reaction inside him feels strangely muted.
For years, he monitored every detail of himself with exhausting precision. The way he spoke. The way he stood near teammates. The way his body moved through a room. Every perception mattered because every perception could become a problem.
Now he is beginning to understand himself in ways he never allowed before. The version of himself that exists outside hiding, outside careful performance, feels easier to inhabit. He is still producing on the ice, still leading the team, still proving how valuable he is to the organization. Somewhere in the middle of that realization, the constant spiral of anxious overthinking stopped dominating his thoughts.

It doesn’t mean it is gone completely, but every day he wakes up and manifests his wants in the mirror. Every day he walks into the locker room and bonds more with his team, every time he wins another game, every time he has a new sexual experience, every time he stands up for himself, his mind grows quieter.
The internet can speculate all it wants. In a few hours, he will be standing in a locker room full of men who know him far better than any headline ever could.
Before he leaves the couch, he sends a handful of messages.

Group chat with J.J. and Hayden
Shane: Sorry about the chaos this morning.
Hayden: Relax, Cap. We are all good. We love Shayden in this house.
JJ: People can speculate about us, no one knows the truth. Besides the Jjanes they know everything.


Shane: I am really sorry about this article, Carter.
Carter: It is my fault. I was bragging. I am sorry.
Shane: You don’t care if people think you like men now?
Carter: I am not sure what I like, but buddy hooking up with you kind of broke my brain. I couldn’t not share; I had to make others jealous.
Shane: And were they jealous?
Carter: Hollander, you have no idea how many men want you. It is actually crazy. I have never seen so many straight men lose their minds over another man.
Shane: Good to know 😉

He messages Cliff, who doesn’t seem to mind and asks if he is still sleeping over in December.

Shane: Hey, I’m not sure you saw what’s happening. There has been no mention of you. But I am sorry if speculation starts.
Elijah: I am more concerned with whether you are okay.
Shane: I am good, just feel bad people are being dragged into this.
Elijah: Call me tomorrow.
Shane: I will.

He debates reaching out to Ilya, but it feels like it defeats the purpose of telling him to leave Shane alone. Yet something pulls at him. He knows this could be bad for a lot of the players; they didn’t sign up for being outed. But there is another layer for Ilya, who is a Russian citizen.
He decides not to reach out for now, though he might after his game, depending on how he feels.

His phone rings again a few minutes later while he scrolls through tweets.

Mateo.

Shane answers the FaceTime call and is greeted by Mateo’s concerned expression.
“You look tired, mi rey.”
Shane rubs his face. “It’s been a morning.”
Mateo studies him for a second before nodding slowly. “You’ll handle it, you always do.”
Shane exhales. “Yeah,” he says. “I will. Are you not worried about the speculation? People may ask you about your sexuality.”
Mateo looks like he is in thought for a moment. “You did big things coming out. At this point, if they ask, I may just say I am pan and be done with it.”
“If anyone asks about us specifically.” Shane starts to say, but Mateo cuts him off.
“We are just friends who are now seeking comfort as we found out we are both in the queer community. And then feign disgust that they assume two hot people who both like men hanging out must mean we are sleeping together. That’ll freak them out.”
“You are too much sometimes,” Shane says, laughing. Then lets out a yawn because he feels drained all of a sudden. “I think I am going to nap. See you in a few days?”
“Yes, Carino.”
“Can I call you after my game?”
“You better.”
“Talk to you later, mush mush.”


####


@HollanderGirl
Who cares if Shane is sleeping around the NHL? Tons of athletes sleep around. He is newly out and living his life. Honestly, I don’t blame hockey players for running at the chance.
❤️ 61.2K 🔁 12.4K 💬 7.9K

@HockeyIsForAll
Shane Hollander. Gay icon. That’s the tweet.
❤️ 109K 🔁 22.5K 💬 6.1K

@Hollanov2481
Holy shit we got mentioned in the TMZ article. Everyone, please prepare yourselves for the ancient texts.
❤️ 84.3K 🔁 18.9K 💬 9.8K
↳ @HollanovLover1221
I still have a weird feeling Shane and Ilya were together at some point, and something happened. The timeline is suspicious. 
❤️ 44.4K 🔁 8.8K 💬 5.9K
↳ @Hollanov2481
Did you see the tension between Ilya and Mateo in their last game? There is absolutely history there.
❤️ 21.6K 🔁 3.1K 💬 1.4K

@QueerHockeyGirl
All I’m hearing is that Shane Hollander is the siren of the NHL and these men are swimming straight toward the rocks.
❤️ 73.8K 🔁 16.1K 💬 5.7K

@SportsEthicsNow  
It feels deeply uncomfortable that an NHL player finally comes out and the internet immediately starts speculating that every male friend he has must be sleeping with him.
❤️ 52.3K 🔁 10.1K 💬 6.4K

↳ @PuckBunny93  
People are mostly joking. Also if the rumours are true Shane is doing incredible work for bisexual visibility.
❤️ 33.9K 🔁 7.1K 💬 3.2K
↳ @HockeyIsForAll  
Both things can be true. The speculation gets weird fast but the support for Shane has also been overwhelming.
❤️ 41.6K 🔁 8.4K 💬 3.7K

@CharlieDavis
Just want to clarify that my tweets were never meant to cause speculation. I spent time with Shane and the Metros that night, and they were lovely. The team was supporting their captain.
❤️ 29.4K 🔁 3.7K 💬 6.9K
↳ @CharlieDavis
Shane said I could share this with you guys. He’s been looking for queer community. The experience with his teammates at the gay bars was important to him. We’ve stayed in touch, and I’m excited to show him more of the local gay scene soon.
❤️ 61.7K 🔁 9.1K 💬 5.8K

↳ @HollanderGirl
Your tweets and photos that night were beautiful. Don’t let anyone villainize you. We love that you have taken Shane under your wings to teach the baby gay about queer community.
❤️ 10.7K 🔁 1.1K 💬 900

@HockeyDad
Honestly I could not care less who Hollander is sleeping with. His numbers this season are insane.
❤️ 188K 🔁 54K 💬 16K

↳ @InternetSportsCenter  
Shane Hollander coming out and immediately causing a league-wide bisexual awakening is the most powerful offensive play the NHL has seen all season.
❤️ 14.2K 🔁 2.8K 💬 1.9K
↳ @HockeyAnalyticsGuy
Shane Hollander this season
Goals: 34
Assists: 31
Rumoured NHL boyfriends: unknown
❤️ 102K 🔁 25.3K 💬 7.2K

↳ @StatsHockey  
Projected growth rate: exponential
❤️ 61.7K 🔁 13.4K 💬 4.1K

@ShaydenIsReal
To all the new shippers arriving today. Welcome.
❤️ 67.5K 🔁 13.6K 💬 4.7K

@JJane
The JJane mention in TMZ finally happened.
❤️ 31.4K 🔁 6.2K 💬 2.1K

↳ @ShayJ
It is ShayJ but either way we are winning today.
❤️ 24.8K 🔁 4.4K 💬 1.7K

@Shaneo
We have been summoned. We are here now. Look at them together. Has a couple ever been prettier?
❤️ 39.1K 🔁 7.2K 💬 3.4K

@CurtHockey
This is disgusting. If Hollander wants to do that, fine, but leave the rest of the league out of it.
❤️ 2.4K 🔁 412 💬 5.8K

@GaySportsWatch
Shane Hollander going to gay bars with teammates and interacting with fans is actually really meaningful. Let’s not turn that into anything but beautiful.
❤️ 74.3K 🔁 14.1K 💬 4.6K

@HollanderNation
Reminder that Shane Hollander was already the most beautiful man in hockey before all this.
❤️ 83.6K 🔁 17.4K 💬 5.9K

@KatieStrang
Regardless of the rumours circulating today, the bigger story remains the cultural shift happening in hockey. Shane Hollander's coming out publicly changed the conversation around the league in ways we are still watching unfold.
❤️ 27.4K 🔁 5.2K 💬 3.1K

@GregWyshynski 🌈🏒
This might be the first time in NHL history that fan shipping culture has made it into a TMZ article. Hockey internet continues to be undefeated.
❤️ 64.5K 🔁 14.3K 💬 6.9K

@haydenPike35 ✓
Just woke up to find out that apparently half the league is dating my captain.
This is news to me.
❤️ 94K 🔁 26K 💬 9K
↳ @shane_hollander24 ✓
You’re still my favourite.
❤️ 182K 🔁 51K 💬 18K
↳ @haydenPike35 ✓
This is not helping.
❤️ 88K 🔁 19K 💬 6K

@JJBoiziau ✓
I am learning a lot about my teammates from Twitter today.
❤️ 67K 🔁 13K 💬 5K
↳ @shane_hollander24 ✓
good morning JJ
❤️ 141K 🔁 38K 💬 11K
↳ @JJBoiziau ✓
Shane.
Log off.
❤️ 93K 🔁 20K 💬 7K

@IlyaRozanov ✓
You people need hobbies.
❤️ 201K 🔁 72K 💬 26K
↳ @HollanovArchive
HE’S ONLINE
❤️ 118K 🔁 31K 💬 12K
↳ @ShaneNation
Oh he’s MAD mad.
❤️ 73K 🔁 14K 💬 5K

↳ @HollanovArchive
This tweet will be included in the evidence folder.
❤️ 92K 🔁 21K 💬 7K

####



@NHL ✓
The National Hockey League is aware of the article circulating today regarding Montreal Metros captain Shane Hollander.
The League does not comment on speculation about players’ personal lives.
Shane Hollander has been an outstanding representative of the NHL both on and off the ice, and we remain proud of the courage he demonstrated earlier this season when he chose to share his story publicly.
Our focus continues to be on supporting all players and ensuring that hockey remains an inclusive and welcoming environment for everyone.
❤️ 486.2K 🔁 152.8K 💬 97.4K

↳ @KatieStrang  
Translation: the NHL is not getting involved in rumours about players’ personal lives, but they are making it very clear they support Shane Hollander.
❤️ 73.8K 🔁 18.1K 💬 9.2K
↳ @HockeyChaos  
The NHL statement reads like they walked into a burning building and slowly backed out.
❤️ 55.6K 🔁 10.2K 💬 4.1K
↳ @GaySportsWatch
An important part of the NHL statement is the continued support of Hollander.
❤️ 90.1K 🔁 15.2K 💬 8.6K
↳ @HockeyDad  
Good. Who players date is none of our business anyway.
❤️ 14.6K 🔁 1.9K 💬 900

↳ @BeerLeagueDad
I logged onto Twitter to check the score, and now I know too much about the Montreal Metros locker room.

❤️ 47K 🔁 9K 💬 3K
↳ @PuckBunny93
The NHL PR department is fighting for their lives today.
❤️ 46.8K 🔁 9.3K 💬 3.7K
↳ @RaidersFanBoston81
Somewhere, Ilya Rozanov just threw his phone across the room.
❤️ 52.7K 🔁 11.1K 💬 4.8K

####

The locker room is louder than usual when Shane pushes through the door, sticks knocking against concrete while the low rumble of voices bounces off the tile.
Conversation doesn’t stop completely, but it thins. A few heads lift. Berkes suddenly becomes very interested in re-taping his stick.
Shane drops his bag beside his stall and sits, resting his elbows on his knees. His fingers find the loose edge of tape at the knob of his stick, rolling it between thumb and forefinger.
He lets the silence stretch.
“Well,” he says finally. “This feels like a great time to address the elephant in the room.”
A couple of guys snort. No one jumps in. Shane lifts his head slightly.
“The TMZ article.” Someone mutters down the row. Roy leans back in his stall with his arms crossed, watching the room the way he always does.
JJ sits with his skates half laced, elbows on his thighs, mouth twitching like he’s fighting the urge to say something outrageous.
Hayden stands near his locker with his arms folded across his chest, his expression carefully neutral.
Shane rolls the stick once between his palms. “Alright,” he says. “Does anyone want to ask about it, or are we all going to pretend this room suddenly became very polite?”
That breaks it. Berkes lifts his head from across the room. “So,” he says, scratching the side of his neck. “They’re saying you’re sleeping your way around the league.”
Shane nods once. “I have had sex with some people in the league,” he says calmly. “Consensually.”
Then Schneider blurts out, “I heard guys are lining up.” Noise explodes across the room. “Everybody wants a turn with our captain,” Berkes adds.
“That’s very flattering,” Shane says dryly. “I am, apparently, quite tasty.”
The room erupts.
Skates scrape across concrete. Schneider slaps a locker door. A couple of sticks clatter to the floor.
JJ bends forward with his head in his hands, shoulders shaking with laughter.
Hayden drags a hand over the back of his neck, trying not to smile.
Shane lifts a hand. “Okay,” he says. “Before this gets any more ridiculous.”
Shane looks around the room. “Does anyone actually have a problem with the fact that I’ve slept with other players?”
The question hangs in the air. For a second, nobody moves.
Then Mitty stands abruptly. The goalie stomps across the room with the determination of someone about to throw a punch. JJ’s head snaps up. Hayden straightens instantly.
Both of them take half a step forward without thinking, their bodies angled toward Shane before they realize they’ve moved.
Mitty grabs the front of Shane’s jersey with both fists. The room freezes.
Shane looks down at the goalie gripping his chest, then back up at his face. He doesn’t feel in danger.
Mitty’s eyes are wide. “Cap,” he says. “If you have been fucking other players.” Mitty leans closer. “You better not stop.” The room goes completely still.
Mitty jerks his head toward the whiteboard where the win column stretches down the season schedule. “Look at our record.” Mitty points at him. “It’s a ritual now.”
Olsson groans. “Oh, my god.”
Mitty spreads his arms wide. “I have tried everything this season to keep our undefeated streak alive,” he says. “The same song before every game. The same socks the night before. I have eaten the same meal every day since October 8th. I wore the same underwear for five games.”
“Please stop talking,” Gagnon mutters.
Mitty shakes Shane’s jersey once. “And the whole time it was this.” He gestures vaguely at Shane. “Our captain and his gay magic. He has led us to this undefeated streak.”
The room explodes again. Berkes nearly falls off his stall laughing. Schneider clamps a hand over his mouth. Mitty lifts both arms like a preacher addressing a congregation. “It’s tradition now,” he declares.
Someone bangs their stick against the floor.
“Fuck all their captains,” Berkes shouts.
Another stick cracks against the concrete.
“Fuck the star players.”
More sticks slam down.
“Fuck their coaches if you have to.”
“Not the goalies,” Mitty adds.
The sound builds fast, sticks hammering the floor in uneven rhythm.

Mitty points dramatically at Shane again. “It’s a ritual.”
For half a second, the room holds still.
Then Berkes slams his stick down again.
“It’s a ritual.”
Schneider’s voice joins.
“It’s a ritual.”
Then Andropov, smiling softly.
“It’s a ritual.”
Someone whistles like they’re starting a stadium chant.
Within seconds, the entire locker room has taken it up, sticks pounding against the floor while voices overlap in chaotic rhythm.
“It’s a ritual.”
“It’s a ritual.”
“It’s a ritual.”
JJ is sitting there, laughing so hard his shoulders shake.
Hayden scrubs a hand across his mouth like he’s trying to hide something, eyes briefly flicking toward Shane before he looks away again.

Shane sits in the middle of it while the chant echoes through the room.
He finally pushes Mitty’s hands off his jersey and shakes his head. “You guys are completely insane.”
Mitty grins. “Yeah,” he says. “But we’re undefeated.”
JJ straightens slowly, wiping his face with the back of his wrist. “Well,” he says, looking around the room, “I think the science is pretty clear.”
JJ points at Shane. “Our captain has to keep getting laid.”

The room erupts again.
Berkes slaps his stick against the floor.
Schneider nearly drops his helmet.
Hayden is just standing there shaking his head with a smile. Then he points at Shane.
“Cap,” he says, voice loud enough for the room to hear, “if sleeping with half the league is what it takes to keep this streak alive, we fully support your commitment to the organization.”
A few guys choke.
JJ is laughing harder now as he looks back between Shane and Hayden like they have gotten away with something.
Hayden shrugs like this is the most reasonable conclusion anyone could reach. “Sacrifices have to be made,” he says.
Roy finally speaks from his stall without lifting his head. “For the record,” he says calmly, “if this is the strategy, I recommend focusing on division rivals.”

####


Home vs Washington Generals
Montreal 6 – Washington 3
20–0


####

Shane gets home and gets into bed. He scrolls through Twitter and sees Ilya liked a Hollanov tweet. He laughs and likes it too. He doesn’t know why, it simply feels right. Then he decides to do it.
He takes a deep breath and sends a text he does not want to send but feels he should.

Jane: I am sorry you are getting dragged into this.
Lily: Does this mean you are talking to me again?
Jane: No, this is an exception. I just wanted to apologize.
Lily: Hollanov shippers have been around for years, yes? No big deal.
Jane: Have you known about them?
Lily: Yes, I even made a Twitter account to confirm a few more sources.
Jane: What is wrong with you? You wanted us to get caught?
Lily: They were getting dates all wrong. I had to correct them.
Jane: Oh my god. You are so weird.
Lily: And you are so pretty.
Jane: Don’t.
Lily: Okay, fine.
Lily: And Shane?
Jane: Yes?
Lily: I am sorry again.

Shane isn’t sure what he feels; the day has been a lot. He likes the message but doesn’t reply.

He sets his phone down on his nightstand and lets the room go quiet.
His notifications are still climbing like crazy.
Mentions. Tags. Arguments. Shipping threads dissecting his life like a puzzle, they are determined to solve.

Shane picks up his phone again.
He opens the folder from the Timid photoshoot. They had sent him a sneak peek of about ten photos.

He selects the three Mateo said were his favourites, the one that made JJ and Hayden both get touchy after he showed them, and a few he likes as well.

He writes a caption. A small smile curves at the corner of his mouth.
He taps post.


####
ShaneHollanderOfficial:
A few days ago I had the chance to spend the day with Timid Magazine talking about my Asian identity, being Asian in hockey, and coming out this season.
It was a really meaningful conversation and a very fun photo shoot.
Here’s a small sneak peek.








####

@MetroManiac514
SHANE HOLLANDER DROPPING PHOTOS FROM THAT SHOOT AFTER THE TMZ ARTICLE IS THE FUNNIEST RESPONSE POSSIBLE
❤️ 88.4K 🔁 19.2K 💬 7.6K
↳ @PuckBunny93
Oh, he said you’re gonna talk about me? ok then LOOK AT ME
❤️ 72.1K 🔁 15.4K 💬 6.2K
↳ @HockeyChaos
Shane Hollander responding to rumours about sleeping with half the NHL by posting the hottest photos of himself ever taken, is a strategic masterclass
❤️ 64.7K 🔁 13.8K 💬 5.1K

@HockeyAnalyticsGuy
Shane Hollander today
Goals: 3
Assists: 2
Internet casualties: thousands
❤️ 119K 🔁 28.6K 💬 9.4K

@HollanderNation
this man said “yes I’m hot and yes everyone wants me” without saying a single word
❤️ 51.3K 🔁 10.2K 💬 3.8K
↳ @QueerHockeyGirl
The confidence of responding to a TMZ article about your sex life by dropping a photoshoot where you look like a literal god
❤️ 59.2K 🔁 12.1K 💬 4.6K
↳ @GaySportsWatch
Shane Hollander really said, “I will not be issuing a statement, but I WILL be serving face.”
❤️ 73.4K 🔁 14.8K 💬 5.9K



@MetroManiac514
THE ONE WHERE HE’S ROLLING AROUND ON THE BED LIKE A CAT IS CRAZY
❤️ 118K 🔁 29.4K 💬 12.1K
↳ @PuckBunny93
the STOMACH in that photo???
i would risk everything
❤️ 141K 🔁 38.7K 💬 15.4K

@PuckBunny93
that yellow sweater photo is the reason the nhl is in crisis
❤️ 188K 🔁 54.1K 💬 21.7K
@PuckBunny93
I finally understand why half the league is apparently sleeping with Shane Hollander
❤️ 91.5K 🔁 21.4K 💬 8.1K
↳ @HockeyGirl88
I am not saying I would risk it all for Shane Hollander but I am also not NOT saying that
❤️ 83.2K 🔁 17.1K 💬 6.4K
liked by @MateoAlvarez19 ✓
↳ @PuckBunny93
WHY DID MATEO ALVAREZ JUST LIKE THIS TWEET
❤️ 146K 🔁 42.3K 💬 17.8K
↳ @Shaneo
MATEO WE CAN SEE YOU
❤️ 102K 🔁 24.5K 💬 9.1K
↳ @MetroManiac514
bro forgot twitter likes are public
❤️ 88.6K 🔁 18.4K 💬 7.3K
↳ @DetroitHockeyFan
we regret to inform everyone that likes are in fact, public
❤️ 191K 🔁 58.2K 💬 21.4K

@GaySportsWatch
The yellow sweater photo is doing irreversible damage to the lesbian community
❤️ 176K 🔁 49.6K 💬 19.3K
↳ @QueerHockeyGirl
the little strip of stomach is crazy work. I want to bite it
❤️ 132K 🔁 33.1K 💬 13.2K
↳ @BiHockeyFan
I regret to inform everyone that I would also bite
❤️ 98.6K 🔁 24.9K 💬 10.7K

@HockeyDetective
the likes on Shane Hollander’s new instagram post include:
• Hayden Pike
• JJ Boiziau
• Mateo Alvarez
• Elijah Knots
• Carter Vaughn
• Cliff Marlow
• every single Montreal Metro
• and too many more players across the league to name.
I am just saying.
❤️ 100K 🔁 32.6K 💬 15.9K

@HaydenPike35 ✓
some of you discovering our captain is attractive today is very funny
❤️ 244K 🔁 73.6K 💬 28.9K
↳ @ShaydenIsReal
HAYDEN??????
❤️ 118K 🔁 21.7K 💬 9.2K
↳ @MetroManiac514
THIS IS NOT HELPING
❤️ 92.4K 🔁 17.3K 💬 6.8K

@MetroManiac514
SHANE HOLLANDER WAITING UNTIL AFTER THE GAME TO DROP THESE PHOTOS IS PSYCHOLOGICAL WARFARE
❤️ 83.6K 🔁 18.2K 💬 6.7K
↳ @PuckBunny93
THE WAY HE LET THE WHOLE LEAGUE PANIC ALL DAY AND THEN POSTED THESE???
❤️ 76.9K 🔁 16.5K 💬 6.2K

@GaySportsWatch
Shane Hollander declined to comment and instead posted thirst traps
❤️ 112K 🔁 27.4K 💬 9.8K
↳ @HockeyChaos
Responding to a TMZ article about your sex life by posting the hottest photoshoot of your career is an elite-level power move
❤️ 94.2K 🔁 20.3K 💬 7.1K

@PuckBunny93
If Shane Hollander looked at me like that I would forget my own name
❤️ 118K 🔁 25.6K 💬 9.7K

liked by @CliffMarlow ✓
↳ @MetroManiac514
CLIFF MARLOW??????
❤️ 144K 🔁 39.8K 💬 17.1K
↳ @Shaneo
THE BOSTON ORGANIZATION NEEDS TO GET THEIR HOUSE IN ORDER
❤️ 91.6K 🔁 20.4K 💬 7.8K

@Hollanov2481
if Ilya Rozanov does not immediately challenge Mateo Alvarez to a duel after these photos, I will be shocked
❤️ 105K 🔁 28.7K 💬 12.6K
@InternetHockeyHistorian
Historians will one day study the exact moment the NHL lost control of the narrative.
It appears to have been when Shane Hollander responded to a TMZ article about his sex life by posting a photoshoot where he looks like a Renaissance painting of a fallen angel.
❤️ 214K 🔁 61.7K 💬 18.9K
↳ liked by @shane_hollander24 ✓
↳ @MetroManiac514
He actually liked that tweet? This is the funniest day in hockey history
❤️ 102K 🔁 21.4K 💬 7.2K

@HockeyDetective
Ilya Rozanov liked Shane Hollander’s Instagram post for 11 seconds and then removed it
❤️ 188K 🔁 49.2K 💬 19.1K
↳ @MetroManiac514
EXCUSE ME????
❤️ 121K 🔁 31.7K 💬 12.4K
↳ @HollanovArchive
I GOT A SCREENSHOT
❤️ 163K 🔁 44.9K 💬 18.6K
####

Shane sits on the bed, watching the chaos explode across his phone, and smiles.
####

Shane Hollander’s current roster:
Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges)
Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously invested)
Carter Vaughn: New York (new recruit)
Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)
J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience)
Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)
(a certain Boston captain has been temporarily removed from the roster and is under review)
 

 






  
    Chapter End Notes

     I know, I know I know, I keep saying I’m going to take a break, and then I’m back with another chapter almost immediately.
In my defence, a big portion of this chapter had already been written and was originally meant to be part of the previous chapter, but I felt that one needed more space to breathe.

I tried something a little different with this chapter, and I had a blast doing it.
It feels like we’re reaching a hinge point in the story, where things begin moving forward in a bigger way.
I currently have about 28–32 chapters outlined, with wiggle room for a few more since I tend to overwrite.

This story does have an endgame. But I know some people enjoy the ride and the chaos, so I’m not going to spoil it just yet.

I also experimented with the outside world a bit more in this chapter, and I hope it comes across the way I imagined.
We’ve addressed the outside noise, but it won’t be a constant presence.
We’ll probably check in with it every few chapters instead.
Writing the tweets was fun but also TIRING!!!!!!
I eventually stopped inventing new accounts and reused a few of the same ones.
With the Instagram post, imagine it as a carousel. I know the likes and comments don’t exactly match each picture. I messed that part up, sorry.

When I saw the yellow sweater photos they genuinely altered my brain chemistry and now I think about biting his belly every day so.. yeah. Oops.
This fic was not originally about belly biting but here we are.

The next chapter will be the Metros in Detroit, with Shane staying a few days afterwards. Before the team leaves, there may be a few more visitors at Mateo’s place.

A small clarification about Mateo and Shane’s dynamic.
I am intentionally writing Mateo as a genuinely good person.
He is kind to Shane.
There isn’t any manipulation in their dynamic.
Shane is mostly leading these situations, and they talk openly about where they stand with each other.
The idea that Shane is being taken advantage of goes against what I’m trying to explore, which is Shane having agency and actively choosing what he wants.
Shane feels fully empowered by the situation with Mateo.

I truly understand from my own experience what it feels like to not trust someone who seems this nice.
But in my head canon, Mateo was raised by a big family surrounded by love and encouragement.
He is very emotionally healthy. He is a really caring, kind, and observant person.
He and Shane FaceTime every night, and we don’t always see those conversations where they are learning about each other and what they want.
He can seem like a dick on the ice, but as he mentions, that version is mostly a persona.

Shane says all the time how different he actually is.
He genuinely does not have an ulterior motive.
The man is simply emotionally stable and unfortunately, very attractive. A dangerous combination.

I loved hearing everyone’s favourite hookups! We have a lot of JJ fans in these parts. I reread the chapter this morning and wow.. I really did my big one on that.

I wrote an outline for a scene in the next chapter and immediately sent myself to horny jail.
The parole board denied my release.

I’m trying to represent a range of queer experiences as thoughtfully as I can.
I want to respect everyone!! Shane is gay, Ilya and Hayden are bi, Mateo is pansexual, Elijah is demisexual, JJ is bi but leans more toward women, Carter is Shane-curious, and we don’t fully know about Cliff yet.
Cliff is currently under investigation.

I am writing Shane as someone who isn’t exactly an exhibitionist, but who really enjoys being watched, having people know about his sex life and getting a lot of attention and praise.

I would love to hear everyone’s thoughts again. Last time I asked about your favourite hookup..
Maybe this time tell me which dynamic you’re most curious to see develop next.
Which character do you think is the most doomed by Shane Hollander right now?
Power rankings are welcome.

Also, I fully acknowledge I am running a slow emotional horror story inside a romcom porno.
In case people are wondering, I actually adore Ilya.
Please keep him in your thoughts during this difficult time.

I want to genuinely thank you all for the kudos, comments, and love for this fic. I still read every single comment.
Seeing people share the story on social media has meant a lot to me. And I really do mean it when I say this fic has completely consumed my brain. I wake up thinking about it, I’m writing dialogue in my head while I shower, cook, walk my dogs, hang out with friends.. it might be becoming a problem but I’m fully addicted.
I’m here to finish this story.
The hockey gods are watching and they are entertained.
Pray for these men.


  


      

  












      Chapter 13: I think I look good in these panties
  


    Chapter Summary

    The Metros are undefeated.

In Boston, Ilya Rozanov discovers that ignoring Shane Hollander has not made him any easier to forget.
In Montreal, Shane Hollander is losing sleep trying not to think about a certain person.
By morning, he is unbelievably horny, barely able to sit still, and about to spend several hours travelling with teammates who have opinions about his personal life.
All Shane has to do is make it to Detroit.
After that, Mateo is waiting.



    Chapter Notes

      This is a shorter chapter with emotions, team chaos, and some hot hot smut.
Next chapter will be mostly hot hot smut, so I hope everyone is emotionally prepared.

Quick note: I removed the question about endgame spoilers after seeing the mixed reactions. Since many readers said they’d rather not have the ending spoiled, I don’t want to risk ruining that experience for anyone. Once something like that is shared, it can easily spread beyond the people who asked for it. I hope everyone can trust the process and let the story unfold. I’m putting a lot of care into where everyone ends up, and everyone in this fic will have their own form of a happy ending. Thank you to everyone who shared their thoughts!


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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Shane Hollander’s current roster:

Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously invested)

Carter Vaughn: New York (new recruit)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)

(a certain Boston captain has been temporarily removed from the roster and is under review)



November 21st 2014

Boston

Ilya POV



His stomach in that yellow sweater.



The little sleep he got turned into dreams where he was on his knees worshipping Shane’s stomach like it was a religion.
It is nine in the morning, and Ilya has barely slept.

He spent most of the night rereading the same short text conversation with Shane, replaying that phone call until the words felt worn smooth, scrolling through Twitter to see how everyone was reacting to Shane, and opening those fucking photos again like they might somehow look different the tenth time.



He is starting to suspect he may have officially lost his mind.

He hasn’t slept with another girl in over five days.

The longest stretch since he was a teenager.
All he can think about is hands on Shane.

Alvarez’s.

Marly’s.

Vaughn’s.



He has the sneaking suspicion that J.J. and Hayden have also had their hands on Shane.

Even if not sexually, every time he sees them playing games together or photos of them standing shoulder to shoulder after practice, one of them always has a hand somewhere on Shane, like they forgot where their own space ends.

Sometimes it feels like the entire league is forming a line.
He wonders who else has touched Shane.

The thought crawls up the back of his throat until he feels sick.
Every day, he thinks it will get easier.

Every day, he realizes it won’t.



But Shane texted him yesterday. Shane cared enough to check in after the article, and Ilya keeps turning that small fact over in his head like it might reveal something new if he looks at it long enough.



Ilya couldn’t care less about the speculation. At this point, his name barely registers in the noise surrounding Shane, one more rumour floating among a growing list of men whose names keep getting tied to his, like Shane is a collector selecting only the rarest gems.

He did worry this might get back to Russia, but Svetlana has been there since the summer; she never returned with him this year. She is staying and taking classes until next summer. When they spoke on the phone last night, she said she had not heard about the article and did not think it was circulating there.



Ilya decides he has three options.

1. Fix this with Shane.

2. Do everything in his power to move on.

3. One up Shane so thoroughly that Shane ends up on his knees again, jealous and furious and begging Ilya to touch him the way he used to, begging Ilya to take control the way no one else knows how.



Right now, after replaying that phone call in his mind so many times, the pauses are memorized; he thinks he needs to fix things with Shane.

But he doesn’t know how. The part of himself that likes to shut down fights him, muttering that trying to fix this is pointless because Shane isn’t the same person anymore.

Ilya doesn’t know this version of Shane, who gives himself away to other men so easily. He doesn’t know this version who walks into a room and pulls everyone’s attention without trying.

He doesn’t even know if he likes this version.

Ilya always prided himself on knowing Shane, understanding him better than anyone else, but maybe he did not know Shane at all.



Marlow and Shane have been texting. Ilya tried looking the other day, but Marly snatched his phone away and added a passcode before he could see anything useful.

He said he sent Shane photos, and after some coaxing, Shane sent photos back. Marlow does not want them getting out.



Everything from Marlow lately is Shane this, Shane that.

Did you hear this about Shane? Did you know Shane liked this? Shane said the craziest thing to me.

Shane and I FaceTimed last night and had phone sex. It was hot.

“Shane loves when I talk explicitly dirty to him and tell him all the things I want to do with him,” Marly told him last night.



Blah blah blah. Rip my brains out.



Ilya thinks he may actually be losing his mind.

He wants to see Shane’s face.

He wants to FaceTime him and have phone sex the way Marlow described.

He wants to look at his pretty freckles while he jerks off and listens to Shane moan.
Nine in the morning is a perfectly reasonable time to FaceTime the ex-situationship you want back, right?

It is normal to tell him he is not allowed to look at another man again because Ilya will personally hunt those men down with his bare hands, right?

If he FaceTimed Shane and told him to strip down naked and touch himself on camera for Ilya, Shane would probably do it, right?



He thinks about doing it, picking up his phone and FaceTiming him.

Seeing if Shane will have phone sex with him.

Seeing if Shane will send him nudes.

Seeing if Shane will moan his name.



He could tell Shane everything he wants to do to him, describe it slowly until Shane is breathing harder on the other end. He could do it better than Marly.

He imagines Shane smiling at the screen the way he does when he knows he has someone exactly where he wants them.
And Ilya hates that he still does.



But Shane said not to call him. So he isn’t going to try.





####



November 22, 2014  

Montreal  

Shane POV



Shane woke up extra early and packed an overnight bag that should keep him covered for the few nights he is staying at Mateo’s.
He takes a long shower, takes his time with his morning skincare and hygiene routine, then does his manifestations for the day.

Unlike most days, where his list stretches across things he wants over days, weeks, months, or years, today’s list is shorter and far more specific.



“I am going to be fucked so rough by Mateo that my whole body aches for days.”

“The sex between Mateo, Hayden, J.J. and me is going to permanently alter my brain chemistry.”

“The Metros will kick Detroit’s ass.”

“I will remember at least three Spanish phrases and pronounce them correctly.”

“Mateo will think I am extremely charming and possibly irresistible.”

“Hayden and JJ will behave themselves on the plane.” Then Shane pauses. “And if they do not, that will also be fun.”



Shane considers going for his morning coffee, but he’s buzzing with anticipation and decides to skip it.



Shane goes to pack his hygiene bag for the road and remembers that Mateo told him his place is already stocked with Shane’s favourites, so he doesn’t need to bring anything.

Moments like these remind him how much Mateo has learned about him over the past month and a half.

He doesn’t just listen and remember details. He watches. He notices things Shane never has to explain.



It’s intoxicating to be seen and understood in this way.

He doesn’t only have that with Mateo. He has it with Elijah too.

The way these men see him on such a deep level sometimes feels unreal.

At times, he doesn’t feel like he deserves it.
He spent so much of his life lying about what he wanted and how his brain works, and for these men, those things are fascinating instead of inconvenient.

Men find him fascinating beyond hockey, and for so long, he believed he would only ever be understood on the ice.
Now people love listening to him talk about movies, his dreams, and his random thoughts.

They laugh at his jokes.

They want to hear him talk about wrestling, routines, or his training schedule.

They let him be witty, snarky, bratty, or slutty.

And somehow they all find it endearing.



Shane is slowly realizing, with each connection he has made, how differently they exist inside him and how differently they show up for him.

Each connection teaches him something about himself that he had not fully explored before.



But yesterday, Shane woke up at eight already thinking about Ilya.

By nine, he still had not managed to push the small text interaction from the night before out of his head, the way it kept circling back no matter what else he tried to think about.



He has connections with incredible men who care about him and take the time to learn him properly. Men who snuggle with him and hold him all night because that is what he likes.

He has Elijah, whom he adores and feels deeply connected to, and Mateo, who feels like everything Shane could have imagined in a man and then somehow more.

Yet he still catches himself missing this fuck-ass Russian.
He tries to push it aside, but the smallest thing pulls the thought back to the surface.



He isn’t going to give in to Ilya, not until he shows up the way Shane actually needs him to. If he isn’t willing to connect with him properly, talk to him, and be consistent instead of disappearing or ignoring him, then Shane refuses to give in sexually.



If all Ilya can see him as is someone to fuck, Shane already has enough people he can fuck.

What he wants from Ilya is depth.

Yet he spent hours in bed yesterday wishing more than anything that Ilya’s stupid spidey sense would start tingling and he would fix this already.
Shane knows he has faults in all of this, things he should have handled differently from the start, things he could have tried to say even when the thought of saying them to Ilya was terrifying.

But he cannot say any of this to Ilya right now.

Not after the last year.

Not after the way things unfolded the first time they slept together properly last November, when Ilya disappeared into silence afterward like the whole thing had been some kind of mistake Shane imagined.

Not after Vegas, when they finally ended up in the same bed again, and Ilya barely looked at him, barely spoke to him, fucked him without kissing him once, then rushed him out the door.

And not after the things Ilya has said to him, and about him, over the last month.

If Shane is the one who tries to fix this first, it would make all of that look acceptable.

And it wasn’t. 



He finally fell back asleep.

He woke up an hour later, smiling because instead of thinking about Ilya, he had been dreaming about Mateo, about seeing him tomorrow and getting three whole days with him.

The thought sends a rush of excitement through him, and he decides to learn a few Spanish phrases he can use tomorrow to impress Mateo.



####



Shane thinks back to yesterday and feels a small burst of satisfaction that he managed to redirect the morning.

After that, he spent the rest of the day thinking about Mateo instead, imagining their time together, imagining being with him again.
The anticipation keeps building all the way to the car when Hayden and JJ pull up to take him to the airport.


####





He slides into the middle of the backseat again and rests his hands on both of their shoulders, leaning forward between the seats like he cannot keep himself contained.

His whole body feels charged, like he woke up plugged directly into an outlet and nobody bothered to switch him off.

Hayden is parked in front of Shane’s building.
“Morning, cutie,” Hayden says with a grin, meeting Shane’s eyes in the mirror.

“Captaine, you look hot this morning. I wish I could have a taste right now,” J.J. says, glancing over to see how Hayden reacts, his mouth already curving like he expects trouble.

“J.J., we have talked about how this isn’t fair while I am driving.”
“I am so horny this morning, guys,” Shane says, pressing his forehead into Hayden’s shoulder like he is trying to contain himself.

“It is buzzing through me. I know we don’t have time to fuck, but would you want to go upstairs and like, make out for ten minutes or suck each other off or something?”
They both look at him as if he has completely lost his mind.

“Shane, we need to get to the airport,” Hayden says, his voice wobbling slightly like he is trying very hard not to start laughing.

“J.J., can you come back here and jerk me off?” Shane says, dragging both hands down his face before dropping them into his lap, pushing down his erection. “I feel like if I don’t cum I am going to start humping the back seat.”
The words hang in the air for a second, and Shane becomes aware of how insane he sounds. He presses his mouth into his wrist, fighting a groan.

“Shane, don’t you want to maybe save some of that for tonight?” Hayden says lightly.

“I promise,” Shane mutters, dragging a hand through his hair and slumping back into the seat, “with the energy inside me, I will be able to cum at least seven more times before the day ends.”
J.J. has been unusually silent, watching Hayden carefully, like he is waiting for permission to climb into the backseat.

Hayden catches the look.

“Jesus, man, no,” he says, wagging his finger in J.J.’s face. “I drive my kids around in this car, so Shane is not cumming in it.”
J.J. assesses Shane for a moment and asks, “Shane, you are shaking, are you wearing the plug again?”

Shane blinks at him. He isn’t. He feels so worked up that his body almost feels the way it does when he wears the plug. It is unbearable.

Something about this morning feels wrong in a way he recognizes. His hormones are acting the way they used to when he was sixteen and could barely sit through class without thinking about sex.
He is so horny, his brain runs away with him. He catches himself imagining completely inappropriate things about half the roster.

Getting on top of Schneider and grinding against him in the aisle. Letting Roy bend him over one of the plane seats while everyone watches.

Pressing a slow kiss to Andropov’s mouth and taking care of him in a strangely gentle way.

Then dropping to his knees and pulling Berkes into his mouth.

At one point, his brain even offers the image of Mitty eating him out and declaring it a brand new pre-game tradition.
He looks up and sees both Hayden and J.J. watching him, their expressions hovering between amusement and concern. For a second, he has the uneasy feeling they somehow watched that entire train of thought happen.

He promised himself that his teammates, besides J.J. and Hayden, are off limits.

He cannot mix sex with the team if they are going to win the Cup this year. And they are going to win the Cup this year.
“Sorry,” Shane says, dragging a hand through his hair again. “I think I am too excited about seeing Mateo. And then about.. You know. Maybe whatever happens later tonight with the four of us. After we beat them, of course.”

“Of course,” Hayden says, laughing.

“Captaine, we love that you can prioritize the team over being manhandled by three men at once. Real leadership,” J.J. adds.
“But you guys will manhandle me, right?” Shane says with seriousness.

“You are such a fucking slut,” Hayden says.

“You don’t know the half of it,” Shane says, a crooked smile tugging at his mouth.

“I think we do, Captaine, and we enjoy every moment of it,” J.J. says, beaming at him from the front seat.
“You are really starting to like Mateo, aren’t you?” Hayden asks, his tone turning more serious now.

“Yeah, I really like him. But I am still not wanting commitment, and he understands that.”

“Does he?” Hayden asks, a little more cautious now.

“Yes. I think you guys will really like Mateo once you know him better. I think you will feel safe tonight, too. At least I hope you will.”

“We trust you,” J.J. says.

Then Hayden adds, “Completely.”
After that, Hayden turns up the music, and he and J.J. start singing in the front seat while Shane sits in the backseat trying to get control of the adrenaline racing through him.
He needs Mateo’s touch right now.

He needs his kisses.

He needs him.




####





They get to the airport and board the plane as a team.

The Metros have just taken their seats on the flight to Detroit, and Shane can feel the energy moving through his body like static that refuses to discharge.
Mateo will be waiting on the other side of this flight, and Shane’s nervous system has decided to treat that information like caffeine.
He tries to occupy his hands the way he usually does when the world inside his head begins moving too fast.

His fingers return to the seam of the armrest beside him, rubbing it with his thumb.

His skate bag nudges the seat frame each time his foot moves under it, the quiet tap repeating until he hooks his heel around the strap to stop himself.

He pulls his phone out. Locks it without looking at the screen. Unlocks it. Locks it again.
None of it helps.
Because the problem is not nerves.

The problem is that he is flying to Detroit to play a hockey game and also to be with Mateo.

Three hours trapped on a plane with this much energy in his body feels like a logistical oversight.
Across the aisle, Schneider has been watching him for ten minutes with the fascinated expression people reserve for animals that might do something unpredictable.

Finally, he leans over the seat in front of him. “Cap.”
Shane looks up.

Schneider tilts his head. “Why do you look like you drank six Red Bulls before takeoff?”

A couple of heads lift nearby.

Shane presses his tongue against the inside of his cheek, buying himself a second before answering. His fingers are still working the seam of the armrest. “I am well rested,” he says.

Schneider squints harder. “That’s not what that looks like.”

Shane considers explaining the situation honestly.

Then decides that would make things worse.
Berkes twists around in his seat a few rows up, smiling like he smells blood in the water. “Hold on,” he says slowly. “Wait.” He points at Shane. “Oh my god.”

Shane lifts one eyebrow. “What.”

Berkes looks between Schneider and Shane like he has just uncovered a conspiracy. “I think I know why.”

Schneider leans farther over the seat. “Why?”

Berkes gestures toward Shane with both hands. “Look at him.”
Several players lean into the aisle to look at him.

Roy glances back from a few rows ahead, where he has been sitting quietly with a paperback resting against his knee. His eyes move over Shane once, calm and assessing him the way Roy looks at everything.
Then he says, almost conversationally, “I guess you took my advice.”

Schneider blinks. “What advice.”

Roy closes the book with one finger, holding his place. “The division rival’s suggestion.”
Shane closes his eyes for half a second. The meaning spreads through the plane in stages.
First confusion.

Then the realization.

Then chaos.
“No way,” Schneider says.

“Did he actually-” Olsson starts.

“Holy shit,” Berkes finishes.

Berkes slaps the back of Schneider’s seat hard enough to make the plastic rattle. “He did.”

Shane presses his lips together while the noise grows around him. His fingers worry the edge of the armrest, rubbing back and forth along the same thin ridge.
For a second, he considers denying it just to watch the room lose its mind, but that would probably make things worse.

From the back of the plane, Gagnon calls out, “Cap.

Shane turns his head slightly. “Did you sleep with Alvarez?”
A couple of guys lean farther into the aisle now, waiting.

Shane lets the silence hang for a moment. The anticipation in the room feels bright and ridiculous.

Half the team looks like they are waiting for him to confirm a rumour they have already decided is true.
Finally, he shrugs. “Mateo and I are really good friends.”
The reaction detonates across the cabin.

Schneider slaps both hands against the armrest beside him.

Berkes folds forward over the seatback, laughing. “I knew it.”

From somewhere near the rear of the plane, Mitty shouts as he has just been handed proof of a religious prophecy.

“IT’S A RITUAL.”
A bunch of the guys start lightly stomping their feet.

“It’s a ritual.”

“It’s a ritual.”

“It’s a ritual.”
Shane presses his knuckles briefly against his mouth while the chant gathers momentum.

The chant dissolves into laughter. Mitty points down the aisle like he has just discovered the obvious solution to a sacred problem.

“Boston.”
Berkes leans over the seat, grinning like he just discovered a new religion. “Yeah,” he says, jabbing a finger toward Shane. “Take down the Raiders, they are our biggest rivals. For team morale.”

Berkes looks at Schneider for a moment and then turns back toward Shane, eyes bright. “You should try Rozanov next.”



The name drops into the middle of the conversation and rolls through the cabin.

Schneider immediately leans over the seat. “I would actually pay to see that.” He gestures toward Shane. “Imagine Rozanov getting hypnotized by Hollander like everyone else.”
Comeau scoffs from two rows back. “Rozanov is an asshole.”

Olsson shrugs easily. “And straight as an arrow.”
Berkes waves a hand dismissively. “Half the guys we thought were straight as an arrow just hadn’t met our captain yet.”
Schneider leans back in his seat and looks at Shane again, squinting thoughtfully.

“You know what the real problem is.”

“What?” Berkes asks.

Schneider gestures vaguely. “The freckles.”

Berkes snorts. “What about the freckles?”

Schneider points. “That’s how he does it.”

“How he does what?”

“Lures them in.”
More laughter spreads across the plane.

“Like a siren,” Mitty calls from the back row. “Hockey siren.”

“With freckles,” Olsson adds.

“And a perfect ass,” Schneider says.
The comment comes from two rows behind Shane.

Shane turns slowly in his seat, eyes narrowing slightly in amused disbelief. “You think I have a perfect ass?”

The grin he gives them is bright enough to set off another round of noise.
Schneider immediately throws both hands up. “Don’t flirt with me.”

“Oh my god,” Berkes says, choking with laughter. “He’s flirting with you.”

Shane tilts his head, studying Schneider like he might genuinely be considering the possibility.



Schneider covers his face with both hands.

“I regret everything,” he says, laughing. “Don’t flirt with me. The freckles might do me in.”

For most of this exchange, J.J. has been sitting quietly two rows back, shoulders shaking with laughter once or twice while he listens.

Now he leans forward between the seats.
“Personally,” J.J. says, thoughtful in the way people sound when they are about to say something extremely stupid, “I think the important question here is sustainability.”

Several players turn toward him.

J.J. gestures toward Shane. “If this is our winning strategy, we need to evaluate long-term logistics, Captaine.”
Berkes points. “Yes.”

“Travel schedule,” J.J. continues. “Back to backs. Recovery time. Proper hydration.”

Shane drops his head briefly into his hand. “Oh my god.”

J.J. keeps going like a man presenting a legitimate business proposal.

“We should also consider competitive balance across the league. We cannot allow the Eastern Conference to benefit disproportionately from Captaine’s talents.”
The laughter starts again.

Hayden finally turns halfway around in his seat from the row ahead, resting one arm across the backrest.

He looks between J.J. and Shane, mouth pulled slightly to one side.

“Cap,” he says.
Shane lifts his head.

“If sleeping with half the league is what it takes to keep the streak alive,” Hayden continues, gesturing loosely around the plane, “I think we should find you a man in every city. It shouldn’t be hard. Look at you.”
Berkes pounds the back of Schneider’s seat in approval, and a couple of others join in.

“Sacrifices have to be made,” Schneider says.
Roy flips a page in his book. “For the record,” he adds calmly, “I still recommend division rivals. You have Detroit down. Now focus on Boston, Toronto, Chicago, and New York.”
Shane presses his lips together.

If only they knew how much of that he had already accomplished.

He glances toward Roy for a second, wondering if he is saying this because he already knows.
From a few rows back, Laine speaks up, sounding thoughtful in the way he does when he has clearly been thinking about something for too long. “He might be one of the biggest dicks in the league,” he says, “but you and Rozanov really would be pretty together. My god, it would be like if a Greek god and the most beautiful prince in the world got together.”
Shane raises his eyebrows. “Am I the beautiful prince?”

The noise swells again.



Shane leans back in his seat while the conversation rolls around him, voices overlapping, teammates arguing about which opposing captains should be added to his fictional conquest of the NHL.

His fingers return to the edge of the armrest without him noticing.



Detroit waits on the other side of this flight.

And somewhere in that city is a certain Detroit center Shane has become increasingly obsessed with.

Shane presses his knuckles against his mouth.

Detroit, November 2014, is going to be three days he will never forget.



####



Team noise fades behind him as the airport opens around them, bright floors, rolling suitcases, the familiar shuffle of a team moving as a single loose unit toward baggage claim.



For the first time since the plane touched down, Shane notices his body again. The restless electricity that carried him through the flight still hums under his skin, refusing to calm.



Mateo is somewhere in this city.

Shane checks into the hotel with the team, drops his bag in the room long enough to satisfy the expectation they arrived together, then grabs it again and heads back out.
They have five hours before the game.

Five hours is more than enough time to get railed into Mateo’s mattress.

And Shane has a surprise waiting for him.
Mateo texted earlier to say the door would be unlocked.

Just come in.



When Shane gets there, Mateo isn’t in the living room.

He kicks the door closed behind him and walks down the short hallway, heart knocking harder with every step, until he pushes open the bedroom door.

And that is where he finds Mateo.
And then he notices the rest of it.

Blindfolds and whips spread across the bed, a restraint kit clipped to the bedframe, a collar threaded through with nipple clamps, and a ball gag resting beside the pillow as if Mateo had laid everything out hours ago and simply waited for him to arrive.
And laid out neatly on the dark sheets like a gift waiting to be put on:

A pair of white lace panties.
“Mateo?”

“Cariño, I want you to go put these panties on.”
Holy shit holy shit holy shit.
“Sí, papacito,” Shane says back, the words coming out a little too proudly for someone who only learned them from late-night Google searches.

“Ah, veo que has estado aprendiendo español,” Mateo murmurs. “Bueno, te voy a coger tan duro que no vas a poder patinar esta noche. De acuerdo, mi rey.”

“Mateo.”

“Go put the panties on.”

“Can I put them on in here?” Shane asks, already pushing his jeans down his hips before the sentence finishes.
Mateo crosses the room in a few long steps, grabs Shane by the back of the neck and kisses him hard enough to steal the air from the question.

Then he pushes him back onto the bed.

“Actually,” Mateo says softly, hands sliding over Shane’s waist, “let me do it, mi amor.”

He pulls Shane’s jeans the rest of the way down, then his boxers, slow enough that Shane’s hips lift instinctively to help him.
Mateo bends his head and bites into Shane’s upper thigh, right where the muscle curves toward his groin.

Shane lets out a breath that turns into a low sound before he can stop it.

Mateo laughs under his breath.

"Pre-cum already, cariño. Tan sensible."
Shane drags a hand through Mateo’s hair. “I have a surprise for you.”

Mateo looks up. “A surprise for me?”



Shane rolls onto his stomach, knees sliding across the sheets until his hips lift, then glances back over his shoulder.

“Other men have seen me take this out,” he says, voice a little breathless, “but you haven’t yet. And it was your present. I want you to unwrap me.”

“Fuck, Shane.”



But instead of pulling the plug free, Mateo picks up the panties.

He slides them slowly over Shane’s legs.

The lace drags over Shane’s thighs, over his hips, catching briefly against the curve of his ass before Mateo works the fabric higher with careful fingers.
Then Mateo pulls him upright and walks him toward the full-length mirror in the corner of the room.

“Look at yourself,” Mateo says softly, mouth brushing the side of Shane’s neck from behind. “What do you think?”
Shane looks at himself in the mirror, naked, his body flushed and hot to the touch. Every nerve ending alive between the plug in his ass, the lace of the panties rubbing against his cock when he shifts his hips, and Mateo behind him, kissing and biting into his neck while his hands move slowly across Shane’s stomach and hips.
For a few seconds, Shane watches the reflection, his head tilting slightly as he tries to understand what Mateo sees when he looks at him.

He takes in the sight of himself in the panties, the narrow curve of his waist, the lace drawn high across his hips, the way Mateo’s hands hold him there like something he doesn’t plan to let go of.
For the first time, he understands why all these men keep calling him pretty. He feels pretty, not in a way that threatens his masculinity but in a way that lets him lean into something softer, something more feminine in this moment.

The realization makes his skin prickle with awareness of his body, sending another slow pulse of pleasure through the plug inside him.
Mateo’s hands rest on his hips in the reflection, completely certain about what they are holding.

Being able to stand here in front of Mateo wearing these panties and still feel desirable might be the safest thing in the world.

“I think I look good in these panties,” Shane says quietly. “What do you think?”

Mateo presses his mouth against the side of his neck.

“I think you are perfection, guapo,” Mateo murmurs against his skin. “La definición de perfección.”
Shane turns and kisses Mateo again, his hands sliding up into Mateo’s hair as if he needs something solid to hold onto. Sometimes the intensity of being around him builds faster than Shane can organize it inside his head.

“I am going to take that plug out of your ass,” Mateo murmurs near his ear, “and you are going to watch the whole thing in the mirror. I want you to look yourself in the eye. I want you to see how hot you look when your mouth falls open, and you start making those sounds.”



“Te tengo ganas,” Shane says, carefully shaping the syllables, concentrating on getting the pronunciation right.

Mateo smiles slightly. “You will get me. Be patient. I have plans for you.”

“Plans involving those things?” Shane nods toward the bed.

“Yes. Now get on all fours and turn your body so you can see your ass in the mirror.”
Shane obeys, dropping down onto the floor in front of the full-length mirror, the lace panties still clinging to his hips. He angles his body the way Mateo indicated, one knee sliding slightly across the carpet until he can see his own reflection clearly, the curve of his back and the lace pulled unevenly across his ass.
Mateo moves down behind him on the floor and begins pressing slow kisses along Shane’s spine. His mouth moves lower with each one, teeth grazing lightly here and there, until he reaches the small of Shane’s back and continues downward.
Shane watches the entire progression in the mirror.

Mateo’s reflection moves behind him at the same time, the dark outline of his shoulders lowering, his mouth following the line of Shane’s body.

Shane sees both things at once: himself on all fours, flushed and open in the lace, and Mateo behind him, watching in complete admiration.
Mateo’s hands slide to Shane’s hips, pushing the panties slightly to one side before his fingers reach the base of the plug. The motion is slow enough that Shane can see every second of it.

In the mirror, he can see Mateo watching him. Not the plug. Not his ass. Him.
Shane’s eyes drift fully toward Mateo.

Mateo stops.

“MATEO,” Shane groans. “Why did you stop?”

“You were looking at me,” Mateo says calmly. “Not yourself.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I forgive you. Do not do it again.”

“I won’t.”
Shane lifts his eyes back to the mirror, forcing himself to keep them there.

Mateo bends forward and presses another kiss against Shane’s ass before his fingers return to the plug.

Shane watches himself closely now. His mouth falls open. His pupils widen until the dark nearly swallows the colour of his eyes.



Behind him, in the reflection, Mateo’s mouth curves slightly as he watches Shane watch himself.

His hand drifts toward his cock.

“Can I touch myself?” Shane asks, voice thin with need.

“Yes,” Mateo replies, “but only if you continue watching yourself while you do.”

Shane nods quickly. “Take the plug out faster, Mateo,” he says a moment later. “You are going so slow, I might actually die.”

Mateo stops again.

Shane blinks at the mirror, realizing what his own face looks like when he begs like that, the hunger in his expression far more obvious than he expected.

And he can see Mateo noticing it too.

The look on Mateo’s face in the mirror changes slightly, something darker slipping into his expression, and that reaction sends another rush of heat through Shane’s body.
Mateo reaches into the pocket of his jeans beside them and pulls out his phone. Shane watches in the mirror as Mateo glances down at the screen for a second.

A low vibration suddenly buzzes inside him.

Shane cries out, “Papi.”

Mateo’s hand cracks against Shane’s ass in a sharp smack before he leans down and kisses the same spot.

“Stop touching yourself,” Mateo says quietly. “Just watch. You are losing focus.”

Shane pulls his hand away and presses his palms into the carpet beneath him instead.



The sensations build quickly now. Every kiss, every bite, every vibration sends another ripple through his body. Shane rocks slightly where he kneels on the floor, the lace panties still tangled around his hips, while Mateo works behind him.
In the mirror, Shane can see the entire scene unfolding at once. Himself shaking on the carpet. Mateo is behind him, controlling the toy with one hand while his mouth moves lower. The sight of it pushes something new through Shane’s chest.
Then Mateo pulls the plug free in one swift motion.



Before Shane can process the emptiness, Mateo’s mouth replaces it.

Shane watches his own face in the mirror the entire time. For a second, Mateo lifts his head, and their eyes meet in the reflection. The look on Mateo’s face when he sees Shane falling apart is enough to send the sensation spiralling higher.
The expression staring back at him is completely undone, eyes wide, mouth open as the pleasure hits harder than he expected. The intensity rises so quickly that he barely manages a sound before his body jerks forward, and he comes within seconds of Mateo’s mouth touching him.
Shane sags forward onto his forearms on the carpet, a startled laugh escaping him.

Mateo leans over him from behind, pulling him back slightly so their bodies end up tangled together on the floor, kissing hard and rolling slightly across the rug.

“Holy shit, Mateo.”

“You came very fast, cariño.”

“You are still going to fuck me before the game, right?”

Mateo glances toward the bed. “Do you see all those toys?”

Shane nods.

“You will get to pick three you want me to use on you,” Mateo says. “Then I will fuck you.”

“Okay,” Shane says, catching his breath. “Give me ten minutes.”
Mateo laughs softly and pulls him closer. “Shane, we have hours. Come cuddle with me for a bit.”

Shane relaxes against him. “Okay, baby.”





####





Mateo pulls him up and walks him over to the bathroom. Shane feels like a rag doll already, his body overwhelmed by the whole day, his limbs following wherever Mateo guides them while his brain drifts somewhere softer and slower after everything that has happened. Mateo washes him up and then sits him down on the bed while he moves all the toys off it, clearing the mattress piece by piece before turning back toward him again. Then he climbs into bed and pulls Shane against his chest, drawing him into a cuddle.
Shane rests there with his cheek pressed against Mateo’s jaw, aware of the slow rise and fall of Mateo’s breathing and the arm resting across his waist. They make out for a while before the kisses ease into something slower, their bodies drifting closer together until sleep eventually pulls Shane under.
When he wakes up two hours later, the light in the room has softened into late afternoon, and Mateo is still sleeping beside him. Shane plants a kiss to his cheek, and Mateo wakes up. Mateo blinks once, still half asleep, then plants a kiss on Shane’s nose, and they cuddle for a bit longer before Shane tilts his face upward, watching him through lowered lashes and says,
“Okay. I think I’m ready now.”

Mateo lets out a quiet laugh against Shane’s forehead. “Ready for what?”

Shane looks at him. “For you to take out those toys and fuck me so hard.”

“Anything you want, cariño. Should we come up with a safe word?”

Shane goes still for a second, his brow pulling together slightly while he considers the question, his thumb tracing slowly along the inside of Mateo’s wrist. “Maybe stop?”
Mateo looks at him with open amusement, spreading across his face.

“You are so literal sometimes, Shane. It is very cute.”

“Tell me how cute I am while you spank me,” Shane says, already climbing over him, sliding his tongue into Mateo’s mouth.

Mateo catches him around the waist and rolls them together in one smooth movement, ending up on top of Shane. For a second, he just looks down at him, one hand pressed into the mattress beside Shane’s shoulder.



“Be careful what you wish for, mi rey.”


Shane Hollander’s current roster:

Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously invested)

Carter Vaughn: New York (new recruit)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)

(A certain Boston captain has been temporarily removed from the roster and is under review)
 

 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    Okay, I have so much to say about this chapter.
Small secret from the writing room (which is actually just my home):
The Ilya POV in the beginning, and then Shane’s mirroring POV, did not exist in the original outline.
I originally planned to jump straight into Shane landing in Detroit and go directly to all the sex with Mateo, and then Shane x Mateo x JJ x Hayden.
Full transparency, I learned this weekend that trying to write this fic during my time of the month is dangerous.
While trying to write the scene with the four guys, I had to walk away four times because it was too hot and I WAS OVERWHELMED. I am just human.
I also cried more than once, missing Ilya and his presence.

As a person, I am obsessed with the canon character of Ilya and relate to him deeply.
As the writer of this fic, he is still going to be tortured for a while.
Respectfully.

Reminder, this is canon divergence, even if I borrow some canon elements. I try to honour the characters even when some actions are obviously OOC.

I understand why people feel heartbroken for Ilya.
But the fic isn’t the tragedy of Ilya Rozanov. It is Shane Hollander is a Slut.
Shane is discovering himself, making mistakes, healing, and living even when it is messy.
He is the emotional centre of the story, and like everyone else, Ilya orbits that centre.

At this point, this fic is basically a scientific study of what happens when Shane stops repressing himself.
Several NHL players are having a confusing emotional journey about it.

Right now, the story isn’t Shane choosing between men.
It is Shane learning who he is when he stops shrinking himself.
All the relationships are mirrors for that.
They show him different ways he can exist.

Ilya is thinking: I need Shane back in my bed.
Shane is thinking: I need Ilya to actually show up for me.
Right now, they are on two completely different pages.
Ilya is still rationalizing everything through jealousy, obsession, and the sexualization of their relationship.
Shane wants a connection.
The painful part is that neither of them is wrong; they simply aren’t ready for the same thing yet.

As for Mateo, he is not fascinated by the fantasy of Shane.
He is fascinated by the real person.
I wrote the mirror scene because it forces Shane to see himself.
Mateo is not trying to make Shane perform for him.
He is trying to make Shane see his own desirability.
Also, it was really hot and fun and perfect for who they are together.
I am obsessed with their dynamic.
And just in case anyone still had doubts, Shane Hollander looks damn good in those panties.

Shane has reached peak horniness in this chapter.
The next chapter will be even worse.
If the Metros win the Cup this year, we may need to study this phenomenon.

I love how five days without sex is like a revelation for Ilya.
You know what, hoe, I am proud of you for being five days sober from being the biggest slut in Boston.

Shane is exploring sexually. He is messy, sometimes selfish, and makes mistakes, which is part of the point.
Shane grew up with the mentality of team over self, being a “man” over his real desires, being representation over living authentically.
Now he can just be, and that comes with not being perfect.

I hope you all liked this shorter chapter and the glimpse into where Shane and Ilya’s heads are right now.
This chapter ended up being the most chaotic tonal mix yet.
Emotional spiral - team plane chaos - extremely horny mirror therapy.

The Metros treating Shane’s sex life like a team superstition was not planned, but it turns out hockey players are extremely supportive when they believe something improves the win streak.
The NHL remains a deeply heterosexual league. Obviously.

Next chapter is going to be almost entirely smut, so.. prepare yourself however you need ;)
At this point, I am less the author and more Shane’s guide to the next dick and the next sexual awakening.
And the NHL has many volunteers.

Then, after that, we will FINALLY get to Toronto and the Charlie hangout.
I feel like I have been promoting that for a week.
It is coming!!!

Thank you again for the love, comments, and kudos. I read everything, even when I can’t answer.
For everyone sharing my fic around, you have my heart.

My question for today:  Which moment in this chapter made you laugh the most, and which moment hit you emotionally?


  


      

  












      Chapter 14: You can barely walk. How are you going to skate tonight?
  


    Chapter Summary

    In Detroit, Shane Hollander makes a series of choices he is not interested in undoing.
Some of them happen in private.
Some of them leave marks.
Some of them follow him all the way to the rink.

By the time the Metros arrive, the story has already spread.
By the time the cameras find him, it has started to change.
Two captains take the ice knowing exactly what could have happened instead.
The crowd decides something else.



    Chapter Notes

      Content warning: This chapter contains rough sex. Please proceed with enthusiasm and hydration.

 

Just a note:
Hi guys,
I’m going to say this a bit more plainly.
This fic is something I write in my own time, for free, because I care about it. It takes a lot of hours and energy to keep it going.
I do read all the comments, and I’m also aware of the discussions happening about it in other spaces.

This has always been a Shane-centric, intentionally OOC, slightly chaotic AU. That has been clearly stated from the beginning and repeated throughout the fic.

So at this point, comments about Shane being OOC, or the story not focusing on what you personally want it to focus on, aren’t pointing out something new. They’re just describing a premise you already knew going in.

If that doesn’t work for you, that’s completely fine. There are plenty of other fics that might be a better fit.
But this story is not going to be reshaped to match those expectations.
And if it isn’t for you, you don’t need to announce that you’re leaving or go into other spaces to talk about how much you don’t enjoy it. You can just stop reading.

I’m telling the story I set out to tell, and I’m proud of it.

There are so many of you who are kind, supportive, and genuinely excited to be here. This isn’t directed at you.
I appreciate you more than you know, and you’re a huge part of why I keep going.

Just as a general reminder, fic writers do this for free, and most of us do end up seeing what’s said about our work.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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Shane Hollander’s current roster:
Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges)
Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously invested)
Carter Vaughn: New York (new recruit)
Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)
J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience)
Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)
(a certain Boston captain has been temporarily removed from the roster and is under review)


November 22nd 2014
Detroit
Shane POV

THE HOLLANDER EFFECT: DETROIT EDITION
MONTREAL CAPTAIN SPOTTED LEAVING TEAM HOTEL WITH OVERNIGHT BAG HOURS BEFORE MATCHUP
Montreal Metros captain Shane Hollander arrived in Detroit earlier today with the rest of his team ahead of tonight’s matchup against the Red Wings.
However, according to multiple sources, Hollander did not remain at the team hotel for long.
Witnesses report that less than an hour after arrival, Hollander was seen leaving the hotel in a hurry, carrying what appeared to be a large overnight bag. His destination remains unconfirmed, but the timing has raised immediate questions given the growing speculation surrounding his off-ice activities.
That speculation has increasingly centred around Detroit Red Wings captain Mateo Alvarez.

The two players have been linked repeatedly over the past week following a series of public and semi-private outings in Montreal. While neither player has commented on the nature of their relationship, sources close to both teams suggest whatever is happening between them is not well hidden.
If anything, it appears to be escalating.
With both captains set to take the ice against each other tonight, league attention has begun to build around what many are now referring to as one of the most unusual storylines of the season.

Teammates of Hollander have largely avoided engaging with the rumours, but one Montreal veteran did offer a rare public response.
Luc Roy, a veteran and the Metro's number one defenseman, and a long-time presence within the organization, provided the following statement when asked for comment:
“Shane Hollander is an exceptional teammate and an even better person. The Metros will support him in whatever relationship he chooses to pursue when that time comes. Until then, I think people should let him live his life and, respectfully, mind their own business.”
Roy, who has been closely associated with Hollander since his rookie season and is often seen accompanying him during media obligations, is not known for making public statements of this nature, making the comment notable.
What remains more surprising is how few individuals connected to the growing list of rumours have made any effort to deny them.

Since our last report, TMZ has received an increased volume of tips, messages, and alleged sightings involving Hollander and multiple high-profile figures both within and outside the NHL.

Among those claims are unconfirmed reports that Hollander has been in contact with a well-known British actor. At this time, TMZ has not been able to verify the identity of the individual.
Several sources have gone further, claiming Hollander’s current situation is far more active than previously reported, with overlapping timelines and repeated sightings suggesting more than one connection may be developing at once. TMZ has not independently confirmed these claims, but the volume and consistency of the reports have raised additional questions.
At this point, questions are no longer limited to whether Hollander is dating, but how many people may be involved, and how openly those dynamics are unfolding.
With both captains stepping onto the same ice tonight, the focus may not stay on the game for long.

####



@HockeyChaos
SHANE HOLLANDER LANDING IN DETROIT AND THEN IMMEDIATELY DISAPPEARING FROM THE TEAM HOTEL WITH AN OVERNIGHT BAG???
I HAVE QUESTIONS
❤️ 92.4K 🔁 21.3K 💬 11.2K
↳ @Shaneo
YOU HAVE QUESTIONS??? I HAVE ANSWERS
❤️ 48.1K 🔁 9.6K 💬 5.4K
↳ @RedWingsFaithful
He literally has a game tonight, why are you all like this
❤️ 22.7K 🔁 3.1K 💬 2.8K
↳ @Shaneo
MULTITASKING KING
❤️ 31.9K 🔁 6.4K 💬 3.7K

@Shaneo
HE WENT TO DETROIT.
HE LEFT THE HOTEL.
HE BROUGHT A BAG.
I DO NOT NEED CONFIRMATION. I HAVE VISION
❤️ 104.7K 🔁 28.5K 💬 12.6K
↳ @HockeyIsForAll
This is exactly the kind of investigative journalism we need right now
❤️ 63.4K 🔁 12.8K 💬 5.2K
↳ @SportsEthicsNow
Or we could all maybe respect his privacy
❤️ 19.6K 🔁 2.7K 💬 3.9K
↳@Shaneo
no
❤️ 72.8K 🔁 18.4K 💬 6.1K

@DetroitPuckTalk
If Shane Hollander is staying with Mateo Alvarez before a game where they play each other, I need everyone to understand how insane that is
❤️ 100.9K 🔁 20.2K 💬 10.4K
↳ @RedWingsFaithful
This feels like a violation of some kind of code
❤️ 24.3K 🔁 3.6K 💬 2.1K
↳ @HockeyDad
The only code that matters is if he scores tonight
❤️ 81.1K 🔁 19.7K 💬 6.8K

↳@Shaneo
Oh he’s scoring tonight. The game is just the encore 😉
❤️ 189.3K 🔁 55.4K 💬 26.1K

@GaySportsWatch
It’s worth saying again that Shane Hollander exploring queer spaces and relationships after coming out is normal and healthy. The way people are turning it into a spectacle is where it gets uncomfortable.
❤️ 69.3K 🔁 13.8K 💬 4.9K
↳ @HockeyIsForAll
There’s a difference between celebrating him and projecting onto him and people keep blurring that line
❤️ 52.1K 🔁 11.4K 💬 3.9K

@HockeyAnalyticsGuy
Shane Hollander tonight:
Goals: TBD
Assists: TBD
League-wide confusion about his love life: getting worse by the hour
❤️ 149.2K 🔁 41.5K 💬 14.9K
↳ @StatsHockey
Trend line suggests continued growth
❤️ 61.8K 🔁 13.9K 💬 4.1K
↳ @InternetSportsCenter
Advanced metrics are calling this the Hollander Effect
❤️ 48.7K 🔁 9.8K 💬 3.5K

@DetroitRedWings ✓
Game day in Detroit.
🆚 Montreal Metros
⏰ 7:00 PM ET
❤️ 211.3K 🔁 61.8K 💬 48.7K
↳ @ShaneoCentral
oh we will be seated
❤️ 72.4K 🔁 16.2K 💬 6.1K
↳ @RedWingsFaithful
Can we focus on the actual game please
❤️ 18.6K 🔁 2.1K 💬 3.4K
↳ @PuckBunny93
Camera operators tonight fighting for their lives
❤️ 58.2K 🔁 12.7K 💬 4.6K

@MontrealMetros ✓
On the road. Ready for Detroit.
❤️ 198.7K 🔁 55.2K 💬 42.1K
↳ @HollanderNation
drop the locker room footage, I know you have it
❤️ 81.3K 🔁 19.4K 💬 7.3K
↳ @MetroManiac514
Luc Roy really said, Mind your business and none of you listened
❤️ 46.8K 🔁 9.6K 💬 3.8K
↳ @ShaydenIsReal
I am once again asking Hayden Pike how he feels about all of this
❤️ 39.5K 🔁 7.2K 💬 3.1K

@Shaneo
if Shane Hollander and Mateo Alvarez make eye contact during warmups, I will not survive
❤️ 88.9K 🔁 20.6K 💬 9.7K
↳ @HockeyChaos
Broadcast delay incoming
❤️ 52.3K 🔁 10.1K 💬 4.2K
↳ @RedWingsFaithful
you people need help
❤️ 15.4K 🔁 3.8K 💬 3.6K

@QueerHockeyGirl
I need straight people to understand that queer dating does not follow the same script you think it does. Not everyone jumps straight into monogamy. There’s more openness, more exploration. Not everything is serious, not everything needs a label. Shane Hollander just came out, he’s single, and the NHL is apparently lining up. Be serious.
❤️ 137.2K 🔁 41.3K 💬 23.8K
↳ @HockeyIsForAll
There’s also a learning curve here. He didn’t just come out; he’s stepping into an entirely new social world at the same time
❤️ 68.4K 🔁 14.9K 💬 5.6K

↳ @PuckBunny93
the way the entire league folded in under a month needs to be studied
❤️ 52.6K 🔁 11.2K 💬 4.8K
↳ @MetroManiac514
not studied. documented. archived. preserved for future generations
❤️ 61.9K 🔁 13.7K 💬 5.3K
↳ @BiHockeyGuy
straight people discovering not everyone is racing to pick a spouse within 3–5 business days
❤️ 74.2K 🔁 18.6K 💬 6.9K
↳ @LesbianOnIce
The panic you’re all having about this is very telling actually
❤️ 69.8K 🔁 17.1K 💬 6.2K
↳ @HockeyDad
I am once again asking why I know any of this
❤️ 89.4K 🔁 21.3K 💬 8.2K
↳ @InternetSportsCenter
because you are living through history sir. Please try to keep up
❤️ 63.8K 🔁 14.2K 💬 5.0K

↳ @Shaneo
i’m having a great time personally
❤️ 205.3K 🔁 60.1K 💬 27.2K



####

Shane gets up, goes to the bathroom, closes the door and locks it, then walks toward the mirror.
Mirrors may never have the same meaning to him again.
Shane feels off-balance, in a way he doesn’t want to correct, like he’s seen a version of himself he didn’t realize he was allowed to become, and he doesn’t know if he can ever unsee it.

The image holds. Him like that in the mirror.
Open, being watched, wanting to be seen exactly like that, watching himself without looking away.
This isn’t an I look good. It’s something more exact.
He knows what he looks like when he wants, when he’s needy and doesn’t try to hide it.
He knows what he looks like when his pupils are dilated, his body shaking, every nerve in him on fire.
He knows what it feels like to look directly into his own reflection while a plug was being pulled out of his ass, while he was wearing lacy panties, while he was being pleasured.
He now understands what these men see as they bring him to the brink of pleasure.
He understands the pull towards him.
He thinks it may stay with him. How easily he followed along. How watching himself, and knowing Mateo was watching him watch himself, hadn’t made him pull back or hide, how easily he locked into the moment.
The panties leave a strange imprint.
Because he can see himself, the jock, the hockey boy, the masculine person he is every day, and he can see himself in his feminine at the same time, how much he enjoyed the exposure, how he leaned into it, made it part of the experience, how fucking good he looked.
He wants to go back there. Not just to the act. To that version of himself, to live inside it every time he is getting fucked.

He looks into the mirror one last time, dragging his hand down his body, from his neck to his chest, then lower, not rushing it.
He thinks he could come just by looking at himself.

But that isn’t what he wants. He wants Mateo to fuck him so hard he sees stars, to feel so overstimulated he’s on the brink of passing out, to give his body over completely.
“Go get your man, go let him fuck you until you cry, then go get your other men, and let them take everything until you can’t walk anymore.”

He walks out of the bathroom, butt-naked.
He walks to the dresser where Mateo placed the toys, pausing when he notices a few more than before, laid out like Mateo had already decided how this was going to go.
He reaches for the whip first, then the collar with the leash attached, his fingers lingering on the metal ring.


####


He walks over to Mateo on the bed, doesn’t wait to be told what to do next, and lies down on his stomach, arms and legs spread, looking up at him. “I want you to tie me up.”
Mateo looks at him, his eyes dragging over him, taking in how Shane has placed himself.

Mateo pulls Shane up until he is sitting on the bed, his hand at the back of Shane’s neck as he pulls him into a messy kiss, not giving him time to think.
His hand comes around Shane’s throat, not squeezing yet, just resting there before the pressure builds, pulling a gasp out of him.

“You don’t have to be so light,” Shane says, his voice catching on the last word.
“There is no rush, cariño.” He tilts Shane’s chin up until he’s looking at him. “Stop means stop. Yellow means I slow down.”
“I won’t need to use a safe word.”
“This isn’t about proving anything, Shane.” His thumb presses once under Shane’s chin. “I need to trust you, too. You tell me when it’s too much.”
“Okay.”
“So the words?”
“Stop for stop. Yellow to slow down.”
“Good, Capitán.”
Mateo pulls Shane back into a kiss, deeper this time, his tongue pushing far enough to make Shane choke.
His hand comes back to Shane’s neck, the pressure firmer now, enough to keep his attention there.
Then he presses Shane back down onto the bed, climbing over him, keeping one hand around his neck.
He kisses down Shane’s face, forehead, nose, cheeks, the edge of his ear, back to his mouth, then lower.

By the time he reaches Shane’s neck, the kisses change, teeth pressing in enough to make Shane’s back arch before Mateo smooths it over with his mouth.
As he gets lower, his lips lingering over Shane’s chest, the bites deepen, each one followed by a slower pass of his lips.
When Mateo gets to Shane’s stomach, he takes a real bite, hard enough that Shane jerks under him.
The burn lingers, then Mateo’s mouth softens it.

Every time Shane tries to move, Mateo presses him back into place, firm enough that Shane understands he isn’t deciding where he goes anymore.
Shane is already hard; the pain and anticipation blur together.

“Turn around. On your knees,” Mateo says roughly.
Shane obeys right away.

Mateo moves to the head of the bed, grabbing the restraints.
He takes one of Shane’s wrists first, wrapping it slowly, tightening it enough that Shane feels the limit the second he tests it.
Then the other.
Shane’s fingers twitch once, then go still.

Mateo moves to the foot of the bed and ties his ankles, spreading Shane’s legs open before securing them.
He pushes Shane forward until his chest meets the mattress, lifting his hips.
Face down, ass up.

Shane fidgets on instinct, picking up part of the sheet between two fingers, rubbing it.
Mateo notices and doesn’t say anything, a small smile crossing his face.
Shane thinks he likes seeing him have somewhere to put the extra energy.

Mateo reaches for the collar next.
The clip taps lightly against the ring as he lifts it, the leash dragging over the bed. He lets it hang long enough for Shane to hear it.
Mateo pauses. Shane squirms.

Then Mateo brings the collar forward, one hand sliding under Shane’s jaw, lifting enough to get it around his neck. The leather presses in.
His fingers linger at the side of Shane’s throat. Shane can feel himself swallow.

Shane glances at his wrists, then tries to look at his ankles.
The collar sits there, not restricting his breathing. Just there.
He feels safe with Mateo, liberated, naked and out of control, giving himself over happily.

“Stay like that, don’t move,” Mateo says.
Shane holds himself there, chest against the mattress, his hips lifted, wrists and ankles held in place, the sheet caught between his fingers.
His body wants to move. To test Mateo. He doesn’t. He waits, listening.
Behind him, Mateo picks up the whip.
Shane hears him moving closer, and his cock twitches.
The first strike comes. It isn’t hard.
It cuts across his ass with a quick snap that makes his whole body react, his back arching, a sound catching in his throat.
The sting flares, then fades just as quickly.
Shane exhales through his nose, his fingers curling tighter around the sheet before easing. He likes it.
Mateo doesn’t follow it up right away.

Shane holds himself there, his hips pressing back once before he stills.
The silence stretches, getting under his skin.
Then the whip moves again. It comes down harder this time, lower across his ass.
The reaction comes faster, his hips pushing back as a moan breaks out of him.
“Stay, mi rey.” Mateo says.
Shane presses his mouth into the mattress, biting into it.
Mateo walks away. “MATEO!” Shane shouts, pushing his hips back again.

He hears Mateo come back toward the bed, then feels his hands across his ass, rubbing it, a warning before the whip strikes again, harder than before.
“Otra vez,” Shane screams, the word snapping out of him. He loves this with Mateo.
“Harder,” Shane says, the word slipping out before he can think about it, his voice rough against the mattress.
Mateo pauses again. Shane knows he’s being greedy, and it excites him as he waits for the next strike.

The next strike lands across the top of his thighs, the placement surprising him as a guttural moan tears through him.
Mateo’s hand follows it, pressing over the spot, holding him there through it. “You don’t decide that,” Mateo says quietly.
Shane presses his tongue briefly to his teeth. “Again,” he says, like a little brat.
Mateo starts rubbing over him, kissing him, soft before taking a bite into his ass.
Shane wants to push him; he wants bruises all over himself again, enough marks that he can see them in the mirror for the next week and remember this.
Mateo steps closer. Shane feels it before anything touches him.
The whip doesn’t come down.
Instead, Mateo’s hand slides from the collar to his throat, fingers wrapping enough to hold him, pulling his head back.
Shane wants to tell him to press harder, but doesn’t.
The pressure builds, Mateo, digging his fingers in until Shane gasps, then his hands are gone.
Shane exhales, catching up as Mateo lets go.
“Good,” Mateo says, quieter now.
Mateo grabs his hips in one hand, lifting him higher, the other pressing between his shoulder blades to keep him down.
He’s back at his ass, kissing and biting until his tongue pushes into him fast, one hand gripping, fingers digging into his flesh.
Then his hands move away. Shane whines out, “Mateo!!!”
Shane hears Mateo opening a bottle of lube behind him. He feels Mateo’s fingers press against him, moaning as he pushes back, wanting them inside him.
Mateo’s hand slides back to the collar, fingers hooking into the ring, holding it steady as a point of control. “Stay.”
Shane does.

Mateo slicks his fingers and presses one deep inside him, working him open with intention. He takes his time, letting Shane adjust around it. It burns more than usual, still tight from the strikes.
“Breathe for me,” Mateo says, closer now, his mouth near Shane’s ear.
Shane nods into the mattress, then forces the word out. “I am- fuck-” His fingers curl into the sheet as Mateo's fingers press in further, Shane pushes his ass back instinctively before stopping halfway.
Mateo notices Shane moving, his hand become firmer at his hips, keeping him there. “No te muevas,” he says quietly. “Don’t move, Shane.”
“Okay,” he says, softer.

Mateo’s fingers move, two now, deeper than before, slower on the way out, dragging just enough that Shane feels it, then back in, stretching him wide.
“Good,” Mateo whispers. “You’re so good, mi amor.”
It’s different like this. Each movement stays longer instead of passing through.
“More,” Shane says, the word slipping out without thought.
Mateo lets out a quiet breath against his ear. “You always want more,” he laughs.
“Then give it to me,” Shane says, whining.
Mateo keeps going, taking his time, adding another finger, working him open until Shane stops resisting and starts taking it.
“Mateo-” he says, and doesn’t finish it.
“I know,” Mateo answers. “I know, cariño.”
“You’re doing so well for me,” he adds, softer.
He pulls his fingers out slowly, giving Shane a second.
Then his hand comes back to his hip, spreading his legs back open again.
“Stay like this,” Mateo says.
Shane nods, then says it, because he knows Mateo wants to hear it. “I’m staying.”
Mateo moves behind him again. The mattress dips as he comes closer, one knee pressing into the bed beside his thigh, his hand still at Shane's hip to keep him in place.
Then his hand comes down hard across Shane's ass, harder than before.
The impact snaps through him, knocking the air out of his chest, his arms giving before he catches himself, his legs shaking under it.
“Fuck- oh my god, Mateo, I love how you make me feel.” The words tear out of him.
Exactly where Mateo wants him.
“Así,” Mateo says, voice lower now. “Just like that.”
He guides himself into position behind him, one hand gripping at Shane's hip while the other lines himself up. When he presses forward, there’s nothing uncertain in it. The stretch comes slowly at first, then deeper as Shane reacts.
“Take it,” Mateo's voice rough.
“Give it to me, baby,” Shane murmurs as he takes it, tightening around the first push before easing enough to let him in. His hips try to push back on instinct, but Mateo’s hand presses him down, stopping it.
Mateo lets out a low moan. “Te gusta demasiado.. me vuelves loco.”
Mateo pushes in fully, with no hurry, making sure Shane feels all of him, holding there so he can adjust before he moves again.
Shane’s fingers clamp down on the sheet, the stretch pulling a sound out of him that he doesn’t try to hide.
“Fuck- Mateo- I- Holy fucking shit.” Shane realizes he almost let out an I love you.
He needs to stop falling in love while a dick is inside of him.
“Sí,” Mateo answers, “I’ve got you.”
“All of it, cariño. Take it.” Mateo pulls back partway and drives forward again with more force, then stills just long enough to make him feel the space before pushing in again, setting a rhythm that builds.
Shane wants to push his hips back, but keeps stopping himself, then pushing again, caught between the instinct to fuck Mateo back and the way Mateo holds him.

Each thrust connects with more intention than the last, building in force and depth, angled to find his g-spot again and again until Shane can’t separate one from the next.
“Mateo- fuck, harder- fuck me harder.” A loud groan tears out of him.
Mateo laughs under his breath, close to his ear. “¿Más?” he murmurs. “You can take more?”
“Yes, fuck- please, more.”

Mateo increases the force of each thrust, driving him forward on the bed. Shane's body keeps losing control, wanting to fall. Mateo slides a hand under his stomach and lifts him back into position.
Now it speeds up enough that Shane can’t reset between movements.
Each thrust arrives before the last fully lands, blurring together.

The angle adjusts under Mateo’s control, hitting deeper, pulling a broken sound out of Shane that he doesn’t stop.
“Cariño, ojalá pudieras ver lo perfecto que te ves ahora mismo,” he murmurs. “Look at you.”
“You feel that?” Mateo adds, his breath close to Shane’s ear. “How you’re taking me?”
Shane’s head drops into the mattress again, his breath gasping as he reacts faster than he can think through it.
“Can’t-,” he manages. “I can’t-.”
“Sí puedes,” Mateo says, firmer now. “You can.”
“You asked for this,” he adds, quieter, his mouth almost pressed into Shane’s skin. “I’m giving it to you.”
Shane cries out. Mateo is so fucking hot. He loves being fucked by him.
He keeps going, driving into him with consistent force, holding the pace as Shane gives out again and again, Mateo lifting him back into position.
The pleasure overstimulates him until he starts to see stars, his vision blurring.
At one point, he pulls on the leash, and Shane lets out a moan. “Holy fucking shit.”
This is what he wanted. This. Exactly this.
His body feels too full of it, every nerve lit up, the repetition breaking him down until there’s nothing left to hold onto except the feeling itself.
His hips push back again, no control left in it, chasing it openly.
“Please-” he says, the word breaking apart as it comes out.
Mateo’s hand continues to grip his hips.
“I’ve got you, mi rey, precioso,” he says, softer now.

“Come for me,” Mateo murmurs, close to his ear. “Just like that.”
Shane’s whole body reacts, his breath breaking as he comes, fingers locking into the sheets, his legs shaking under him.
Mateo keeps moving through it, slower now. He comes with a low sound, “No tienes idea de lo que me haces sentir.”
Shane’s body is still jolting, coming down in uneven waves, shaking uncontrollably.
He has never been fucked like that before.
“Easy,” Mateo murmurs, softer now.
Shane doesn’t move.
His arms tremble under him, his legs giving out beneath him, his body still reacting in smaller aftershocks he can’t control.
One of Mateo’s hands slides up his back, planting kisses along it, gentle enough that it makes Shane want to cry.
“It’s done, baby,” he murmurs. “You were so good for me. I’ve got you now.”
Shane exhales into the mattress, his fingers loosening their grip on the sheets. “Fuck,” he breathes. “Holy fuck, Mateo. That was- fuck. I wanted that.”
He stays where he is; moving doesn’t feel like something his body knows how to do.
Mateo’s hand stays at Shane’s hip, holding him there while he comes down. Then his grip eases, his palm sliding over him, more like a caress.
“Hey,” he says, quieter. “Talk to me.”
His voice sits closer now, between them instead of directing him.
Shane exhales into the mattress, his breath catching halfway, still reacting in smaller waves he can’t stop. “I-” he starts, then lets it go.
“Did I hurt you?” Mateo asks. “You didn’t say anything.”
Mateo’s hand moves up his back, following his spine, pausing at the base of his neck. “Easy,” he murmurs.
His thumb brushes once under the collar, a small check.
Mateo leans over him, his chest close to Shane’s back without putting his full weight down, his hand coming to the side of Shane’s neck, fingers resting there. “Talk to me,” he says.
Shane lifts his head just enough to turn his face to the side, cheek still pressed into the mattress, blinking slowly.
“I’m good,” Shane says, voice still rough.
Mateo huffs a quiet breath, something close to a laugh. “Yeah?”
“Yeah,” Shane says again, more certain this time.
Mateo reaches for the restraints first, undoing Shane’s wrists, then his ankles, not rushing, staying close while he works.
“You’re okay, baby,” he says.
Shane nods against the mattress, then exhales.
“Good,” he says. “I’m good.”
Mateo moves closer, still on top of Shane’s back, letting more of his weight rest on him, grounding him.
Shane’s shoulders drop under it, the tension leaving in stages. He feels Mateo everywhere on him, warm and so comforting.
Mateo’s hand comes back to his neck, fingers sliding under the collar before easing it looser.
“Okay?” Mateo asks.
Shane nods, then turns his head a little more so his voice isn’t pressed into the mattress. “Yeah,” he says. “That was-” He stops, breath catching again.
Mateo waits.
Shane lets out a small, exhausted laugh. “Yeah,” he finishes. That’s all he’s got right now.
He can feel Mateo’s smile against his shoulder. “Come here,” he murmurs.
His hand slides under Shane’s shoulder, helping him roll just enough to ease him onto his side without rushing it.
Shane lets it happen, his body slower to respond, feeling heavier, he leans into Mateo instead of holding himself up. Nuzzling into him.
Mateo pulls him closer once he’s turned, one arm around him, the other coming up to his face, brushing his thumb along his cheek. “Still with me?” he asks.
Shane blinks at him, eyes a little unfocused, then nods. “Yeah,” he says again, softer.
Mateo presses a kiss to his cheek, then another, then one at his jaw, his temple. “Good,” he murmurs.
“I loved it,” Shane says. “Fuck.. I loved it so much. I love how you do that to me.”
Mateo exhales against him, tension leaving his shoulders.
“Are you okay?” Shane asks, now looking at Mateo and seeing the stress across his face.
“For a minute.. when we finished, I thought maybe you didn’t like it. Maybe I hurt you. I don’t want to hurt you, Shane.”
“Oh my god, no. You make me feel better than I ever knew I could feel, Mateo. You take such good care of me. I feel safe with you.”
“Fuck.. okay. Mi amor, you are messing with my head.”
He grabs Shane’s cheeks again and pulls him into a slow kiss, then another at his cheek, then back to his mouth, holding him tight.
Shane feels like he could fall asleep right there.
But they have to leave for their game in just over an hour.
He doesn’t even know how he’s going to skate tonight, which is kind of what he wanted.
To be fucked this hard.
Now the thought comes. How irresponsible it was to do this before a game, how his legs aren’t fully listening when he tries to move them, how everything in him still answers to Mateo.
How his teammates are going to lose their minds when they see the marks all over him, the bite at his stomach, the lines across his ass.
And still, his face turns into a smile, every mark something he chose.


####


“Stay,” Mateo says, brushing his mouth once more over Shane’s cheek before pulling away. “I’ll be right back.”
Shane makes a small sound at the loss of him, staying where Mateo left him. Letting himself stay there.
Mateo moves off the bed, heading for the bathroom.
Shane hears the bathtub running, the sound pulling his attention.
“Don’t fall asleep on me,” he calls.
Shane huffs into the mattress. “I won’t.”
Mateo comes back and picks Shane up off the bed like it’s nothing. Shane doesn’t protest.
Mateo brings him into the bathroom, placing him on the edge of the bath.
The tub fills as he pours in Epsom salts. “Is it too warm, cariño?”
Shane tests the water with his hand and lets out a sound. “No, baby, it feels perfect. Will you join me?”
“Is that what you want?”
“Yes, please.”
Mateo helps him into the bath, and Shane winces when the water hits his freshly marked skin, the reaction quick before it fades as his body adjusts. He relaxes into the warmth of the water.
Mateo comes behind him, letting Shane’s head fall back against his chest as he presses kisses along his cheek.
Shane turns, and they start making out slowly.
For the first time, maybe in his whole life, an hour before a game, he isn’t thinking about the win or the plays.
He wants to stay right where he is. And he means it. He doesn’t even think about moving.


####


Twenty minutes later, they get out of the bath, wrinkled and more connected than Shane expected.
“I haven’t seen my phone in hours,” Shane says, glancing toward where he left it before looking back at Mateo. “I should text J.J. and Hayden and let them know they can sleep in the spare room tonight if they want.”
“Are you still up for that tonight? We can do it another day,” Mateo says, watching him more closely.
“You don’t want to anymore?” Shane asks, the question coming out faster than he meant it to.
Mateo shakes his head. “I do. I just want to make sure you’re okay. You still have to play hockey tonight.”
“I want to,” Shane says. “You guys will all take care of me, be gentle with me.”
“Of course we will,” Mateo says. “I’m going to take such good care of you for the next two days.”

“What does that entail?” Shane says, looking at him more directly.
“I’m going to spoil you, carry you everywhere so you don’t have to walk, bathe you, massage you, feed you, do Korean facemasks with you, watch wrestling with you, cuddle you, and do whatever you want me to do,” Mateo says. “Your wish is my command, mi rey.”
“You are a bit whipped for me, mush mush,” Shane says.
“I am completely whipped for you, Shane Hollander,” Mateo says.
Shane leans in and presses a kiss to his lips. “I think I am pretty whipped for you, too,” Shane says.

####


Shane picks up his phone and sees the new article.
He shows it to Mateo, and Mateo shrugs.
He sees missed calls from his mom, knowing she is going to want to prep for media, but before he can say anything, Mateo glances up and says, “We just decline media tonight.”
“Decline media?” Shane says, shocked. He has never declined media, not once, not even when he wanted to. He and his mom would put together scripts. He never wanted to disappoint anyone. He has never considered not doing it.

“Yes, Shane, you talk to them before and after almost every game. You don’t owe them everything. Have one of your teammates talk to the media, they won’t let them fuck around with you.”
“And you? Does your team know about us?”
“They saw the first article, they know we’re close, they don’t care.”
Shane lets out a breath he didn’t realize he was holding, his fingers pausing over his screen before easing again.
He feels better knowing Mateo has a team that supports him and that he is safe with his people.
He picks up his phone and sends a text to Hayden and J.J.
Shane: I am going to stay here at Mateo’s after we are all done, but you are both welcome to stay as well; he has two spare rooms.
Hayden: I rented a car for the day. I will drive us, and then we will come back to the hotel.
J.J.: We will see you soon, capitaine. I hope you still have energy for the game and for us.
Shane: I am in pretty rough shape, but I always have energy for the team, and I am completely ready for you guys ;)


Yuna: Are you having a good time with Mateo?
Shane: Yes, I am.
Yuna: And you saw the article?
Shane: Do people actually care what TMZ thinks? We continue with our plan. We ignore it completely.
Yuna: Did you know Roy was going to comment?
Shane: He told me he had been reached out to, and I trusted he would take care of it and me; he always does.
Yuna: Okay, Shane, we will have to talk more later, but good luck on your game tonight.

Shane looks over at Mateo, on his phone, thumbs moving quickly, attention pulled somewhere else.
“Okay, I am going to get ready to kick your ass. Then we drive to the game together?”
“Yes,” Mateo says, turning into him enough to press his cheek to Shane’s shoulder.


####


They get ready and drive to the arena, pulling into the players' lot. They are holding hands as they drive up, Shane’s thumb moving once against Mateo’s before the first flash hits.
That is when Shane understands what is happening, and he almost feels blinded by it, quick lights bursting across the windshield, too bright.

He sees they are being crowded by paparazzi, bodies pressing in around the car. It feels surreal, like he’s watching it happen instead of sitting inside it.
They let go of each other’s hands, the contact breaking without either of them looking at it, and Mateo simply says, “fuck.”
Shane panics, the question hitting before anything else can form. “What do we do?”
“We stick to your plan, we ignore them. We are friends, mi rey, whatever you want. Don’t let this fuck with your game.”
Shane nods, quickly, like if he hesitates, he might fall apart. “Let’s not give them anything on the ice. No flirting, no unnecessary hits into the boards. No on-ice foreplay.”
Mateo nods. “Agreed.”
When they get out of the car, he lets go of a breath he didn’t realize he was holding.
He sees his team and Mateo’s team moving toward them, cutting through the crowd in one clear wave, pushing straight in without pause.
Hayden and J.J. grab Shane and pull him into the middle of the team, and Mateo’s teammates do the same, closing around them without needing to say anything. Guarding them, keeping them covered as they move, guiding them to the arena door until they are inside, the noise dropping off behind them the second the doors close.
He has been grateful for his team a lot this season, but today really takes the cake. He has never felt so loved, protected, and cared for by another group of men, and it hits all at once, not just for him, but seeing Mateo pulled in the same way, handled the same way. Just like the Metros, the Red Wings fully have their captains’ backs.


####


@HockeyChaos
The paparazzi video of Shane Hollander and Mateo Alvarez arriving at the arena is actually insane
They are literally being swarmed before puck drop
❤️ 84.2K 🔁 19.7K 💬 11.3K
↳ @QueerHockeyGirl
This is fucking sick. They are human beings, hockey players, trying to do their jobs. Stay the fuck away from them, get a job.
❤️ 71.5K 🔁 18.2K 💬 9.6K
↳ @SportsEthicsNow
This is where coverage crosses into harassment. There is no public interest justification for this level of intrusion.
❤️ 39.8K 🔁 7.4K 💬 5.2K
↳ @PuckTruth88
maybe don’t hold hands in public if you don’t want attention 🤷‍♂️
❤️ 8.9K 🔁 900 💬 6.2K
 ↳ @HollanderNation
 oh my god shut up
 ❤️ 62.4K 🔁 13.1K 💬 5.8K
 ↳ @Shaneo
 no actually like what is wrong with you people
 ❤️ 78.2K 🔁 16.7K 💬 6.9K
↳ @MetroManiac514
if someone is mad at two men holding hands and not the mob of grown adults climbing over each other to photograph it, you are the problem.
❤️ 58.1K 🔁 12.6K 💬 4.9K

@DetroitPuckTalk
Video from outside the arena is brutal. You can barely see them through the cameras.
Security should have stepped in; the players shouldn’t have had to.
❤️ 47.6K 🔁 9.8K 💬 6.1K
↳ @RedWingsFaithful
This is embarrassing for the city, honestly
❤️ 33.4K 🔁 6.7K 💬 3.8K
↳ @HockeyDad
Let the guys play hockey. This isn’t a movie premiere.
❤️ 52.2K 🔁 11.9K 💬 4.5K
↳ @PuckBunny93
No, because the way both teams walked in like a WALL???
That part i loved
❤️ 61.7K 🔁 13.4K 💬 5.2K
↳ @InternetSportsCenter
Montreal 🤝 Detroit
forming a human shield around their captains.
❤️ 73.9K 🔁 16.8K 💬 6.0K

@GaySportsWatch
There is something deeply uncomfortable about how quickly “interest” turns into surveillance when queer athletes are involved.
❤️ 69.1K 🔁 15.2K 💬 7.4K
↳ @HockeyIsForAll
This is what people mean when they say visibility comes with a cost
❤️ 55.3K 🔁 12.1K 💬 4.6K
↳ @QueerHockeyGirl
and the cost should not be getting blinded by cameras walking into your workplace
❤️ 48.7K 🔁 10.9K 💬 4.2K
↳ @Shaneo
The fact that BOTH teams closed ranks around them???
yeah that told me everything i needed to know
❤️ 82.6K 🔁 19.3K 💬 8.1K
↳ @HollanovArchive
documenting this as the exact moment the “Hollander Effect” stopped being funny for some people
❤️ 44.2K 🔁 9.7K 💬 5.0K

####

Once inside, they get to business, getting dressed for the game.
That is when Shane remembers the marks on his body, the awareness returning as his hands move to grab his gear.
The bite marks on his stomach, his ass, his chest. The whip marks across his back, still bright red, lines that haven’t faded, a subtle hand mark at his throat, low enough it shouldn’t be seen once his jersey is on.
He can feel his teammates looking at him; no one is trying to hide it.
They look at him with a mix of pride and curiosity, some a little uneasy, because the marks could look concerning without context.
When he glances at Hayden, he looks like he is holding himself back from saying something, his jaw working once before he looks away.
J.J. looks a little jealous, and Shane wishes he could pull him into a kiss, reminding him he will have his chance in a few hours, the thought flashing through him and getting swallowed by everything else in the room.
Berkes clears his throat, serious enough that it cuts through the noise. “Just want to make sure you’re safe, yeah? That this is something you’re actually into.” He gestures toward Shane’s bruises and bites.
“I am completely into this, but I am sorry. This probably was not appropriate before a game.”
The room breaks, laughter spilling out all at once, quick and loud, like everyone had been holding it in.
“At this point, Captain, I think you like us seeing this,” Schneider says.
“You want us to picture it later, don’t you, Captaine?” J.J. adds, already halfway into a grin as he leans closer. “Keep us thinking about it while we get ourselves off.”
The noise kicks up again, voices overlapping, laughter building instead of fading, the room tipping into chaos now that the line has been crossed.
“You’re a complete freak in the sheets, aren’t you, Captain?” Berkes says, twisting on the bench to look at him fully, grin wide, one hand coming up to point at Shane like he’s just proven something to the whole room.

Shane winks at him and goes to walk, and that is when the team pauses again, because he is moving like someone who got fucked way too hard today. Shane is stiff and limping just enough that everyone clocks it at once.
“I think Mateo has his own winning strategy,” Gagnon says dryly from across the room. “You can barely walk. How are you going to skate tonight?”

Shane straightens himself up, forcing the motion into something cleaner even if his body pushes back against it. “Does anyone watch wrestling?”
A few teammates nod, some say no, some say sometimes, all looking confused at where he is going with this.
“If you see the Undertaker outside of the ring, he can barely walk, barely move, his body is broken from all the years in the ring. Once he is inside the ring, he is the Undertaker. He moves with the same precision and intensity he always had.”
“And you are the Undertaker?” Schneider asks, brows pulling together as he tries to follow the logic.
“When I am on the ice, you won’t doubt me for a second.”
“We never doubt you, Captain,” Hayden says, easy, his hand landing briefly at the back of Shane’s neck before dropping again.

“Because no one else is saying it, I will just say, I fully trust your process, Cap,” Mitty says seriously. “You are just following your ritual.”
The banging of the sticks starts, and the “it’s a ritual” cheers pick up again, everyone laughing.
“I don’t care who Mateo is to me; on the ice, he is a rival captain, and his team is going to lose. We are leaving Detroit with the win and a 21-0 undefeated streak. Who is with me?”
Everyone claps each other on the shoulders, shouting, the noise building fast, the room pulling in around him, loud, close, and completely his.
Before leaving the locker room, Roy pulls him aside. His hand rests on Shane’s shoulder, holding him there until Shane looks back at him.
“My quote in the article was okay, right?”
“Yes, Roy. Thank you.”
“You have been handling yourself well, but you never need to handle the media alone. You know that, right?”
“Yes, I know that,” Shane says, lifting his hands to Roy’s shoulders and giving them a brief squeeze in return.
Roy watches him for a second longer, then nods once. Something in him eases as they walk out together toward the ice.


####

When the Metros step onto the ice, the crowd is already loud, but it builds the second they appear, rising until it fills the arena. Shane looks up and sees signs held high above the glass, words catching his attention one after another.

“Love is love.”
“Mateo Alvarez, we stand behind you through anything.”
“Shaneo fan.”
When Mateo and the Red Wings come out, the noise climbs higher, everything folding into one wave. They chant Mateo’s name, signs lifting, hands pressed against the glass like they can push the message through it. Detroit supports their captain; the message carried through the noise, through the way his name keeps getting louder instead of fading.
Shane takes it in, piece by piece, the realization forming slowly, that this did not turn into something ugly, something that would hurt him or Mateo.
Then they meet at centre ice, the noise still roaring, the rest of the rink falling away as everything narrows to the space between them.
They don’t say anything, but they look at each other long enough to understand without needing to speak that this could have gone a completely different way, that it almost did, and instead it is something else entirely, that they are standing in an arena with the crowd telling them they still choose them. They love them.
If he looks at Mateo any longer, they might both cry. There is no room to misinterpret the love in this arena. Shane has goosebumps.

####


Away vs Detroit Red Wings
Montreal 4 – Detroit 3 (OT)
21–0

####


Shane Hollander’s current roster:
Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges)
Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously invested)
Carter Vaughn: New York (new recruit)
Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)
J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience)
Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)
(a certain Boston captain has been temporarily removed from the roster and is under review)
 

 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    Hi Hi Hi
I have so much to say as usual.
First, I’ll start with the same thing I say each time.
Oops.. I ended up writing more than I intended.
I planned to have the whole visit in Detroit in 1 chapter.
But I ended up adding the TMZ and social media stuff, and the team/game stuff, and it all felt important.

So now this chapter will be split into 3.
Chapter 14- Day one, (continuing after last chapter’s mirror scene), social media/TMZ, the rough sex, after care, the team/the game. Chapter 15- THIS IS ALL THE FOURSOME BABY, AND IT’S FUCKING HOT. I think this might be my favourite sex I’ve written so far. From beginning to end, it is scrumptious. You have been warned.
Chapter 16- A slower chapter. It will be the shortest word-wise, but it will pack more of a punch with how Shane is feeling, and his two days with Mateo.

THEN I PROMISE WE ARE MOVING ON. (I am saying this for myself as much as you.)

I get so swept up in things and want to expand the world.
I know this has drifted away from the initial campiness.
It has definitely become a lot fuller.
I am trying to honour the slutty, sexy, empowered Shane while also holding space for the world around him.
I hope everyone still loves where this is going.

Some notes about Mateo:
Shane is Mateo’s baby.. that’s it.
That’s the note.
This is their dynamic.

The team is amazing, I am obsessed. I love the love everyone has for the Metros.

I have one important thing to share.
Shane Hollander is now officially turned on by Shane Hollander..
Like, join the fucking club, Shane. You aren’t special. Everyone already wants you. Welcome. Take a number.

Everyone has talked about wanting to bite Shane’s stomach. Mateo just got there first.. sucks for the rest of those men.

Some quick thoughts about my notes on the last chapter.
I know I raised the question about sharing the endgame.
I saw all the comments. I know a lot of people want to know.
Many people didn’t want to know and were happy to go along for the ride.
I talked to a few people in my life for opinions and landed on this.

This is a Shane-centric, OOC fic.
In this world, it has only been around 2 months since Shane came out publicly, and I have it mapped out until the beginning of the next hockey season, so a lot is still going to happen.

For now, I’m not going to tell the endgame.
The whole point of this fic is the journey, not the ending, and I want people to stay for that.
This is about Shane’s exploration.

I get wanting to know, I really do. I also love spoilers, but I just have the feeling this is the right choice.
I will say, there will be a happy ending for everyone.  I think everyone reading will feel rewarded at the end.
I hope everyone can understand!!

This fic isn’t about Ilya and Shane, at least not fully, at least not yet.
It is about queer joy, and Shane exploring himself sexually, in a way Ilya and many other people have been able to do for years.

But for all of the people who are here for strictly Hollanov, I understand!!!
I am going to remind you that there is a long way to go before better communication and understanding between our boys.
There will be regression before progression.
Continue accordingly !!!!

I hope this chapter was good.
I went on a kind of loop spiral of editing it over and over and over again for the last 3 days.
I’m not even sure what version is better anymore. I have been getting to in my head.
The more popular it gets, the more I am getting more and more nervous after each chapter, wanting it to be perfect.

Thank you so very much for all the kudos, comments, and sharing of this fic. You all have my heart.
The next chapter should hopefully be up either on the 21st or 22nd.
It is personally my favourite one yet.
The dynamic between the four is 🧑🏽‍🍳💋

MAKE SURE YOUR VIBRATORS AND SEX TOYS ARE CHARGED, AND YOU HAVE WATER READY!!!


  


      

  












      Chapter 15: Take good care of me while he watches
  


    Chapter Summary

    The Metros are 21-0, Shane Hollander is thriving, and, unfortunately for everyone else in the league, being a slut might actually be improving his game.

In Detroit, Shane brings two of his closest teammates somewhere a little more private.
There are rules.
There is a lot of communication.
And eventually, there are bodies everywhere.

What unfolds is built on trust, curiosity, and the kind of connection that only exists when people feel safe enough to want more.



    Chapter Notes

      Surprise!!
Double chapters today.
I already had this one finished since it was originally meant to be part of the last chapter.
Enjoy!!

 

Content warning: hot sex between four hot men.
Includes excessive kissing, aggressive cock sucking, deeply committed ass eating, and a level of fucking that probably deserves to be hung in the Louvre for its beauty.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Shane Hollander’s current roster:

Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously invested)

Carter Vaughn: New York (new recruit)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)

(A certain Boston captain has been temporarily removed from the roster and is under review)



Statuses may have changed by the end.





November 22 2014

Detroit

Shane POV
The Montreal Metros have three more games left in November. They are currently undefeated at 21 - 0, and the excitement running through the locker room, through the entire organization, is almost impossible to put into words.
Shane has started to think that maybe being a slut has actually changed his game.

He is looser on the ice, his body moving without that usual need to control everything.

Even tonight, under the lights, with the memory of Mateo still lingering in his body, he skated smoother than he ever has before, every stride clean.

His mind feels clear, like something has finally clicked into place.
He is the captain of the Montreal Metros, and he is doing a damn good job of keeping morale high, if he does say so himself.
Every single one of his teammates has stepped it up, playing like they are tuned into the same frequency, anticipating each other instead of reacting, trusting the puck will end up exactly where it should. They believe in each other, read each other without needing to look, guys exactly where they need to be when it matters, plays connecting in a way that almost feels unfair to the rest of the league.
His team is going to win the Cup this year.

Even if he has to let everyone in that locker room fuck him, let every rival captain take their turn, let every NHL player try their luck with him, he will do it with a smile, and then a wink after they lose to him anyway.


####





When the game is over, and they are done getting changed, Shane, Hayden, and J.J. all get into the rental car Hayden picked up earlier.

They head towards Mateo’s place.



Shane is in the front seat this time, with J.J. sitting in the middle of the back.

Shane can still feel the electricity of the crowd moving through him. His body is still buzzing with a mixture of the sex from earlier and the way Detroit showed up not only for the Red Wings, but for him and the Metros, too.
But now, his attention starts to pull somewhere else, toward the anticipation of having his best friends and Mateo all fuck him.

Tonight is about all of them, and he wants to make sure they walk into this feeling comfortable and on the same page.

“Are you guys feeling nervous?” Shane asks, looking between them.

“Nervous? No. I just want to fuck you so bad, I am itching for it, Capitaine,” J.J. says, leaning forward between the seats like he cannot help himself.

“I’m a little nervous,” Hayden says.

“Do you still want Mateo to-?” Shane starts, and Hayden cuts him off.

“I think so. Can we just see what happens?” Hayden says, more careful now, like he is trying not to get lost in his own head.

“Yes, but I need to know what part you want me to play in this, Hayden. When we are there, you are going to have to communicate openly with me, okay?” Shane says, his tone changing just enough to make it clear he means it.
“We’ll be open with you, Captain,” Hayden says.

Shane doesn’t say anything. He just takes Hayden’s hand from the gear shift, brings it to his mouth, and presses a soft kiss to it.

When he sets it back down, his fingers stay there, loosely wrapped around Hayden’s hand.





####





They get to Mateo’s building, and Shane lets them in with the key Mateo gave him earlier today.

“A key already, Capitaine? Seems kind of fast,” J.J. says with a laugh, though there is still a bit of concern in his face.

“It was just for tonight, so we didn’t have to wait outside,” Shane says, reassuring him.
They get on the elevator together and ride up. J.J. is totally himself, but Hayden seems more restless than before, like he doesn’t know what to do with himself.
Shane grabs his hand again. “I’ve got you, I promise. Did you prep the way I told you to?”

“Jesus, buddy,” Hayden says, a hint of irritation slipping through.

“Hayden, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, I promise. But if you choose to, it’s just for your comfort, so you feel clean and not stressed,” Shane says, his thumb moving circles over Hayden’s hand.

“I prepped,” Hayden says, looking down, his attention dropping away from J.J. instead of meeting it.

“Don’t be fucking weird, Hayden. I am excited to watch you get fucked,” J.J. says, slapping him on the back. “Tonight is going to be fucking hot.”

“Jesus,” Hayden mutters again, quieter this time.

The elevator arrives on the penthouse floor, and Shane leads them inside.


####





When they open the door, Mateo is standing there shirtless in a pair of sweatpants. He smells amazing.

He has his Spanish music playing, his house clean and already filled with that same expensive scent, a selection of wine, beer, rum, and vodka set out, with chasers beside them.



His hair is wet, like he came home after the game and showered again with his usual body wash and shampoo.

He has small appetizer snacks laid out. He is always the best host. Shane can’t help wondering how he had the time to do all of this.
Hayden lingers by the door while J.J. strolls in and starts looking around. Shane nudges Hayden all the way in and closes the door behind them.
Shane knows the way he reacts to Mateo is probably weird, and that Hayden and J.J. are watching. He feels it for half a second. Then Mateo steps closer, and Shane closes the distance anyway, taking two quick strides forward and running into his arms.

“Baby, I missed you so much,” he says, pressing a sweet kiss to Mateo’s lips and then two to his cheek.

Mateo answers by pulling him back into a kiss and sliding his tongue in slowly. “I missed you, too, cariño.”
“You guys were just on the ice against each other, this is pathetic,” J.J. says, laughing, but once again Shane hears something underneath it that doesn’t quite match the joke, something that feels a little too close to jealousy, or maybe annoyance.

Shane leaves Mateo’s side and walks over to J.J. He wraps an arm around his waist, clinging to him. “You’re right, and we kicked their asses.”

That brings a smile to J.J.’s face as he wraps his arms back around Shane.

“Scoring in overtime is not kicking our asses, mi rey,” Mateo says, laughing. “But you did play beautifully, you always do,” he adds.
Hayden finally speaks up. “You played well, too, Alvarez.”

“Thank you, Hayden. You are welcome to call me Mateo, though, for tonight at least, or indefinitely, whatever makes you most comfortable,” Mateo says, easy as ever.

“Okay, thank you for having us. Your place is really nice,” Hayden says, his posture easing a little as he looks around again.
“You guys should come in, take off your jackets, and get more comfortable. I have wine, beer, vodka, and rum. Any preferences?” Mateo asks, already moving toward the kitchen, the rest of them following after him.

“I think wine sounds good. What do you guys think?” Shane asks.

“Wine sounds perfect,” Hayden says, and J.J. nods in agreement.
They sit on Mateo’s couch, working their way through two bottles of wine, talking about the paparazzi, the crowd, the game.
Every so often, everyone's attention slips. A glance held a second too long, usually by J.J., never subtle about it, like he wants Shane to notice. Hayden is leaning in closer. His hand rests on Shane’s thigh, not pulling back right away. Mateo is watching everything, like he is waiting for Shane to take the next step.
A lot of compliments are passed around about their play styles, and the room starts to open up, conversation coming easier with each refill.
Shane keeps looking around, losing patience. He is too aware of all three of them in the same space, and the way it keeps dragging his focus away, no matter how hard he tries to stay in the conversation.

He has to stop himself more than once from saying something unhinged or just taking off all his clothes out of nowhere and sticking his ass up in the air for someone to take.

He knows everyone needs to feel comfortable about what is happening next, but he would be lying if he didn’t admit he wanted J.J. to just shove his big cock into his ass and let the games begin.





####





Shane eventually curls into Mateo again, pulling him into a kiss, using a lot of tongue, letting it linger just enough that it is obvious he is putting on a little bit of a show.

Mateo pulls Shane into his lap, and the kiss deepens. Shane rolls his hips without thinking, grinding down, before turning around, still in his lap. Mateo’s arms wrap around him to hold him there.
Then he looks up to find Hayden and J.J. watching.



He turns his head, murmuring something into Mateo’s ear, and Mateo nods.

Shane stands, and Mateo heads toward the bedroom without hesitation. Shane walks over to J.J. and Hayden.

He grabs their hands, feels both of them react instantly, then pulls them up and leads them toward Mateo’s bedroom.



Once inside, Shane doesn’t wait. “I want you guys to fuck me while Mateo watches.”

There’s a pause where Hayden and J.J. both look toward Mateo.

“Is Mateo cool with that?” J.J. asks, his mouth parting slightly, his eyes dragging back to Shane for a second before returning to Mateo.



Mateo is already pulling a chair into the corner before J.J. even finishes asking. The legs scrape softly against the floor as he sets it down and sits, leaning back like he’s slipping into something he already understands.

His attention stays on Shane, waiting.



“He has to watch for now, until I tell him he can join. Right, Mateo?” Shane asks.

“Yes, cariño,” Mateo says, easy, like this was always where he expected to end up.

“Until I say Mateo can join, he is not only going to watch, he is going to tell us what to do to each other,” Shane adds, his mouth curving slightly as he says it.

“Yes, cariño.”



Shane looks back at J.J. and Hayden. “As long as that is okay with the two of you?”

They both nod quickly.

“I need to hear a yes.” Shane says, seriously.

“Yes,” Hayden says right away.

“Yes,” J.J. follows, the word coming out lower, rougher.
Shane nods once. “I am good with any of you fucking me, touching me, doing whatever you want with me. What is everyone else good with?” He pulls his sweater off as he says it, tossing it aside, then crosses back and sits in Mateo’s lap again so he can face them properly.

“I want to fuck you, capitaine,” J.J. says, already leaning forward slightly, like he might not wait much longer.

“Same. I want to fuck you,” Hayden adds, quieter, but no less certain.
“Good.” Shane rolls his hips once, slow, feeling Mateo behind him while still looking at them. “I know you’re comfortable kissing each other. Are you comfortable with Mateo kissing you?”

“Yes,” Hayden answers instantly, breath catching just slightly.

J.J. takes a second longer this time, his eyes sliding to Mateo, holding there. “Yes.”



“Good.” Shane slides off Mateo’s lap. “Mateo, baby, come here. Kiss Hayden, and then J.J. for me.”

Mateo stands. “Yes, mi rey.”

He walks over to Hayden and pauses for a second, looking at him, giving him space to answer. Hayden gives a small nod.

Mateo takes his face and pulls him into a messy kiss, and Hayden melts into it almost instantly.
Shane and J.J. watch. Shane feels it hit him all at once, something electric in the way Hayden just lets it happen.

He glances at J.J., sees the way he’s staring, then drops his eyes briefly and catches how hard J.J. is through his sweats.

Jesus Christ.
“J.J., go closer,” Shane tells him. J.J. steps towards them without pause.

Mateo pulls back from Hayden, leaving him a little off balance, and turns to J.J., pulling him into a deeper, rougher kiss. Their mouths move harder, a lot less controlled. Mateo’s hand slides down to J.J.’s ass, pulling him closer, and J.J. answers by pushing him back into the wall, harder than he needs to, like he has something to prove.
Shane watches, then looks at Hayden, taking in the way Hayden is watching them now.

That might be the hottest thing he’s ever seen.
“Good,” Shane says, his voice a little lower now. “Mateo, you can sit.”

“Yes, cariño.” Mateo returns to the chair.
Shane turns and pulls J.J. into a kiss of his own. J.J. grabs him right away, lifting him slightly before dragging his mouth down Shane’s neck, breathing hard against his skin.

Shane exhales, forcing himself to slow down even as everything in him pushes against it.

Not yet.
“I want you guys to take good care of me while Mateo watches,” Shane says. “But maybe later, if you’re up for it, we can explore a bit more.”

“Explore more?” Hayden says, almost panting, rubbing his hand against his erection.

Shane glances at him. “We’ve covered what I want. But Hayden.. would you want to be fucked tonight?”

Hayden pauses and stops rubbing his erection through his pants enough to look up. Then he answers. “Yes,” he says shyly. “I would maybe like it if Mateo fucked me.”
Shane smiles. “Mateo, you will fuck my best friend, right?”

Mateo looks at Shane, his eyes dark, his tongue dragging slowly over his lips. “I will take such good care of him.”

“Thank you, baby,” Shane says. Then he looks over to J.J. “It would also make me really happy to see you suck Mateo’s dick, J.J. Do you think you’d be able to handle that?”

“Anything for you, capitaine,” J.J. says, looking like he is ready to drop to his knees right this minute.

Shane studies all three of them for a second. “Any other boundaries?”

“I don’t want to get fucked,” J.J. says.

“Okay.” Shane reaches up, brushing his hand across J.J.’s face. “Thank you.”
He looks between them. “Everyone good?”

“Yes.”

Shane nods once. “Then get me out of my clothes.”

Neither of them hesitates. J.J. and Hayden both move in at once, hands on him, pulling at his sweats, his underwear, mouths following as soon as skin is exposed.


####





After a few minutes, Hayden and J.J. fall back into what they already know how to do with him, both of them close, hands on him, mouths moving over his skin while Shane lets himself sink into it, the sounds slipping out of him without thinking.

Mateo doesn’t say anything at first. He just watches.
The way Hayden’s hands move over Shane’s stomach, a little unsure at first, adjusting himself to this new situation, before finding a more confident rhythm.

Behind him, J.J. is the opposite. No hesitation at all. His hands are sure, his mouth already pulling reactions out of Shane like he knows exactly what he’s doing, the way he always does.
J.J. is the first to look over at Mateo, who is watching them intently.

Then Shane pulls him into a kiss, hand closing around his jaw, pulling him back in, and J.J. drops right back into Shane and his body.

Shane glances over at Mateo for a second and smiles at him.

Mateo smiles back, something softer there before it turns into something else.

He has wanted this for weeks, Mateo finally being able to watch other men in person take care of Shane the way Mateo loves.
“Don’t rush,” Mateo says quietly, more to the room than to anyone specific. “Let him feel it.”
Mateo clears his throat and then says, “Hayden, I would love to see you on your knees with Shane’s cock in your mouth.” Hayden is already on his knees before he even finishes his sentence, doing exactly that. “Slowly, though, make Shane feel it, make him want it.” Hayden follows it, taking his time, dragging his tongue over Shane’s length



Shane lets out a moan, and J.J., standing behind him, turns his face and catches it with a kiss. His hands roam all over Shane’s body, while his mouth presses into the back of Shane’s neck near his shoulder, sucking there.
“Can I take their clothes off, baby?” Shane asks, and Mateo happily says yes.

“Yes, but take your time,” Mateo says, and Shane listens. He pulls Hayden up off his knees and slowly undresses J.J., kissing down his stomach once he is naked.
Shane drops to his knees for a brief second, taking his whole cock into his mouth as deep as he can, messy, saliva going everywhere, before pulling back and planting the sweetest little kiss to the head, then turning to Hayden.
After they are both undressed, Mateo says, “Back on your knees, Pike.” And Hayden is down there again right away.

“J.J., Shane needs to be opened up to take your gigantic cock, don’t you think?” J.J. just nods before dropping to his knees, too, and slamming his tongue into Shane’s ass.

“drag it out, guys, let him feel everything,” Mateo says, looking at Shane.
Shane is so overwhelmed in the best way.
All the attention is on him. Hayden is sucking his dick, J.J. is eating him out, and Mateo is watching, pupils dilated like Shane is the most precious thing to ever exist.

He lets out a moan that is more like a scream, his body tensing with so much pleasure.
Mateo just blows a kiss at him and winks, which makes Shane lose it completely.



Hayden is giving him the slowest, messiest, and most sensual blow job, while J.J. opens him up with his tongue and his fingers, and Shane tries to keep his body upright but is shaking under all of this intensity.
 
####





After a certain point, Mateo stops directing and leans back in the chair, watching and enjoying, letting the three of them do their thing.

“Captaine, you are so fucking perfect,” J.J. says, his breath heavy, pulling his tongue from Shane’s ass and pressing softer kisses over the marks from earlier.
Hayden lifts his mouth off Shane’s cock and starts kissing his way up the front of his body, starting at his thighs, moving over the bite mark on his stomach, then taking a lighter bite of his own. “Your stomach makes me go fucking insane, Shane.”

He keeps going until their lips meet, Hayden’s hand coming up around Shane’s neck, firm as he slides his tongue into his mouth.

Shane lets out a whimper. He loves kissing Hayden.

Sometimes after an away game, they just lie in bed doing nothing but this.
Behind him, Shane feels J.J.’s hand again, another finger pressing in, and he cries out his name. “Holy fuck, J.J., please fuck me, I need you inside me right now.”

J.J. looks over at Mateo with a smile. “Do you hear that, Alvarez, how needy my Captaine is for me?”

Mateo nods. “He is very needy for you. I think you should give him what he wants.”

“Hayden, should I give our Captaine what he wants? Should I bend him over and fuck him?” J.J. asks, smacking Hayden’s ass.

Hayden lets out a moan. “Please fuck him. He is so good. Did you see how many goals he scored today? He was so good for us. We need to be good to him now.” He says it, then leans back in to continue kissing Shane.
Shane moans at that, something in him reacting before he can even think about it. He was so good for them on the ice. He does deserve to be treated well now.
Hayden lies back on the bed, pulling Shane on top of him, still kissing him. J.J. moves in behind him. They are in the perfect position for Mateo to see everything.

J.J. pushes in, one deep thrust that makes Shane’s whole body jerk forward over Hayden.

Shane starts moving without thinking, hips rolling against Hayden as J.J. pushes into him again. Every time he does, their cocks drag against each other between them, rough enough that they both break into sound.



“You feel so good, Shane,” J.J. says, slapping a hand down on Shane’s ass, landing just beside the earlier marks. Shane gasps and pushes back onto J.J.’s cock.

They stay like that for a while, J.J. moving into him while Hayden stays underneath him, their mouths still messy against each other, Mateo watching from the corner.

“I think Hayden deserves a turn fucking Shane,” Mateo says.



J.J. looks back at him and nods. “I agree.” Then he leans in slightly, voice closer to Shane. “Hayden, come fuck our captain. I left his ass open and ready for you to slide right in.”

Shane’s body shudders when J.J. pulls out of him.
J.J. walks over to Mateo and pulls him up from the chair, rubbing a hand across his chest before pulling him into another sloppy kiss.

Then his hand drops, wrapping around Mateo’s cock and starting to stroke him.



Shane watches it in amazement, then looks back at Hayden. “How do you want me, Hayds?”

“On your back. I want to look you in the eyes as I fuck you,” Hayden says, out of breath, cock hard.

Shane turns onto his back. He brings his legs up, opening himself for him.

“Baby, come sit on the bed beside me, on your knees. I want to watch J.J. suck your cock while Hayds fucks me.”

Mateo moves toward the bed without thinking twice.



Hayden moves in closer, holding Shane’s legs in place, guiding them around his neck, pressing a softer kiss to the inside of his ankle before pushing into him slow enough to feel everything.

“Holy shit, Hayden, you feel so incredible inside me,” Shane moans. “I love your perfect crooked cock.”

Hayden smiles and starts moving, finding a rhythm that keeps hitting the same spot, pulling sounds out of Shane he can’t hold back.



Mateo leans over Shane for a moment and kisses him, then moves up onto his knees beside him the way Shane asked, holding onto Shane’s hand, his cock hard, waiting for J.J.

J.J. comes back toward him, like he’s been thinking about it the whole time, grabbing him into another kiss before dropping to his knees and taking him deep. “igual que ese grandullón.”



Shane has the perfect view. Hayden above him. Mateo beside him. J.J. between Mateo’s legs. It’s too much.
“Fuck, I love you guys all so much, you’re all so important to me,” Shane says, gentler now, like he can barely keep hold of the moment.

Mateo looks over at him, their hands still linked. “Eres todo para mí, cariño.”

His thumb moves over Shane’s hand, and then his other hand slides into J.J.’s hair as he sucks him. “Look at Shane while you take me.”

J.J.’s eyes lift, finding Shane’s, and they stay there while his mouth keeps moving.
Hayden bites lightly at Shane’s ankle as he keeps moving inside him, and Mateo leans forward, one hand pressing into the bed near Shane’s chest while pulling Hayden into a kiss.
Everything starts stacking on top of itself.

Hands, mouths, movement, sound.

Shane can’t keep track of all of it.

He doesn’t want to.





####





“Hayden, I want you to get on all fours on the bed,” Shane says, looking at him while he still has Hayden inside him.

Hayden’s face tightens, something close to panic flashing there, and Shane catches it right away. “Trust me, Hayds.”

Hayden nods and pulls out gradually, leaving Shane gasping at the loss before climbing onto the bed and getting on all fours.



Shane stands and moves him into place. He turns him so his ass faces J.J. and Mateo.

“Hayds, I’m going to eat you out, open you up, get you ready for Mateo. Is that okay?”

Shane moves, placing himself beside Mateo. His hands spread Hayden open.

“Fuck, yes- fuck,” Hayden manages, his voice breaking a little as he wiggles his ass in the air.
Shane hasn’t eaten many asses or opened up anyone but himself before, but he’s had it done to him enough times to know what feels good. He likes to think he learns fast, that he can pick things up and get them right.

He wants this to feel good for Hayden. He wants Hayden’s first time getting fucked to be everything it should be.

Because Hayden is his best friend, his teammate, someone who has always shown up for him in every way that matters.

No one deserves a better first time than him.
Shane leans up and gives Mateo a quick kiss, “thank you,” he says before he leans in between Hayden’s legs and moves his tongue around his ass.

“Holy shit, dude,” Hayden screams out.



J.J. looks up, slapping Shane’s ass that is now in his face before taking his mouth off Mateo and saying, “You excel at everything, don’t you, Captaine.”

Shane’s tongue is too busy to respond, so Mateo answers for him. “He is a star student,” he says, his hand sliding to the back of J.J.’s head to guide him back down onto his cock.



After a bit, Mateo pulls J.J. up off his dick, into another kiss, and they move onto the bed together, swapping between kissing, touching each other, and watching Shane work.

Shane has been working him open for a while now. Everything is wet, and Hayden is starting to loosen under him. The sounds coming out of him are new.

“Mateo, can you hand me the lube?” Shane asks, and Mateo leans over, grabbing it and passing it to him. “Can I add a finger, Hayds?”

“Please,” Hayden says, voice breaking.



Shane slicks up his finger and brushes it against him, pulling a sound out of Hayden that makes Shane’s head spin.

He pushes his finger in slowly, working him open for a while, until he sees J.J. and Mateo whisper something to each other.



The next thing he knows, J.J. is behind him, entering him again.

Shane lets out a moan, forgetting what he is doing for a moment. He pulls his fingers out of Hayden, making Hayden push his hips back and whine out to Shane, “What the fuck, dude?” Hayden says.

“Sorry, holy fuck, J.J., holy fuck. Sorry, Hayds.” Shane can’t think straight; J.J.’s dick always makes him feel like he is seeing God. He never thought about God at all until he had sex with J.J. for the first time.



Shane takes a deep breath before lubing up a second finger and entering it back into Hayden. Mateo drops down in front of Hayden and kisses him while Shane enters a third finger.

Everything overlaps. J.J. is behind him, moving into him. Hayden is in front of him, opening under him. Mateo is in front of Hayden, kissing him. Shane is caught right in the middle of all of it.



This is everything he has ever wanted.





####





“I want to be fucked,” Hayden cries out. Shane pulls himself back, smiling. “Mateo, please fuck my best friend. His ass is open and ready for you.” Shane says it, pressing a kiss to the top of Hayden’s ass.

Still kneeling in front of Hayden, Mateo kisses him one last time before saying, “I’m going to take good care of you, I promise.” Hayden nods uncontrollably, then lets out a needy, “Please.”

“Turn around, Pike, face your captain,” Mateo says.

Hayden turns around, still on his hands and knees, finding Shane in the same position with J.J. behind him.
J.J. leans down over Shane’s body as he fucks into him hard. Then he pulls Hayden up into a sloppy kiss before letting go. “Fuck, Hayden, you look hot,” is all that J.J. manages to say before he grabs Shane’s hair, pulling him back so Shane has to look at him. “Tell Hayden how fucking hot he looks right now, Captaine,” J.J. says before sticking his thumb into Shane’s mouth, forcing his jaw open, then spitting into his mouth.



Shane swallows the spit and then looks at Hayden, really taking him in, and says, “You look beautiful right now, Hayds,” then pulls him into a kiss.
Behind Hayden, Mateo has positioned himself, one hand on Hayden’s ass, the other on his shoulder blades. “Are you ready, Hayden?” Mateo says. Hayden just moans out. “I need to hear you are ready.” Shane and Hayden pull back from their kiss, and Hayden says, “I’m ready.”
Shane watches as Mateo enters Hayden slowly, only the tip at first. He watches as his best friend’s mouth opens, letting out a whimper before Mateo asks, “Is this okay?” and Hayden reacts by pushing his ass back and saying, “More.”
Shane feels so proud of Hayden in this moment. Mateo pushes himself in more, and Hayden screams out, “holy shit, dude.” Shane smiles, and behind him J.J. doesn’t rush it, keeping a slower rhythm for a few seconds, like he’s watching too, letting Hayden have the moment first, but then J.J., who must be enjoying this as much as Shane is, lets it build and starts driving into him harder, losing control a little as the sounds coming out of Hayden and Shane stack on top of each other.
Shane’s face goes into the mattress for a moment before he picks his head back up so he can watch Hayden’s reactions to Mateo fucking him.

It is the most beautiful thing Shane has ever experienced.
J.J. is fucking him from behind. Mateo is behind Hayden, fucking him slowly.

Shane and Hayden’s eyes are locked onto each other, watching every breath, every moan, every reaction being pulled out of each other.
They start kissing, breathing into each other’s mouths. Shane feels so overwhelmed, his body, mind, and heart all filled up with pleasure, like he doesn’t know where to focus, like everywhere matters at once.
“This is the hottest thing I have ever experienced,” J.J. says behind Shane, his voice rougher now.

“Come here,” J.J. says, pulling Mateo into a kiss over top of them as they both fuck into them.

“I want to see Hayden being fucked. Mateo, come beside me,” J.J. instructs.

Mateo pulls out of Hayden, which makes Hayden shout, “No!”

Then Mateo turns Hayden quickly, turning him to be beside Shane.
J.J. flips Shane over onto his back, and Mateo does the same to Hayden.

They both press back into them, and Hayden and Shane continue to kiss, messy now, while Shane reaches over to start jerking Hayden off.

J.J. swats Shane’s hand away and says, “Let me.” Then looks at Hayden and says, “Is that okay?”

Hayden nods fast, “Yes, please, fuck, J.J., touch me.”
J.J. starts stroking Hayden, slower at first, watching his face, and Shane and Mateo’s eyes meet. Shane thinks he could come right then just from the eye contact alone.

“You were right, Shane. Hayden is a very good boy,” Mateo says, eye contact still fully on Shane.

When Shane looks up at J.J., he notices that his eyes are on Hayden as he strokes him, focused differently now, less teasing, just completely locked in. Shane glances over to Hayden and notices his eyes are on J.J.
Fuck, this is hot.
Shane whispers into Hayden’s ear, “How are you?”

“I’m fucking incredible, holy shit, I’m ready to cum though,” Hayden whispers back to him.

Shane kisses his forehead. “I am too,” he whispers again.

“J.J., Mateo, we are ready to cum, are we allowed?”
They both pick up speed, driving into Hayden and Shane harder. Mateo pulls J.J. into another kiss, their mouths messy for a second. Hayden does the same to Shane.
Shane doesn’t last much longer. He moans out and cums, his dick untouched. It shoots up and lands all over the place, some of it hitting all three of the other men. Hayden comes next, all over J.J.’s hand. J.J. pulls his hand back and licks it, eyes still on Hayden, before cumming into Shane, his body losing rhythm for a second as it hits him. Mateo comes right after, his grip tightening on Hayden as he follows him through it.
J.J. and Mateo both fall onto the boys, their full weight dropping over them. They are all tangled into each other until Shane finds Mateo and pulls him into a passionate kiss, “thank you so much, baby, thank you, this was so much fun.” Shane says over and over. Mateo doesn’t answer, just kisses him.





####





The boys all stay wrapped up in each other. Their breath is still heavy, all of them sweaty, slowly coming back into their bodies.
Mateo is turned into Shane, his arms and legs draped over him, one hand still moving gently over Hayden like he’s not ready to let go yet. J.J. is on the other side in almost the same position, his body draped over Hayden, but his hands are rubbing Shane.

They all stay there for a while.



Shane offers once more for them to stay the night in the other room, but they end up deciding to go back to the hotel.

“You guys can shower first if you want,” Shane offers.

“Yes, we probably should; we must smell like sex,” Hayden says.

Shane licks the sweat off Hayden's pec and simply says, “You smell and taste delicious.”

“I have two showers, they’re both stocked. Let me show you.”

The three boys get up, leaving Shane on the bed. Mateo comes back a few minutes later and lies down next to Shane.
“You’re amazing, baby,” he says, kissing Shane. “Do you want to wait until after they leave to get cleaned up?”

Shane nods, his body giving him nothing but warmth and exhaustion.



Fifteen minutes later, he can hear Hayden and J.J. in the living room talking, so they get up together to go see them.

Shane walks them to the door, and Mateo follows but stays behind, giving them space.
“So you aren’t flying home with us tomorrow?” Hayden asks.

“No, I am going to stay here for two more days and then fly home the morning of the 25th and be there in time for our practice and then game against Toronto.”

“Okay, Captaine. Have fun, you guys,” J.J. says, gesturing to Mateo.

Mateo nods.

“Tonight was everything I could have wanted and more,” Shane says, a hand brushing along J.J.

“It was insane,” Hayden says. “I can’t wait to tell Jackie.”

“Your marriage is so weird sometimes, man,” J.J. says as he wraps an arm around Hayden and squeezes his shoulder.

“I love you guys,” Shane says, his voice easier now.

“We love you too,” Hayden says.
Shane pulls Hayden into a kiss. He doesn’t rush it. He runs his fingers through his hair and lightly rubs his butt with his other hand.

“Maybe have a bath tonight. Mateo got you these Epsom salts. And this salve for your ass. It will feel nice,” Shane says as he pulls back, reaching for the bag Mateo put together and placing it in Hayden’s hands.

Hayden looks up shyly at Mateo. “Thanks, man.”
Shane walks over to J.J. and kisses him a bit more passionately. Then he whispers into his ear. “Your dick is still my religion, I will be praying to it forever.” J.J. kisses him again, pulling at his lip with his teeth. “It better be.”
“We can hear you, man,” Hayden mocks, offended. “We also fucked you tonight, you know,” he says, gesturing between Mateo and himself. Mateo is just laughing.

“I love your crooked dick, Hayden, you know that. Mateo doesn’t need me to tell him how much I love how he fucks me, do you, Mateo?” Shane says, looking over at him.

“No, cariño, your body and sounds tell me.”
Shane gives Hayden a light smack on the cheek, and the boys leave.
As soon as they do, Shane’s body gives out. He drops to the floor and sits there. Mateo walks over and scoops him up. Shane should probably feel embarrassed. Instead, he leans into it, liking being babied by Mateo.
Mateo makes them both tea and gives Shane a Tylenol. He showers him quickly after, then brings them to bed. Shane falls asleep almost instantly in his arms, his mind still catching on flashes of it, Hayden’s face, J.J.’s hands, the way Mateo had watched, all of it folding in on itself until everything finally goes quiet.





Shane Hollander’s current roster:
Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously invested, here to stay)

Carter Vaughn: New York (new recruit)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience, still worshipping)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)

(A certain Boston captain has been temporarily removed from the roster and is under review)
 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    I love this chapter for so many reasons.

I love that Shane gets to be so many versions of himself with these men.
He gets to show his caring side, getting Hayden comfortable and prepared for this experience. I like how he gets to be a bit dominant in setting up the scenario, but then falls back into being submissive once the sex actually starts.
He can be a leader, a caretaker, take inventory of everyone’s boundaries, and still be baby girl.

This was such a fun scene to write. It’s chaotic, a bit all over the place, and I really leaned into that. I hope it all tracks, but it is four people, so things might blur together a little, which kind of feels like the point.

There are a lot of dynamics at play here. J.J. doesn’t want to be with Shane; they really are just best friends, but he is a bit jealous and a little possessive, mostly protective, so he’s feeling things out with Mateo.
Hayden is also protective, possessive in his own way, but more nervous here, and that ends up taking the lead for him.
Shane moves between roles depending on the moment.
And Mateo is very comfortable letting Shane lead, while still watching everything and stepping in when it matters.

I’m not saying sex and figuring out what he likes, trying different things, and being with different people is his current special interest/hyperfixation.. but I’m also not not saying that 👀👀

I saw a few comments from the last chapter about the rough sex between Mateo and Shane. I actually had a note about this originally, but took it out because my author’s note was getting very long, so I’ll drop it here, because some of you really nailed your interpretation.

As for the rough sex, Shane enjoyed it immensely, but Mateo did not. He enjoyed it in the moment and is open to trying new things with Shane. He loves their dynamic, knowing about Shane being with others, a bit of roughness, and sharing if that’s what Shane wants.
But mostly this boy is soft as fuck and low key obsessed with Shane, and the rough sex just wasn’t it for him. He was too worried by the end, and that’s okay. That’s part of the story, exploring, learning what doesn’t work, and knowing for next time.

No, Shane and Mateo are not “together.”
Have you never had a FWB you act like is your boyfriend, constantly professing things to, and calling pet names every chance you get? If not, don’t judge them, they’re vibing. 🥵

I also want to say this.
I urge people to remember that fic writers write for free, for themselves, but also for people who want stories and worlds to get lost in.
I have tagged this fic many times and been very clear about it being OOC, Shane-centric, and campy.
Even though I do believe, and have tried my hardest, to keep Shane who he is at his core.
He is still empathetic, hardworking, deeply obsessed with hockey, and undiagnosed autistic.
He is a good friend, he is funny, and he is learning about himself.

But yes, this isn’t realistic.
The NHL isn’t turning bi because their top star decided to come out, they wouldn’t be undefeated 21 games in, and men aren’t FaceTiming their hookups every day.
This isn’t the real world. This is my fantasy world.

I love and appreciate everyone who is enjoying this fic.
If it isn’t for you, that’s okay, but please remember that being nice is free.
You don’t have to complain about it being OOC when that is the point, or how much you don't like it.
You're welcome to not read it if it doesn't match what you're looking for.

Fic writers are fans at the end of the day.
When something isn’t for me, I move on. When I love something, I share it.
That’s all I’m really asking for here.
PLEASE BE KIND TO FIC WRITERS.

I also want to say this about where we are right now in the story.
This chapter is very much the high.
Shane is in a space where everything feels easy, connected, and wanted.
He is desired, in control, being taken care of, and taking care of others.
All of that is real.

The next chapter is a lot slower. Mateo gives Shane the space to stop for a minute, and that’s when the exhaustion from the last two months starts to creep in.
It’s shorter and not as spicy, but I think it’s a beautiful chapter, one that’s filled with care and understanding.

After that, we move forward again.
Toronto, more interactions, more chaos, more fun, more hockey.
The first half of December should fly by before we get to Elijah, another shorter Mateo visit, and then Boston.

There is still a lot more dicks and men to come for Shane Hollander.

Thank you so much for all the kudos, love, comments and sharing of this fic.
💖


  


      

  












      Chapter 16: You are so generous sharing yourself
  


    Chapter Summary

    The Metros are still winning, and Shane Hollander is still giving more of himself than he realizes.

In Detroit, something old and familiar creeps back in.
What unfolds after is quieter than it has been for a while.
Care without expectation.
Intimacy that does not require performance.
A version of connection Shane does not know what to do with yet.

By the end of it, it is not the sex that lingers.
It is everything else.



    Chapter Notes

      This chapter is a bit tonally different.
It includes depictions of autistic burnout.
And a level of deep, nurturing care that might feel different from earlier chapters.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  November 23 2014

Detroit

Shane POV
Shane wakes up the next morning next to Mateo, and that is when he really feels the drop. He knows this feeling well, like an old, familiar friend who has been silently waiting to make its return. But there is something new in it, because Mateo is next to him while he is experiencing it.
And the difference registers before anything else does, before he even fully opens his eyes, something about it catching in a way he can’t place yet.
Growing up, Shane had mornings like this a lot, where he would wake up with his mind and body in a bone-deep fatigue, his eyes aching, his body filled with anxiety, having no energy or care to even do the things he loved. Being around people felt like entering his own personal prison. Even walking or talking felt like too much, like his body couldn’t keep up with what was being asked of it.
Sounds, lights and certain touch made his body feel like it was on fire, something in him screaming. Doing the simplest tasks became impossible, like all functions inside him shut off. He doesn’t even need to open his eyes to know this is what he is experiencing in the moment.
It is familiar enough that he doesn’t question it, but there is more sitting underneath it this time. Shane usually knows when it is building up, when the drop is going to come, it usually comes on slower instead of just arriving. This time, it didn’t give him that. It just.. showed up.
It would always come after times when too much was happening too fast, when life was moving, and he didn’t have the time to recharge. He would simply burn out.

He knows the pattern clearly, even through the exhaustion. But this time it is different. It reaches further than it usually does, into everything that has been filling his days lately.
His body always somehow knew to wait. Wait until he had some off days from hockey, until no one was around, until he didn’t have to think about travel, or plays, or teammates, or his parents.

But lying here, he can’t separate it as cleanly as he usually can, because the “too much” is different now. It isn’t just schedule or routine or overstimulation in the way he understands. It is people. It is attention. It is being looked at in ways he wasn’t before.

The feeling itself is not what is strange to Shane in the moment, he is used to it. He knows how to deal with it alone.
The difference is that the feelings usually didn’t arrive when he was lying next to a man he has only really known for two months.
Shane opens his eyes, it takes a second for them to adjust, and then he looks at the man next to him. He realizes his body is shutting down, and it feels safe enough to do it with Mateo.
And once that thought exists at all, everything else follows behind it, pieces slipping through before he can hold onto any of them for long.

Being seen constantly, not just as a player but as something else now, something people feel like they can talk about, analyze, pick apart without him ever being part of it.

The way his name keeps showing up in places that have nothing to do with hockey. Articles, conversations, and people forming opinions about him that he never agreed to carry.

The constant movement from one person to the next, one night into another, the way he has been trying to keep up with all of it without ever really stopping.

The effort it takes to make every interaction feel real, to make every person feel like they matter, to remember what he said, what they said, what it meant.

And somewhere in all of it, the realization that he hasn’t really been inside any of it long enough to feel what it was doing to him while it was happening.
He likes his new life, and he likes his new self. The sex, the connection, the people. But he hasn’t allowed himself to breathe. He hasn’t allowed himself to rest.

Part of him thought that coming out and living more freely would stop this from coming, but the truth is, when his brain started running wild like it always did, he would just FaceTime someone, make a new plan, or have some more sex. And it worked. He felt happy.

Not the fake happy he usually performed, but actually happy, satisfied.
He thought the satisfaction, the excitement, the true enjoyment of his new life and his new self would stop the burnout from coming, but in this moment he is realizing that just because he can be free and authentic, and finally do the things with his body he has been desiring for years, doesn’t mean the rest of him stopped needing time to breathe.
Shane sits with the realization for a moment, then nudges himself over into Mateo’s arms and falls back asleep.


####


They wake up an hour later, and from the first moment Mateo looks at him, it is like he knows exactly what Shane needs.
From the moment they get out of bed, Mateo takes care of him all day.

He cooks them breakfast, moving around his kitchen like this is something he has done a hundred times before for Shane on hard days. He does Shane’s morning skin care for him, his fingers slow and careful against his face. He piggybacks or carries Shane everywhere around his place so he doesn’t need to use his legs.
They cuddle, and Mateo gives him a scalp massage, his thumbs working in small circles that make Shane’s eyes drift closed without him meaning to, the same pressure every time, like he is paying attention to how Shane responds and keeping it there.
He makes them lunch and listens as Shane slowly talks about whatever he wants to talk about, which is hockey. Hockey is always where he feels safest to go, no matter where his brain is at.
Later in the day he applies salve to Shane’s ass and ointment to the marks from the whips. His attention and care are fully on Shane, and Shane doesn’t have to think about what to do with himself while it’s happening.
Mateo asks at one point if Shane wants to shower or bathe. Shane says he wants a bath.

Mateo offers to wash his hair, pausing for a second like he is checking he didn’t overstep before continuing. He says it like it’s nothing, like it’s obvious he would, and nothing sounds better to Shane.
The exhaustion keeps creeping in throughout the day, not all at once. Just enough that he keeps noticing it between everything else. His eyes feel heavier, his brain emptier, his energy depleting more and more.
He has enjoyed everything. He wouldn’t take away the experiences or the connections or anything he has learned about himself since the summer.

But he is so fucking tired.
And being here right now with a boy he really likes and feels safe with, someone who is not asking anything from him in this moment, who is just there, just giving, it catches up to him in a way it hasn’t been able to for a long time.
It is like his brain is laughing at him, saying, “gotcha.” We found you in a place with a soft landing, and you can’t hide from me anymore.
As Mateo is sitting on the edge of the bathtub, washing his hair, singing softly in Spanish while Shane’s eyes are pressed shut, he feels it first in his face, the way it tightens strangely, his eyes, even closed, starting to burn more, and then he understands what is happening, and he starts to cry.
He never cries in front of people. He has worked so hard over the years to train his emotions, push them down, and experience them alone on his burnout days.
He wants to feel embarrassed, but Mateo just wipes his tears and grabs his face and kisses him.
Shane feels like the part of him that turns thoughts into words just.. isn’t there anymore. He knows there is something he should say in this moment, but his brain and his mouth aren’t aligning.

“It’s okay, Mi Rey, let’s finish your bath and then we will have dinner quickly and go lie down, okay?”
Shane just nods. The words still feel out of reach.

Mateo has a robe set out for Shane. He towels him off and wraps him in it.
Maybe he should feel wrong for letting Mateo take care of him like he is incapable, but today, he does feel incapable, and the thought doesn’t even have enough energy behind it to turn into something he needs to push away. This is all he needs or could ever want right now.
If he were at home, he wouldn’t have eaten, he wouldn’t have bathed. He would have just laid in bed in the dark. Mateo makes his burnout feel comfortable.
“I remember you telling me when you were younger and having a hard day, your mom used to make you Scoobi-Doo noodles and cottage cheese. It was a food you felt safe eating over and over again. Would you like that for dinner tonight?” Mateo asks like it’s casual, but to Shane, it feels like everything.
People used to make fun of him and say it was disgusting, but it was his favourite safe food growing up. Mateo doesn’t make faces, doesn’t question it, he just makes himself a bowl and eats it too.
After they are done eating, Mateo piggybacks Shane into bed and rubs his hair until he falls asleep, fingers moving the same way they did earlier, slow enough that Shane doesn’t have to think about anything while it happens. The day isn’t over yet, but so far he has gotten through it with Mateo by his side.


####




He wakes up three hours later, and it is dark in the room.

Mateo isn’t beside him.

Shane feels it immediately when he realizes that.

He moves in the bed, sitting up, tries to call out for Mateo, but his voice still feels raw, far away from his mind.

He tries to move, but his limbs feel heavy and everything aches.
Mateo must hear him ruffling around, because he comes back into the room, shirtless and looking perfect.

“Baby,” Mateo says, walking toward him, his voice quieter than usual. “I missed you.”

He was just sleeping, but even that short stretch without Mateo beside him leaves something pulling in his chest.
“Do you want to come sit on the couch? Put on some wrestling while I set up a massage table,” Mateo says. “I got some oils. I’ll make you feel good.”

Shane just nods and holds out his arms.

Mateo picks him up, and Shane wraps his legs around him, cradling his face into Mateo’s neck.
He still doesn’t feel like he can talk. He doesn’t know why.

He is just so tired.



Something about the way Mateo is with him is starting to make more sense to Shane.

He really sees him as being the unstoppable force on the ice.

A real man, a leader.

But Shane also feels zero judgment in moments like this, where he is acting like a needy baby who needs to be coddled.

When he is with him, he lives inside his masculine and his feminine, his strong and his weak, his independent and his needy.

It is kind of surreal. He has never experienced this level of intimacy before with a person.
Mateo has a snack made for him and turns on wrestling.

A match between Roman and Seth, still caught in the fallout of Rollins betrayal of The Shield earlier that year.

Even in this tired state, something in him stirs at the sight of them on the screen, oiled up and moving around like poetry. That familiar pull sparks in him in a way that feels almost automatic now, and Shane imagines being fucked by both of them.

Amongst others too, and even with the exhaustion and soreness in his body, he can feel himself getting hard.
He laughs at himself, because for the first moment in hours, he feels like his new, horny self again. Not gone after all, he thinks. Just needed a day where nothing was being asked of him.

He looks over at Mateo, who is smiling, watching him laugh.
Mateo finishes setting up the massage table and comes and cuddles next to Shane for a moment, watching the match with him.

“I still can’t believe you know Seth Rollins,” Shane says, the words coming out slower than he expects, the sound of his own voice catching him off guard.

“I was best friends with his cousin growing up,” Mateo says, watching him like he’s still making sure Shane’s with him.

“Mmm,” Shane says, adding, “And Elijah knows CM Punk.”

“CM Punk is a Chicago loyalist,” Mateo says, like it is obvious.
“It would be fun if we could go to a match sometime,” Shane says, resting more comfortably against him now.

“I could get us backstage,” Mateo says. “Maybe we could hang out with some of the wrestlers after that. Seth, Roman, Drew, Randy, maybe some others. Get some drinks.”
Shane looks at Mateo's eyes wide open, like it is Christmas morning. “Wait, what?”

“I was talking to Seth the other day,” Mateo says, a small shrug like it’s not a big deal, even as he glances at Shane to catch his reaction.

“You’re casually telling me now you were talking to Seth Rollins the other day.. We have talked how many times since then?”
“I’m sorry, you’re right, I fucked up on that one,” Mateo says. “We talk often enough when our schedules align, I have told you that.”

“So you were talking to him.. and,” Shane says, squirming with anticipation.
“He said that, a bunch of the guys know who you are. It was a big deal for you coming out across multiple sports. Also, lots of wrestlers are hockey fans,” Mateo says, not getting to the point. “And he said that he thinks some would be interested in getting some drinks with us after if we came to an event.”
The way Mateo keeps emphasizing getting drinks after is making Shane think he is talking about something else entirely.

Shane looks at him angrily for a second, but is also so full of excitement. “Why didn’t you bring this up to me, Mateo? Holy shit.”
“I was waiting for the right time. I thought you might explode if I told you sooner.”

“So you’re saying .. are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

“I think I am saying that.. getting a drink with multiple WWE superstars is not out of the question,” Mateo says, the way he keeps emphasizing getting drinks after making it obvious what he is actually insinuating.
“Holy shit,” Shane cups Mateo’s cheeks in his hand and kisses him slowly.

“Cariño, you are so weird,” Mateo says, softening as he looks at him. “I love that about you.”

“I love a lot of things about you, too,” Shane says, smiling at him.

Mateo looks at him for a moment, something more careful returning to his expression. “Come to the massage table before we say too many things.”


####





Mateo gives him a full-body massage, spending way longer than he should on each part of Shane’s body.

Shane falls asleep during it, in pure bliss.
A while later, he wakes up to Mateo telling him to flip over.

Then Mateo starts massaging the front side of his body with the same precision and care.
When he gets to his penis, he gives Shane the slowest and most delicate hand job he has ever received, his hands full of oil, the touch so measured that Shane can feel it through his toes.
Shane doesn’t have to say anything. Mateo just adjusts, like he’s been paying attention the whole time.
He didn’t have to tell Mateo he had been wanting to still cum today, Mateo just knew.

When he’s close to cumming, he looks up at Mateo taking care of him, and something in him catches on it, the way Mateo has been looking at him all day, the way none of it has been rushed or taken, just given.
And it turns from wanting to stay there to wanting to give something back.

He doesn’t think about it long enough to question it.
Shane stands up slowly, testing his legs, then stands next to Mateo and kisses him before slowly pulling down his pants.
“No, mi rey, today is about taking care of you,” Mateo says, his hand resting on Shane’s hip, keeping him where he is.

“You have been taking care of me,” Shane says, a little breathless now. “And anyway, taking care of you is taking care of me.”
He reaches for Mateo then, pulling his cock loose from his sweats, pressing himself up against him before taking Mateo’s oiled hand and wrapping it around both of their penises.

Mateo starts stroking them together, and Shane gasps almost instantly, the feeling catching him off guard with how much of it seems to belong to both of them at once.
Mateo watches him closely as he does it, his focus narrowing in a way that isn’t just about the motion, like he is paying attention to every reaction, every change in Shane’s body.

Shane rests his forehead against Mateo’s.
Their faces press together, breathing into each other, and Mateo lets out a whimper. “You are so fucking perfect, Shane Hollander,” he murmurs.
Shane kisses his face and moans back, “I’m so into you.”

Mateo’s pupils dilate, and Shane’s legs start to give out. Mateo holds him up with one hand while continuing to jerk them off with the other.

They are kissing, and every part of Shane feels overwhelmed in the best way.
They cum together, and Shane starts to cry again, just a few tears slipping down his cheeks, feeling connected in a way that makes everything else fall quieter around it, held there, seen in it, taken care of without having to ask.

He doesn’t know what to do with the thought that this could have existed sooner.
Mateo wipes them both up and they put on a movie.



As soon as the movie is over, he carries Shane into bed, and they stay there for a while, pressed together, kissing slowly, the kind that doesn’t build into anything.

Mateo pulls back first, brushing his thumb once along Shane’s cheek before reaching to turn off the light.

Then he brings Shane back into his chest, one arm wrapped around him, close enough that Shane doesn’t have to move at all.

Shane falls asleep somewhere in that, without noticing when it happens.


####





November 24 2014

Detroit

Shane POV
Shane wakes up a lot more rejuvenated this morning. Mateo is still asleep beside him.

Shane gets up, not needing Mateo to carry him today, feeling more inside his body as he moves, and goes to the bathroom.
He is still sore and knows sex is probably off the table for his body, but still hopes they can at least suck each other off.

Maybe he does have a problem.
Shane looks at himself in the mirror, his hands wandering over his bruises as he smiles.

He liked having rough sex with Mateo, but he doesn’t know if Mateo liked it as much as he did.

He makes a note to ask him.
The first time they ever had sex, Mateo’s teeth were all over him. But maybe that is as far as he wanted the roughness to go.

He thinks back to Mateo’s face when the sex was over and wonders if maybe sometimes he has too many expectations for where their sex life is going, and Mateo is just along for the ride.

He knows Mateo likes hearing details about him with other men, and watching like he did with J.J. and Hayden. But maybe he isn’t into the rough sex they had, and if that is the case, Shane is fine with that.
He washes his face quickly with the cleanser Mateo bought for him to use at his place. He skips his manifestations for the morning because his mind still feels tired, promising himself he will double them tomorrow.


####




He gets back into bed, pulling his phone out and scrolling through Twitter. He didn’t even look at his phone once yesterday.
He has a lot of text messages.



Carter: Are we still getting together when I am in Montreal next week?

Shane types back quickly.

Shane: Yeah, Vauhgnny. You can come over.
The reply comes in almost right away.
There are multiple texts from Cliff.
Cliff: How are you feeling after the new article?

Cliff: photo of food made

Cliff: mirror selfie, shirtless

Cliff: I miss you, let’s talk soon

Cliff: this made me think of you photo
Shane replies to him and puts his phone down for a moment, taking a slow breath in and out before picking it back up.
He has texts from J.J. and Hayden talking about the flight home, how they missed him, about the foursome again, and how the team thinks he is some sort of Gay Messiah.
He has a separate text from Hayden.
Hayden: I just wanted to say thank you for being my friend.

Hayden: I really love fucking you, I’ll top for life.

Hayden: But I really enjoyed bottoming, too.

Hayden: This might be weird. Please say thank you to Mateo again for making the experience feel safe.

Hayden: And thanks, man, you know, for being there throughout it with me.

Hayden: Also, the Epsom salts and salve really helped.
Shane: I love you Hayds.
Shane replies quickly, deciding he will respond properly later.
Then he has a few texts from Elijah, asking if he is okay after the article, complimenting something he did in his game against Detroit, and the newest one asking if they can still talk on the phone today.

Shane tells him he will call in a few hours and that he misses him, which he does.
He continues answering text messages and scrolling through Twitter for a while. At some point, he starts noticing it in his body, the way his chest doesn’t feel quite right as he keeps going.

With each new person he replies to, he gets another reply.

It feels never-ending. Like instead of fixing the problem by answering, he is creating more problems.



It hits all at once.

His chest feels heavy, his breathing starts to trip over itself, his heart feels like it is beating too fast, and his throat feels like it is closing in on him.
Mateo wakes up and sees him. He takes the phone out of Shane’s hands and turns it off before Shane can react. Then he pulls him in, wrapping his body around him with intense pressure, holding him there until Shane calms down and falls back asleep in his arms.



####




They both wake up an hour later. It is one in the afternoon.

Mateo makes them lunch, and Shane watches with intense enjoyment.

After they finish eating, Shane turns his phone back on.
He promises himself not to go down a doom spiral of all the texts and emails building up, just to make this call and leave the rest for later.
He finds Elijah’s name in his contacts and presses call as Mateo is cleaning up in the kitchen and around the house.

He feels instantly happy hearing Elijah’s voice on the other end.
They talk for a while until Mateo comes back into the room, and Elijah tells Shane to put him on speaker.



They all talk for the next hour, chirping at each other, laughing, moving easily between hockey, wrestling, and everything else.

Mateo and Elijah have always gotten along on the ice. They seem to like each other and have friends in common.

Shane realizes that he hasn’t really seen anyone dislike Mateo once they get to know him, and Elijah is easily one of the nicest guys he has ever met.

Shane feels happy in this moment, talking with both of them together.
It doesn’t feel sexual at all. It feels like people he cares about are coming together, not just for him, but because they enjoy each other too.

It feels uncomplicated.
They say goodbye to Elijah and cuddle some more.

Shane has never had so many domestic days in a row, but each day he spends with Mateo like this, it becomes harder to ignore how much he feels for him.


####


Mateo goes into the bathroom to have a shower before making dinner.

While he is gone, Shane’s phone rings.
A FaceTime from Cliff Marlow.

He thinks about not answering. He is exhausted from keeping up with all these connections.
If Shane is being completely honest, Cliff annoys him sometimes.

But somehow, Shane is still completely endeared to him.

He feels like he has some sort of kinship with Marlow in the way their brains process things.
Sometimes Marlow will tell him something like, “I couldn’t fall asleep last night because my brain wouldn’t shut up,” or “my shirt tag is really bothering me today,” or “I hate when I enter a room and the lights are too bright,” and Shane understands exactly what he means.
Marlow has shared about his ADHD a lot, and his excessive need to overshare, even when he doesn’t mean to.

He has mentioned how sometimes, after spending a day around people where he is forced to make eye contact, his eyes will ache for the rest of the day.

So even though he overwhelms Shane at times, he still really enjoys getting to know him.

Honestly, he thinks of Marlow as a big teddy bear.
Shane decides to answer, even though he probably wishes he could avoid talking to anyone else today.
As soon as he answers, the smile across Cliff’s face grows.

“Hey, you,” he says, his smile softening as he looks at him. “You look exhausted, Shane. Like, actually exhausted.”

“Yeah, it’s been a long few days,” is all Shane manages, the words taking a second to come out.
That is when Mateo walks back into the room, a towel wrapped low on his hips, no shirt on.
“Mi rey, I am about to start making dinner, and your bath is all ready for you. Want me to carry you there?”

“Who was that?” Cliff says fast, not trying to hide his jealousy.

“Um,” is all Shane says.

“Are you still in Detroit?” Marlow asks again.

“Hold on a second,” Shane says, putting the phone on mute.
He looks over at Mateo, taking in how good he looks fresh out of the shower.

“I’m just on FaceTime with Marlow, he called me,” Shane says, tilting the phone slightly toward him.
Mateo nods. “Do you want me to go to the other room?”

“No, it is fine. I think he knows now I am with you,” Shane says.
Cliff keeps saying his name on the phone. “Shane, hello, I can’t hear you.”

Shane taps the screen, turning mute off.
“Hi Marly, I’m sorry,” Shane says.

“Are you still in Detroit?”

“Yes. I’m at Mateo’s, we are just, um.. hanging out,” Shane says, his eyes flicking briefly back to Mateo, trying to stay in the moment with Marlow, but Mateo looks so fucking good.
“I see some people get more special privileges than others,” Cliff says it lightly, but something in his tone catches, and Shane recognizes the jealousy in it.

“Don’t be jealous, Marly,” Shane says, smiling softly at the screen.

“It’s hard not to be, baby,” Cliff says, then adds, “But I’ll get you soon, right?”

“Yes,” Shane says, his voice a little lighter now.

“And you will come early that morning, and stay the next day?” Marlow says, like he needs to hear it clearly.

“Yes.”
Shane can see Marlow moving around. He doesn’t recognize the room Cliff is in, which feels strange for a moment since they FaceTime often enough, but he doesn’t think too deeply about it.
He watches as Cliff’s eyes continue to take him in, his energy turning more playful. “Do you want to hear all the things I am going to do to you?” Marly asks, his tone openly flirtatious now.

Shane looks over at Mateo briefly, who is smiling. “Mateo is in the room,” Shane says, wanting to be upfront.
“He can listen too, I’m sure he would like that.” Then Cliff smiles, like something clicks for him. “Or better yet, you can tell me everything you’re going to do to me.”

For how exhausted Shane felt when he first answered this call, he can feel himself starting to get hard at the thought of Mateo and Cliff both being a part of this conversation.

He might get too much enjoyment out of Mateo hearing stuff like this.
“I have a lot of plans for you, Cliffy,” Shane says, biting his lip as he looks back at the screen.

Shane looks over at Mateo again. Cliff must have noticed, because he adds, “I think Mateo wants to hear the plans, too.”

That pulls a soft, almost purring sound out of Shane before he can stop it. His face flushes, and he bites his lip harder as he palms down at his cock.

“You’re so fucking perfect, Shane. You are so generous to share yourself. I couldn’t imagine how devastating it would be if someone missed out on a chance with you,” Marlow says, his tone still playful, but something in it coming through more serious than he probably intends.
“I agree, you’re perfect, mi vida,” Mateo says out loud from across the room. “That’s my good boy, Shane Hollander.”

Cliff seems into this and says, “You are a good boy, Shane Hollander, aren’t you?”

Shane lets out another little moan before adding, “Yes,” his face flushing deeper as he says it.
Shane can see it on his face, the way Cliff’s mind starts moving, like he’s already following the idea somewhere else.

“Or better yet, instead of telling me your plans for me..” Cliff says, the phone close to his face. “Why don’t you tell me everything you and Mateo did over the last few days?”
Shane pauses, thinking about it for a second. He isn’t good at lying when asked things straight up. “I can’t share all those details,” is all he manages.
“Mateo, does Shane have permission to share all those details?” Marlow calls out.
Shane looks at Mateo, he can’t tell Marlow about the foursome. He isn’t telling many people about him, Hayden, or J.J.

He doesn’t care that all these men apparently don’t care that Shane is fucking multiple of them, how they seem to enjoy sharing him or hearing about each other.

Hayden and J.J. are his best friends, they are sacred to him. It is their secret and their business.
Besides Mateo, whom they allowed him to tell, he isn’t sharing what has been happening between them with anyone.

Cliff has kind of guessed he has hooked up with a teammate, but Shane never confirmed or denied it, he just lets Cliff think what he wants.
He can feel something starting to rise in him again. Before Shane can start trying to overexplain himself out of the situation, Mateo chimes in.
“I have been taking care of mi rey. Bathing him, massaging him, carrying him everywhere so mi príncipe doesn’t have to use his sore body. Making him cum. Anything he wants, I do for him.”

Shane sits there, a little proud, happy with Mateo’s answer, but still blushing as he looks at Marlow, watching him take the information in.
Marlow looks happy with this information, then his eyebrows pull in. “And why are you so sore, Shane?”
Shane changes the subject. “I am going to tell you all the things I am going to do to you when I see you in a few weeks, Marly,” he says, leaning back slightly.

Shane starts going into detail, telling Marlow every filthy thing he is going to do to him, and what he will let Marlow do in return.

Mateo comes to sit beside him at one point, leaning in to kiss his neck just once, and Marlow moans out through the phone.

Shane keeps going, talking dirty to him for several minutes, Mateo and Marlow both completely entranced by him, and Shane growing giddy from the way they react to him.
Shane is in the middle of describing Marlow’s cock inside him when he sees Cliff’s expression change, his eyes going wide, his attention pulling somewhere else.

“Dude, what the fuck,” Cliff says, something like concern cutting through his voice as he moves the camera. “I thought you were sleeping, shit, dude, how long have you been listening?”

“What is going on?” Shane asks, anxiety starting to rise in his body.
“Fuck, I am sorry,” Marlow starts saying. “I am at Rozanov’s.”

Shane doesn’t react right away. The words don’t fully make sense at first.

“He fell asleep watching a movie, and I FaceTimed you. I just missed you, and..” Marlow drags a hand through his hair, his expression changing as panic starts to show.

“I thought he was asleep, but he must have just woken up. I am sorry, Shane, shit.”

He keeps going, the words coming out fast now. “You too, Rozanov. Sorry you had to listen to that. Fuck, I am sorry.”
Shane just pauses, not knowing what to do or what to say. His brain stops computing, replaying the name, Rozanov’s. His stomach drops, and words aren’t coming out.

Mateo must notice, because he reaches over and takes the phone from him. “Marlow, we have to go. Shane isn’t feeling well.”

He is about to hit end when Marlow says, “Fuck, I am so sorry. I’ll text you later.”

Shane pulls just enough together to say, “I’m not mad at you, Marly, don’t be anxious, just not feeling well.” He knows Marlow will spiral on this all night if he doesn’t say something first.

“Okay, goodnight, guys. Talk to you tomorrow, babe,” Marlow says, and Mateo hangs up the phone.
####
Shane is thrown off. It isn’t just about Rozanov, it is about the fact that he answered the FaceTime when he knew he wasn’t in the right headspace for it.

He enjoyed the conversation, for the most part, up until the point he knew Ilya probably heard most of it. Now there is a pit sitting in his stomach, his heart beating too fast to ignore.
Mateo, still sitting beside him, looks at him for a moment. Shane can see he is having his own internal conversation with himself before he reaches over and turns Shane’s phone back off.
He pulls back from Shane so he can have a better look at him, turning his body fully toward him. Shane can still see Mateo’s mind racing, it feels loud enough that Shane feels like he could almost hear it, like he is arguing with himself about whether to say something.



“Shane, can I ask you something?” Mateo finally says, the look on his face serious.
“Of course you can, baby,” Shane says, putting his hand on Mateo’s thigh, trying to bring some levity to whatever Mateo is about to say.
Mateo starts rambling, like if he doesn’t get the thought out now, he might not say it at all. “Sometimes you will call me and you just sound so exhausted. You will call after a hookup leaves, or after you are home from road games, or when the first TMZ article dropped, and you will talk about wanting to sleep during the day. Or you’ll say you’re burned out.. I don’t know. I just-” He pauses, glancing down at their hands before looking back at Shane. “I’m just worried about you.”
Shane takes in what he is saying, knowing it is the truth, something he has been trying to ignore or push down. But the reason he does it is clear, has been since he started hooking up with other men. It’s a simple truth.
“I guess, I don’t want to ignore anyone or make them feel hurt or unimportant like I did when I used to hook up with Ilya,” Shane says, honestly.
Mateo watches him for a moment, grabbing Shane’s hand and rubbing his thumb over it. “But after hookups, you communicate, right? You are upfront about what you want, what you are looking for, and the strings attached?” Mateo asks, trying to be patient.

“Yes,” Shane says. “I always tell them I am seeing other men, and that I am not looking for a relationship.”
Mateo nods, and Shane can still see him working through something, trying to find the right words. “I mean.. if some of these hookups are looking for more than you want to give, it’s okay to sever the tie, or be stricter with boundaries.. You don’t need to talk to everyone every day.”
For a second, it feels like something in his brain stutters, like he's missed a step and can't quite figure out why. The idea of not answering, of letting messages sit there, he has done it a few times and it always felt wrong, in a way he doesn't really know how to name. Like he is letting people down.
Then a new thought enters his brain, Shane panics a bit. “Is this your way of saying you don’t want to talk every day?”
Mateo looks at him for a moment, then pulls him in and kisses his cheek gently. “Not at all.” He lingers there for a second before continuing, “But you don’t have the same connection you do with Marlow that you have with, say, me or Elijah, do you?”
“No,” Shane says without thought.

“So why do you feel the need to answer him every time he texts or calls you?”

“I don’t know,” Shane says, trying to find a reason, but coming up with nothing.
“And I understand he doesn’t know about you and Rozanov,” Mateo starts, his voice a little more aggravated. “But like.. Marlow talks too fucking much, he always has.”

“You seem annoyed,” Shane says, taking in Mateo’s expression, a little taken aback because he is always so calm, but also a bit turned on by it.

“I love Marlow, we actually go way back. He is a great guy, but he doesn’t know how to read a room or when to shut up. He shouldn’t call you like that with Rozanov in the room, even if he thinks he is asleep,” Mateo says, then pauses for a second, like he’s deciding how far to push it.
Then he adds, his tone a little more stern with Shane than usual, “And if you don’t want him telling your business to Rozanov, which it seems like you don’t, then you need to be upfront about that.”
Shane knows this. He knows there are certain people he should probably set stricter boundaries with. It is so easy with some people, but with others, people he doesn’t know as well, or people whose feelings he wants to protect more, he feels like his people-pleasing still comes into play.
“I don’t want him to tell Rozanov about this stuff,” Shane starts, still trying to figure out how to explain what he feels about it. “I like talking about my sex life, I like it when others know. Maybe it is weird, but it turns me on, you obviously know that.”

He looks at Mateo, who is just nodding and listening.

“But Ilya is a part of a different version of me, of sex, of who I used to be. Even though I am happy I am not that person sexually anymore, I don’t know..”

Shane trails off, the thought slipping before he can catch it, something he has avoided for a while now. But Mateo is still sitting there, patient, listening with intention, ready for whatever explanation Shane has. So he tries again.

“I just feel like it’s separate, if that makes sense. What Ilya and I had sexually, versus what I have now. I just don’t want him to know about all of this,” Shane finally says. “Plus, he has said some nasty things to me since I started exploring and having more sex. I just don’t want him to have more things to weaponize against me.”
Mateo just nods, and Shane keeps going. “I feel bad when it comes to Marlow. He always apologizes to me about oversharing. I also think I was his first time with a guy, and I felt wrong and hypocritical telling him he couldn’t talk about it if he needed to.”
“I am not telling you what to do or how to navigate your relationships with others,” Mateo starts. He hesitates for a second, like he’s trying to say it the right way. “I am just lucky enough that you have consistently shared your life with me every day now for almost two months, and I am watching the exhaustion build over time.”
Mateo keeps talking. “You went from being a very private person who barely hangs out with people, to now having your whole life speculated on by the hockey world, tabloids, and everyone else.”

Mateo pauses, looking at Shane, then keeps going. “You’re.. hooking up with a lot of different people right now, and then trying to keep up with all of them, all the friendships and everything.”
Shane nods along because he knows it is all true.

“I used to hook up with a lot of different people for years, honestly,” Mateo says. “So I understand your exploration completely. I think it’s important.. to understand yourself sexually like that.”

He continues, “I just started realizing after a while how much sex is really an energy exchange.. or at least that’s what it started to feel like for me.”

He rubs a hand on Shane’s face, brushing his thumb over his cheek lightly. “So it matters who you are exchanging that energy with, and how much of yourself you give to others.”
Shane thinks about it, really taking in what Mateo is saying. “Yeah, that is actually very true. I guess I never thought of it that way.”



“Do you always feel good after sex?” Mateo asks.

Shane thinks about it for a moment. “I always feel good during sex, and the cuddles after.. but sometimes the next day I won’t feel as good about it.”

Mateo looks at him, something in his expression changing just slightly. “Because you regret the sex?”

“No, I don’t regret the sex. I love all the sex. I am honestly having the most fun I have had in my life. But I am just so tired,” Shane says, really feeling it as he says it.
Mateo looks at him for a moment, then pulls him into a cuddle, running his hands through Shane’s hair in the way he likes.

“Did you know, before we started talking and hanging out, I used to turn off my phone for one full day every week,” Mateo says.

“Why did you stop?” Shane asks, thinking about how blissful that would be.

He starts longing for how it used to be, when he could lie in bed at night reading, no messages coming for days at a time, just a few from Hayden or JJ or his parents.
“I didn’t want to miss any opportunity to talk to you,” Mateo says, a bit embarrassed.

“Do you miss those days?”

Mateo thinks about it. “Yes, I do. I am happy when I get to talk to you and message you,” he says. “But.. any other messages feel like a disturbance. It could be the nicest message in the world and I still feel like- why are you talking to me? My mind is screaming, LEAVE ME ALONE.”
Shane closes his eyes and says, “I feel that way a lot. I will be happy talking to you, or Elijah.” He exhales, then continues, “J.J. and Hayden don’t text me much because I see them all the time, but then others will text me, or I will get a DM from some new NHL player or athlete or celebrity, or I’ll scroll through Twitter even when I don’t mean to, or my mom will call with another opportunity, or journalists are reaching out, and I just want to scream. LEAVE ME ALONE, I NEED PEACE, I NEED QUIET, I NEED ME TIME.”
Mateo pulls Shane out of the cuddle and looks at him seriously before saying, “So respect yourself, Shane. Respect your me time.”

His tone is a bit stern again, but still sweet in a protective way. “Turn your phone off if you need to. Don’t go to a hookup if you wake up that morning and feel too tired. Cancel on me, even if we have a FaceTime planned, if that is what you need that day.”
He smiles at Shane in a way that makes his stomach drop. “I know we all love our time with you. Marlow was right, all of us guys are lucky for any time we get with Shane Hollander.”

He grabs Shane’s hand and places a peck on it. “But.. you’re no good to anyone if you aren’t taking care of yourself.”
Shane climbs into Mateo’s lap and nuzzles against him. “You are my safe place. I don’t want to leave you tomorrow,” Shane says into Mateo’s skin. “What will I do without you for almost a month?”
“You will take care of yourself, Shane Hollander.”
“Okay, only if you take care of yourself, Mateo Alvarez. Which means, if you need days to recharge or turn off your phone, do it. I want you to feel 100% yourself. I want you to feel like the best version of you.”
They don’t have sex at all that day. They just snuggle, kiss, and hold each other until it’s time to go to sleep.


####






The next day, they wake up early, and Mateo drives Shane to the airport.

He parks somewhere private a few minutes away and pulls Shane into a long, slow kiss. Then he puts the car in drive and continues until they pull up to the front.
“Have a good game tonight, capitán. Stay away from that fucking prick Kent if you can.”

“I can handle Kent and Barrett,” Shane says, then adds, “good luck against Pittsburgh, not that you need it.”
“I don’t think Barrett is as bad as he wants people to think he is, but he definitely loses points for staying friends with such a vile person,” Mateo says, anger in his voice. “I am serious, though. Try to stay away from Kent. He isn’t a good person.” Mateo’s tone is worried, like he thinks something might actually go down.
“I’ll be okay, mush mush,” Shane says, wanting to kiss him so badly, but so many people are walking by the car. “I’ll call you tonight after the game, baby. I really am going to miss you so much.”

“I will miss you too, cariño. Please remember what I said, though. If you are tired, we can talk tomorrow.”

“I’m never too tired to talk to you,” Shane says. “But I promise, I will be more considerate with my energy.”

“Good. Have a safe flight, mi rey.”
Shane gets out of the car, feeling an ache in his chest from all the things he wishes he could have just done or said to Mateo in his car outside the airport.
He goes through security and walks to his terminal.

He thinks about what he and Mateo talked about, about his drop the other day.
And he realizes that if he wants to keep up with this new life he really loves, he needs to make some changes, give himself the balance and aftercare he needs to maintain it.
 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    Hi, my loves,

This is the last installment from the Detroit visit, and I am excited to share it with you.

Parts of this are tonally very different, but it is something we have been building towards for a while.
Shane is non-diagnosed autistic and experiencing burnout.
I thought it would be beautiful to allow him to experience it with Mateo, someone who has become an important safe space for him.

Mateo had already mentioned the day before that he planned to take care of Shane.
Bathe him, carry him around, spoil him.

So in my mind, it made sense for Shane’s nervous system and body to finally collapse in this moment of safety.
I can attest from experience that sometimes I get so hyperfixated on something that I don’t realize what is happening until the burnout hits.

This fic is still about slutty Shane exploring his desires, but he is starting to realize he can’t keep doing it exactly the same way.
Mateo loves to take care of people; his love language is acts of service and quality time.

I didn’t add the roster to this one intentionally.
The first day they are together, there isn’t much dialogue because it is mostly just Mateo talking and Shane being there in the moment.
It is a lot more internal.

Shane and Mateo are very into each other. They still are not tying one another down, but with each day that passes, their connection is getting stronger.
I think what is fun about this relationship is that they are clearly happy with where they are at, so there is still a lot of room to play.

Even if they potentially got “more serious” in the future, Mateo would still be happy sharing Shane with others, watching Shane with others, and knowing Shane is doing his own thing.

There is an openness to their connection that makes it easier to continue this story for Shane while still deepening what is happening between them.

I felt like the moment Shane goes verbal again is true to me.
When I am in burnout, I can go non-verbal, and sometimes after allowing me to be for a while, my partner will put on one of my comfort shows or wrestling, and all of a sudden, I slowly start getting passionate again and finding myself talking about my special interest.
That sense of safety is also why the burnout hits here.

When it comes to Mateo and Shane’s conversation about balance, Shane hears everything Mateo is saying, but he isn’t going to do a 180. Shane still has a deep need to please people and try to make others feel comfortable.

Plus, Shane Hollander is still a slut, and for everyone who had a hoe phase, you know it gets messy, and sometimes you do things because it feels good in the moment, or your horny brain wins.
There is still lots more exploration coming.

Mateo is someone who feels very anchored, someone who is in tune with Shane, but also has his own experiences and his own faults that have made him protective of Shane and his peace.

Some people have asked about what Mateo looks like, and if I am being honest, I have aphantasia, so I don’t picture people in my head while I write.

That is why I don’t often describe people’s looks in my fic, or I only do so minimally.
But I did see a picture of Tyriq Withers the day before I started writing Mateo for the first time, and I guess in my head that is what he looks like, except with a slightly bigger build and piercing blue eyes.
I imagine him as Afro-Dominican as well.

And for Elijah, from my other fic where he originates until now, I imagined him as the bartender from the Rose episode, but also taller and broader.
But I also love people creating their own imaginations of what characters look like, so my Mateo/Elijah does not need to be your version.

Also, I never used threads before, but people kept mentioning the love on there, so I checked it out, and I got to say, I LOVE YOU GUYS!!!!

Also, for the title of this chapter, I thought the quote from Marlow was perfect, because it praises Shane for sharing himself with all these lucky men, while also hinting at the cost of how much of himself he’s giving away.

Thank you for the detour of these extra Detroit chapters.
The next chapter will be the game against Toronto, and yes, Troy Barrett will play a role. It is going to be a lighter Shane chapter after this heavier one.

I love you guys so much. I am still overwhelmed by the love and support for this fic. Thank you for every single kudo, every single comment, and to every one of you who shares this fic around.. KISSES KISSES KISSES.

I wrote so much as a kid and stopped a long time ago. Coming back and starting to write these fics has been incredible.
I forgot how much I loved expressing myself through words.

I also appreciate everyone whose mind is as filthy as mine.


  


      

  












      Chapter 17: Heard you’re really accommodating off the ice
  


    Chapter Summary

    The Metros keep their streak alive.
A moment on the ice makes it clear that not all attention on Shane is harmless.
The aftermath leaves him sitting with something, or someone, he can't brush off.

Days later, Shane spends the day with new friends.
What unfolds is something he will carry with him forever.



    Chapter Notes

      Content warning: this chapter contains homophobia and homophobic slurs. Protect your energy.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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Shane Hollander’s current roster:
Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges)
Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously invested)
Carter Vaughn: New York (new recruit)
Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)
J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience)
Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)
(A certain Boston captain has been temporarily removed from the roster and is under review)

See end for updates.

November 25th 2014
Montreal
Shane POV
Shane has learned some things about himself over the last three days in Detroit, and none of them feel small.
1. He really likes being fucked by multiple men at once.
2. He likes being able to be many different versions of himself at the same time.
3. He needs to figure out how to balance his current life while still continuing to let the dicks keep coming.
4. He really likes Mateo. More than he expected. More than feels entirely simple.
Shane landed back in Montreal three hours ago.

He made his way to the arena for practice, and as soon as he was done, he went home to sleep.
He hasn’t looked at his phone all day, except to send his mom and dad a quick text letting them know he was home safe and resting before the game. Besides that, he doesn’t plan to.
His mom answers quickly, reminding him of the photo shoot he has coming up the following day.
After he wakes up from a long nap and feels more refreshed, he looks at the time.
He has two hours until he needs to be back at the rink for his game against Toronto, which feels like more than enough time to disappear into himself for a bit. A hockey audiobook. A bath, which he is newly obsessed with. His manifestations.
Instead of going to his big mirror, he decides to multitask and pulls up a smaller mirror to the edge of his tub.
He looks at himself for a moment, taking in his damp hair, his freckles, the shape of his lips and his nose. He feels happy, confident, and hot.
He thinks for a few moments about what manifestations are important for today, one thought brushing up against another, overlapping, before one finally sticks, and he starts.
“The Metros are going to finish November undefeated.”
“I am going to score 15 hat-tricks in December.”
“I am going to win the Stanley fucking Cup with my team.”
“We are going to make it to the Stanley Cup undefeated.”
“My parents are going to continue to be happy and healthy.”
“Each of my teammates will be showered with love and affection.”
“I will make a difference for someone in the queer community.”
“The world will take good care of Mateo.”
He pauses, just for a second, his fingers pressing a little deeper into the edge of the tub before he keeps going.
“I will look hot as fuck in my new photoshoot.”
“J.J. will fuck me again soon.”
“I will have a hook up where it is one and done.”
“I will be gang banged by a group of strong men (preferably wrestlers).”
“Maybe double penetration in my ass??????” Shane thinks about it, then realizes that it is probably a touch too far.
“I will go on a date with a nice, boring man.”
“I will go out with Charlie and his friends and let loose.”
“I still want to kiss someone in public and just.. feel okay to do so, not think about who might see.”

####
Before puck drop, they are warming up on the ice when Dallas Kent and Troy Barrett skate over to Shane.
He is already anticipating bullshit, since Dallas Kent is one of the biggest pricks in the NHL.
Not a prick in the way Rozanov is, or how Mateo can sometimes be perceived, where there is at least something underneath it.
It isn’t a persona, not something he puts on and takes off depending on who is watching.

Shane thinks he is genuinely a bad guy. Shane has spent years dealing with him during faceoffs to the best of his ability, keeping it quick, not giving him anything extra, like that makes a difference.
When Kent wanted to say something, he would say it. He was always looking for a reason to be nasty to whoever was in front of him. He was a person who lived with hate deep inside of him.
The jury is still out on Barrett.
He tends to follow Kent, lets the behaviour happen at the very least, but there have been moments over the years where Shane has gotten the impression Barrett isn’t the same level of shithead that Kent is, not even close.
Maybe he is hiding behind something, leaning into it because it’s easier to cower behind someone like Kent than to let yourself be truly seen.
Even if Shane is wrong, and he is evil, he may be one of the best looking guys Shane has ever seen. Which feels like a separate problem entirely.
Everyone in the NHL wants to fall over to compliment Shane on how pretty he is and how he is the hottest guy in the NHL, but Shane thinks he would give that accomplishment to Troy Barrett.
He is shorter than Shane, maybe around 5’9, and his eyes are the most beautiful shade of blue, the same kind Mateo has, the kind that feels like they go straight through you if you look too long.

And his lips, his lips are big enough that Shane, for a second, imagines what they would feel like in his mouth.
He gets lost for a moment too long looking at Troy as they get closer, attention catching in a way that feels a little too obvious, and he forces himself to look away before it turns into something else.
As soon as they are in front of Shane, multiple players from the Metros skate over.
Hayden, J.J., Roy, and Berkes are all there within seconds, closing in without needing to be told, like this is already handled.
It hits him a second before Kent speaks, that same feeling he’s had all week, being watched, but not in a way that feels good anymore.
“Looks like the pillow biter needs an entourage,” Dallas says with a smirk, dragging it out just enough to make sure everyone hears it, “Heard you’re really accommodating off the ice.”
Shane takes a deep breath and looks at him, keeping his face open, loose, like none of this is getting to him, even as something in him goes alert, tracking every small movement.
“Why, are you interested?” he says, voice even. He looks over at Troy, who hasn’t said anything, but something in his expression changes, colour rising in his face when Shane says that.
“You better watch your back, you fucking faggot, your kind is unnatural,” Dallas says, already leaning forward like he’s not finished, like he’s just getting started, when Hayden and Berkes grab onto him, and J.J. and Roy start swinging.


####


The whole game is horrible, starting before it even officially begins, the fight carrying over from warmups, so half the team is already in the box when puck drop finally happens, so they start short, guys double shifting, everyone a little off because nothing is running the way it’s supposed to.
Eventually, Dallas is back in the faceoff circle with Shane, close enough that Shane can hear him clearly, the slurs coming under his breath between whistles like he’s not planning on letting it go.
Shane would usually say something provoking or a little flirty just to fuck with him, throw something back just to see what happens, but Dallas Kent honestly scares him.
He wouldn’t put it past him to genuinely want to hurt him and even go as far as doing something illegal.
But between Roy, Gagnon, and Olsson, Kent doesn’t get close enough to hurt him once the game is in play.
He keeps noticing Troy watching him throughout the game, not just once, not accidentally, enough that it starts to feel pointed, like he’s paying attention in a way Shane can’t quite read.
In the end, they win, because they always do, because even like this, they find a way through it.


####


Home vs Toronto Maple Leafs
Montreal 3 – Toronto 1
22–0


####


After the game, Shane is the last to leave the arena. He takes his time getting changed, gear coming off slower than it needs to, hands pausing and then starting again, like he keeps forgetting what he was doing.
He feels off. J.J., Roy, and Hayden all linger, hanging around his stall longer than usual, asking if they can walk him to his car, worrying about his safety, but he just sits there, elbows on his knees, not moving, not quite ready to get up. 
This is the first time since that reporter at the beginning of October that someone has said something so hateful to his face, but this is the first time it sticks differently, harder to brush past, harder to laugh off. 
“I’m just going to call someone, I think,” Shane says.
“Who, Mateo?” J.J. asks.
“No, I think he should still be on the ice. I’m going to call Elijah.” 
Shane and Elijah talk for half an hour, long enough that the noise in the arena fades out completely, lockers closing, voices disappearing until there’s nothing left but the echo of it.
By the time Shane finally walks to his car, the building feels empty. 
When he gets there, he startles at the shape of someone standing nearby, his steps slowing without him meaning to, mind already running ahead, mapping out how fast he could turn back, whether he could make it inside before anything happens. 
He knows there are cameras in this parking lot, so if Dallas hurts him, it would be career-ending for him, but that doesn’t stop the thought from taking hold anyway; he is about to be beaten up, hurt, potentially really badly. 
He freezes, almost turning back toward the arena, when someone calls out, “Hollander,”
It isn’t Dallas Kent, and it takes Shane a second longer than it should to process that, his brain catching up slowly, realizing it is actually Troy Barrett. 
His body doesn’t relax. His attention snapping in instead, tracking Troy, taking in the way he’s standing there, like Troy’s the one expecting something bad to happen.
He is standing by Shane’s car, hair damp, lips red like he has been biting them, looking more upset than Shane has ever seen him. 
Shane lets out an exhale, like he can breathe again, the air leaving him slower than he expects, his shoulders dropping a fraction before catching again when nothing actually changes.
But the fear is still there, sitting under it, stubborn in a way that doesn’t listen to logic.
Troy stood beside Dallas tonight and didn’t say anything, and maybe he is more of an action taker and less of a talker than Kent. Maybe he will hurt Shane right now. 
“Hollander, I’m not going to harm you. You’re bigger than me anyway, you could take me.”
“That’s true,” Shane says, walking towards his car. “What the fuck do you want, Barrett?”
“Look, I am really sorry,” Troy starts, the words catching and tripping over each other as they come out. “Kent is an awful person.”
“I thought that awful person was your best friend.”
“He is, I guess. I mean, he is my teammate and it’s um, y’know.” Troy keeps stuttering, and Shane all of a sudden has a weird feeling he should be nice to Troy, the instinct comes from somewhere he doesn’t fully trust, but follows anyway. Troy seems fragile right now. 
“It is really cold out here. If you are going to linger anyway, do you want to get into my car? We can go for a drive and talk.”
“Yes,” Troy says, too quick, like he’s been waiting for that. 
Shane isn’t sure where he should be driving to, and he really wants to go home, so he just drives towards there, waiting for Troy to say something. 
Troy is fidgeting with his hands, and Shane can see the loudness in his head, the way his fingers keep moving like they can’t quite find anywhere to go, something Shane recognizes without having to think about it. “I know Kent is a disgusting human being,” he says, matter-of-fact. 
That surprises Shane more than it should.
Shane looks over at Troy, who is shaking, a low, constant tremor running through him, like he can’t quite stop it.
So Shane finally says, “I am going to take you to my house, and we can actually talk, okay? Just relax. You are fine.”

He feels like he is living in some sort of twilight zone right now, the thought circling without going anywhere. Why is he comforting Troy? Why is every part of him saying this guy needs your help?

Shane was terrified of Kent today, in a way that stuck with him even after the game ended.
Maybe Barrett feels the same way. All he knows is that something is telling him to trust Barrett right now, something that doesn’t come with an explanation, just sits there, certain enough that he follows it anyway, like Barrett isn’t going to harm him and like whatever he has to say matters more than Shane fully understands yet. 
They sit in silence the whole drive back to Shane’s, the kind that stretches without either of them trying to fill it, the sound of the car doing most of the work.
When they get to his apartment, Troy is standing there, lingering just inside the doorway like he isn’t sure how much space he’s allowed to take up.

“Do you want to go sit on my couch?” Shane says, “I need to make a few phone calls, but I’ll be like 15 minutes at most. Do you want water or anything?” 
Troy takes his shoes off and goes to sit down on Shane’s couch, setting them neatly by the door without really looking at where he puts them.
He takes his jacket off and holds it in his hand. 
“I am good, thank you,” Troy says.
“Let me take your jacket at least,” Shane says, stepping closer and taking it from him before he can argue, then handing him the remote. “You can watch whatever, I have cable and some streaming services."
Troy takes it, their fingers brush for a second. Shane doesn’t think too deeply about it, he just walks into his bedroom, closing the door behind him, then moves into his ensuite, putting another wall between them without really thinking about it. 
He pulls out his phone, the screen lighting up with his team group chat already open, messages stacked on top of each other asking where he is, if he’s safe, each one coming in faster than the last. 
He texts them back.
Shane: I am home safe guys. Thank you for the concern, but everyone can relax now.
Berkes: If our gay messiah isn’t okay, none of us are okay.
Schneider: You’re actually okay though, right? Like for real?
Roy: Glad you are safe.
Mitty: Don’t forget to get laid before our next game.
J.J.: Read the room Mitty.
Mitty: we aren’t in a room together.
Laine: Good to hear.
Andropov: This is good. You are safe.
Olsson: Toronto players are idiots. 
Gagnon: That shit doesn’t fly. We’ll talk to the commissioner.
Shane pulls out his phone and calls Mateo.
“Mi rey, how was your game? I haven’t been able to catch it yet,” Mateo says casually. “I-”
Shane cuts him off. “Troy Barrett is in my living room.”
Mateo lets out a chuckle, but not an amused one. “I know I said I didn’t think Barrett was as bad as you thought, but this isn’t what I had in mind,” Mateo says.
“Kent was really scary tonight, Mateo, he said some nasty homophobic shit, I really thought he might hurt me. So much so, the boys wanted to walk me to my car, but I stayed another half hour and called Elijah,” Shane says, the words coming fast, barely spaced out. “When I thought it was safe, I walked to my car, and someone was standing beside it, and I just thought, you’re about to get beat up or worse. But when I got there, it was Barrett, and he seemed- I don’t even know how to explain it- more scared than me. Like he needed someone to talk to. He was apologizing about Kent, and something in me just said talk to him, so I asked him to get in my car, and I brought him back here, and now he’s sitting on my couch, and I locked myself in the bathroom to call you.” Shane exhales at the end, like the breath has been stuck there the entire time. 
“Shane,” Mateo says, annoyed with him. “What did we literally just talk about?”
“Protecting my peace,” Shane says. “And I hear you, but I couldn’t ignore it. I felt like I had to talk to him.”
“Okay, well, you know yourself best, so as long as you think he isn’t going to harm you,” Mateo says, giving in.
“I promise, I don’t think that is the case.” 
“Okay, well, text me in a bit. If I don’t hear from you in the next hour, I am texting J.J. and Hayden and telling them to come check on you.”
“I’ll text you, I promise,” Shane says, then adds, “I am sorry this is ruining our talking time tonight.”
“It’s okay, cariño, I am really tired anyway, I want to go shower and sleep,” Mateo says, a yawn breaking through his words.
“Are you tired because of me?” Shane says, a little anxious that his time taking care of Shane came at a cost to him.
“No, baby, never you, you fuel me. Just have a lot of back-to-backs and want to get a good sleep,” he says, another yawn slipping out. “I really miss you. I hate that you aren’t in my bed. I got used to falling asleep with you in my arms.”
Shane feels something move through him at that before he says, “I promise, as much as you miss me, I miss you so much more.” And he thinks he means it.
“Go have fun with Barrett. Mi amor.”
“Have a good sleep, mon petit bonheur,” Shane says.
“Are you pulling your French out on me? Tú sí que eres una sorpresa, mi niño lindo,” Mateo says back, and Shane can hear the smile in his voice.
“Je t’aime vraiment bien, tu me manques tellement.. j’ai hâte de te retrouver,” Shane says, before adding, “Goodnight, baby.”
“Goodnight, mi príncipe.” 
Shane ends the call, still smiling to himself for a second longer than he expects, then draws in a breath and starts pacing the bathroom, remembering Troy is still out there waiting for him. 
He looks at himself in the mirror. “You can do this. Be brave.”
Then he walks out to find Troy sitting in the same position he left him in fifteen minutes ago, and for a second, Shane wonders if he has moved at all.

####


“Are you hungry, Troy?” Shane asks, sitting on the opposite end of the couch from him.
“No..” Troy says, shaking his head. He keeps adjusting where he’s sitting, his hands not staying still. “Shane, I am sorry.”
“You said that already,” Shane says.
“Yeah, but I don’t just mean for today and not standing up for you. I mean, in general, about all the wrong things I have done or not done, what I haven’t stood up for when it comes to you and a lot of other players in the league. I’ve been a bully, I’ve been a bad guy.” He is almost shaking, his knee bouncing fast enough that it pulls Shane’s attention, and he has the urge to reach over and press his palm down over it, to stop it.
“Okay, well, I can’t accept an apology for everyone you have wronged, but what is going on?”
Troy looks at him, takes a breath, and starts talking. “If I talk fast, I am sorry, but I am really anxious right now, and if I don’t say this, I will talk myself into shutting down. So, um, I am just going to say it. I am gay.” Shane looks up at him, caught off guard, not what he was expecting, not that he knows exactly what he was expecting. But he doesn’t have time to sit with it because Troy keeps talking, doubling back, correcting himself, and Shane just watches him do it.
“I am. I had a boyfriend, secretly, for a long time, and he just dumped me and got engaged. He was an actor, um, my boyfriend was. We were both DL, and then all of a sudden, he got engaged to his director, and now he’s out. I don’t know. Um,” Troy keeps going, stumbling over his words.
“I know Dallas is a disgusting human being. I know you’re probably thinking, okay, so you’re gay, and you surround yourself with the biggest piece of shit homophobe there is, but I guess.. fuck, I guess I’ve just hated myself for so long for this. For being gay, you know?” Shane does know.
Troy keeps talking. “I guess Dallas and I hit it off when we first met, and in the beginning, I thought he was a good guy. We had fun together. I liked being around him.” He looks at Shane for a second before continuing.
“Then I started noticing things, and I guess.. wow, this is fucked up to say, but it was easier to hide behind someone like that. Because if I’m friends with him, if I’m joining in, no one is ever going to think I’m.. You know. Gay.”
Troy’s eyes are wet, and he looks away, and Shane moves closer without thinking, closing the space between them.
He places a hand on Troy’s thigh as he continues, “I hate Toronto, I hate my team, I hate Kent. I live in fear that my ‘best friend’ will find out my secret and hurt me, or my dad will disown me.”

He looks up at Shane for a moment. “I don’t know why I am telling you all of this. When you came out, it really mattered, Hollander. I mean, you are Shane fucking Hollander. Everyone idolizes you. I had a crush on you for years. You’re such a babe.” Troy blushes and keeps rambling.
“Kent has said some nasty shit about it, though, and I would just laugh along. I felt miserable. I kept counting down the days until we played against each other because I just had this urge to talk to you. I don’t know why, I just, I guess, wanted to say all of this to someone and thought you could be that someone.”
He is shaking, and Shane doesn’t even register the moment it changes until he’s already pulled Barrett into him, one arm around his shoulders, the other coming up into his hair, smoothing through it, quieting him the way his mom used to do for him.
He doesn’t know when it started, this feeling, or why it’s this strong.

They hug for a few minutes. Shane has so many mixed feelings going on, thoughts overlapping without quite lining up, one pushing in before he can finish the last.
He has spent years thinking Troy Barrett was a horrible person. Kind of.
He knew Dallas Kent was, but there was always something about Troy, about the way he looked at Shane, smiled at him, talked to him when Kent or others weren’t around.
So somewhere in him, he knew he wasn’t bad, not in the same way, but when you surround yourself with people like that, you don’t come out of it clean either.
But sitting here with him in his arms, his heart is kind of aching for him.
The fear he must be living with every day he walks into his locker room.
He couldn’t imagine what it would feel like if he came out and his team wasn’t supportive.
For years, he walked into the room anxious that he would be figured out, but his team loves him and has been so supportive, it seems like a distant memory.
He tries to think about Troy walking around, already knowing they are hateful, carrying that before anything has even happened.
Part of Shane, the newer part of him, has this gorgeous, genuinely beautiful man in his arms, maybe one of the prettiest men he has ever seen, and he wants to do what he has been doing lately, let it turn into something else.
Comfort Barrett, but through kissing him, letting him touch him, letting it go somewhere.
But a bigger part, the one that cuts in harder, is saying don’t make a fucking move.
He is vulnerable. Hurting, in a way that isn’t hidden at all.
Shane feels something protective rise in him.
It comes on fast and doesn’t loosen once it’s there. He wants to take Troy under his wing and go to war for him.
He has had that feeling since the parking lot.
He can’t explain it.
He lets go of Troy, and their eyes lock for a second. Fuck, he should be a model.

Shane shakes the thought out of his head.
“Breathe, Barrett,” he says, still holding him there.
When he pulls back, Troy is looking at him, something uncertain sitting there, like he might pull away or put the mask back on.
“Thank you for trusting me with this,” Shane says.
Barrett nods.
“I think we should eat. I’m going to make you something, and then we can talk more, okay?”
Troy nods again. “Can I use your bathroom?” he asks.
Shane points him in the direction of it, then goes to the kitchen to start heating up one of the frozen meals he has.
He texts Mateo.
Shane: I am safe, I promise. Don’t send the cavalry.
Mateo: Goodnight, mi rey.
Shane: Goodnight, baby.

####


“You are on a strict diet plan too, right?” Shane asks, thinking he might have heard that somewhere.
“Yes, on a whole foods diet,” Troy says, clearing his throat, his voice comes out more even this time.
“I meal prepped some stuff, Salmon, it will take me about twenty minutes, and I can make quinoa and salad too, is that okay?”
“You are going to make me dinner?” Troy says, blinking fast.
“If you want,” Shane says. “I am really hungry, and you should probably eat too, you probably burned a lot of energy getting your ass kicked by us.”
“Are you thinking about my ass?” Troy says all of a sudden, awkwardly, like he is trying to flirt, and Shane laughs, caught off guard.
“Come sit in my kitchen with me while I cook,” is all Shane says back.

####


Shane makes dinner, and they talk.
Troy is surprisingly nice, a lot more awkward than Shane expected, words coming out fast and uneven when he talks.

He tends to word vomit, the sentences coming out faster than he can organize them, doubling back to apologize and correct himself mid-thought.
He weirdly reminds Shane of himself.
Some of his mannerisms, the way he talks about his routines or patterns, and how his brain seems to be constantly loud.
He is definitely a people pleaser like Shane. 
They spend an hour straight talking, and somewhere along the way, the edges of it soften, the pauses getting easier, the back and forth starting to feel natural instead of careful.
Troy is funny, and Shane laughs at him a lot, the sound coming out before he can stop it.
Which is weird, because Shane often doesn’t find people’s jokes funny.
But Troy can say something, maybe not even meaning to be funny, and Shane understands what he is getting at. 
After a while, Barrett looks at him again. They are sitting at the kitchen island, bodies turned toward each other, the space between them smaller than it was before, attention held there without either of them pulling away.
“I can’t believe I am sitting in Shane Hollander’s kitchen.”
“I am Shane Hollander. You are saying this to me.” Shane laughs, but Troy doesn’t, his expression staying fixed, serious. 
“I have really fucked up. I have hurt a lot of people. I antagonized people, I bullied people with Kent, I.. I don’t know what was wrong with me.”
“You have been living in fear for a long time. Self-hatred. It makes people do weird things.”
“Before you came out, what did you feel?” Troy asks. 
“I felt scared every single day of my life, scared someone was going to see my truth. But instead of trying to fit in with my team and be a part of what they were doing, good or bad, I just isolated myself. I played the part of a captain, but not really a good one, because how can you be a good captain if you can’t connect with your team? I lied to everyone, and I hated myself,” Shane says. “I thought maybe one day I would meet a girl and it would just fit, and the things I was doing or feeling would go away. That the urges would go away.” 
“You did and felt all of that, and yet you weren’t a hateful person like me,” Troy says, his mouth tightening slightly as he says it.
“I am not excusing your behaviour, because a lot of it is inexcusable,” Shane says. Troy winces.
“But hockey culture, the culture we grew up in, with toxic masculinity and people throwing around all sorts of slurs, and working with men who could really hurt us if they wanted to. I don’t blame you for the peer pressure of trying to fit in,” Shane continues.
“It seems like you did the best with the cards you were dealt. You were dealt a best friend who you thought was good at first, and by the time you realized that he was different, it would have been scary to go against him. And if you are scared of your dad disowning you, that tells me he wasn’t a safe place.” 
Troy is nodding along, his knee starts bouncing again, picking up speed as he listens, his attention locked onto Shane. Shane puts his hand on Troy's knee trying to calm him.
“I was lucky, I realize that looking back. Because I always had a safe place with my parents, and I wish I had trusted them with the truth sooner. I had Hayden and JJ, who were loyal, and I should have known they wouldn’t have cared. The way my team has stepped up and supported me, I know that in most locker rooms it would not be this way. So, I am lucky. Very lucky. You shouldn’t compare your circumstances to mine,” Shane says, his hand still around Troy’s knee, keeping it there instead of pulling away. 
“You always seemed so shy in interviews, up until recently,” Troy says with a slight chuckle. “But you’re very good at talking.”
“I have been doing so much talking lately, oh my god,” Shane says, laughing. 
Troy’s eyes lock onto Shane’s, holding there a second longer than before, something different sitting behind it now.
“So, the rumours have been true?” Troy asks.
“What rumours specifically?” Shane asks, nonchalantly, letting Troy be the one to say it.
“That since you came out, the NHL is in shambles, straight men are coming out of the woodwork to get a chance with you, and well, that you.. have been joyfully accepting,” Troy says, the words coming out shyly.

“The rumours are true,” Shane says, a smile pulling at his mouth. 
“Wow, that is really unfair,” Troy says.
“What is?”

“I am here, fucking gay as shit, crushing on you forever, and all these straight men get a chance on you before I did,” Troy says, biting his lip, the hesitation still there even as he says it.
“Wow, you’re right, that really is unfair,” Shane says, looking at his lips. “Fucking straight men, always ruining everything.” Shane smiles cheekily. 
Troy slowly moves closer, inching toward him.
Shane moves too, the distance closing without either of them naming it.
Their lips meet, and they kiss.
It is gentle, and Troy’s lips are just as plush as Shane thought they were.
The kiss is filled with nerves, Shane can feel it in the way Troy hesitates, then tries again like he doesn’t want to get it wrong.
Shane goes to deepen the kiss, leaning in again, but something in him catches and holds him there for a second too long, and he pulls back. 
Troy doesn’t pull away right away, just watches him for a second like he’s waiting to see what Shane does next.
Troy’s face looks devastated. “Shit, I am sorry. Did I read that wrong? Fuck.”
“No, no Troy. I definitely want to kiss you, you are so beautiful,” Shane says, leaning in again without fully committing, like he’s still deciding.
Troy cuts him off. “You.. you think I am beautiful?”
Shane looks at him like he is crazy for a moment. “Yes.” He laughs and continues, “Troy.. you are like the hottest guy in the league.”
Troy’s jaw drops. “I’m the hottest? Have you looked at yourself?”
Shane laughs. “Yes, I am definitely the second hottest,” he says, winking.
Troy laughs. “Okay, so what is the problem?”
Shane pauses, searching for the words instead of rushing them. “You have been really upset all evening, anxious. I don’t know how to explain this, but since talking with you, I just feel very protective of you. I don’t want to take advantage of you.”
“Shane, I really don’t think fulfilling my fantasy could be taking advantage of me,” Troy says, blushing almost like he cannot believe he said that outloud.
“Your fantasy? And what exactly happens in this fantasy?”
“We are wearing a lot less clothes, and you are on top of me,” Troy says, a bit embarrassed.
“That sounds like a very nice fantasy,” Shane says, the pull still there, visible for a second before he reins it in.
“How about we hang out more, talk, get to know each other, and watch a movie. See where the night takes us.”
“That sounds good,” Troy says.
“And you should know, I am like, not looking for anything, I am seeing a few people. If that is what you are looking for.” Shane says.
“I am kind of heartbroken right now, so I am not. But I am happy I waited for you in the parking lot tonight.”
“Me too,” Shane says. “At the very least, I’d really like us to be friends. I think you could use community. You don’t have to do this alone. We nice, pretty Canadian boys need to stick together.”
“I’d like to be friends too,” Troy says, and for the first time all night, his knee stays still, his voice comes out even, nothing tripping over itself.
Shane notices it, the change, how different he looks when he isn’t fighting himself every second.

####


Shane puts on a movie, and they watch it on his couch.
They sit on opposite ends of the couch, but Shane catches Troy glancing at him, quick looks that disappear the second Shane turns his head.
Every time Shane looks, Troy looks away.
Shane kind of regrets stopping the kiss, but it felt like the right thing in the moment.
At one point, Troy puts his hand out on the middle couch cushion, his fingers brushing over the fabric, not quite reaching, like he’s testing the space between them.
Shane moves his hand over to the same cushion, and after a few minutes, Troy lightly places his hand over Shane’s, and they hold hands for the rest of the movie.
When the movie is over, Troy scoots a bit closer to Shane, angling his body towards him. “Can I please kiss you? We don’t have to do anything else.”
“Okay,” Shane says, because he really fucking wants to.
They kiss on the couch, the kiss deepening into a makeout, Troy brushing his tongue against Shane’s lips before Shane lets it in.
The kiss is soft, careful at first, like neither of them wants to push it too far too fast.
It isn’t driven by urgency. It stays there, neither of them rushing it or pulling away. The kiss is sweet.
Troy is mostly keeping his hands to himself, and Shane is doing the same.
Eventually, one of Troy’s hands moves to cup Shane’s face, and he kisses down his neck.
Shane lets out a small moan. He wraps his fingers through Troy’s hair and pulls him back for a moment. “Your lips are incredible. They are so juicy.”
“Everything about you is juicy,” Troy says before kissing him again.
“Do you want to sleep here tonight?” Shane asks, before clarifying, “Just sleep.”
“Yes, our flight isn’t until noon tomorrow.”
They go to Shane’s bed, and Shane strips down to his boxers.
He can feel Troy’s eyes on him before he strips into his boxers.
They get into bed together, and Shane pulls him into his arms, holding him close without thinking too much about it.
“I’m actually really tired,” Shane says.
Troy yawns. “I am too.”

####
Troy falls asleep in Shane’s arms not long after.
Shane is exhausted, but his brain won’t shut down.
He keeps coming back to the look in Troy’s eyes when he talked about Kent finding out, or the way he said he hates Toronto.
He keeps circling back to it, the need to do something about Troy, like it won’t leave him alone.
He can’t let it go, the pull to do something about it stays with him, no matter how much he tries to ignore it.
His stomach twists at how quickly it showed up.
It doesn’t make sense, how fast it got here, how much he cares already for someone he couldn’t stand a few hours ago.
Shane keeps turning it over, trying to come up with a plan.
That is what his mom always taught him.
When something is going badly in life, you need to come up with a plan to fix it.
He nudges Troy awake.
“Mmm,” Troy says, blinking, disoriented for a second before he sees Shane and smiles.
He leans in and kisses him, like that’s what he thinks this is.
“I was thinking,” Shane says.
“You were thinking?” Troy replies, rubbing his eyes.
“When is your contract up with Toronto?”
“At the end of this year,” Troy says, confused.
The thought comes to him fast, like he’s been looking for something to do without realizing it.
“Did you know Ottawa was looking for a new right winger?”
“Ottawa sucks,” Troy says.
“Yes, but the team is really nice. Hayes, Dykstra, and Boodram, they are really good guys. They were really supportive when I came out, and I heard the coach, Coach Wiebe, is really great,” Shane says.
He has kept up with Ottawa, it is his home team, the team he grew up cheering for. “Do you have an agent?”
“Yes, the same one from when I was a rookie. They are kind of part of the problem, someone my dad chose,” Troy says, letting out a breath.
“I could get you in touch with my mom, she is my manager, and she could connect you with someone better. Someone who could get you what you are worth.”
“Do you really think Ottawa would want me?” Troy asks, sitting up now.
“You are an incredible winger. They would be stupid not to.”
“Hollander,” Troy says, completely serious.
“Yes?”
“You just gave me my first ounce of hope I have felt for a really long time.”
Shane feels it hit him harder than he expected, and it stays with him.
He has felt the need to help him since he first saw him in the parking lot.
Now he has something he can actually do.
“Good,” Shane says.

Then he turns off the lamp beside his bed, and they go to sleep.

####


In the morning, they wake up, and Shane makes them breakfast.
They talk more, and he tells him he will get his mom to call him later this week.
They don’t kiss again, they just take time to get to know each other more.
“I know I am having a lot of sex, but I am also looking for friends. I would really like us to be friends, Barrett,” Shane says.
“I would like that too. Maybe next time we are in the same city, we can be friends.. with benefits?” Troy asks with a smile.
“Maybe,” Shane says.
“I have a feeling we may both be bottoms, so I am not sure how that would work.” Shane laughs.
Troy’s face changes, amusement pulling at it instead. “Do I look like a bottom to you?” he says, pretending to be offended.
“I guess I shouldn’t assume just because you are so pretty, you bottom,” Shane says, a little more careful this time.
“I like both,” Troy says.
“I have never been a top before,” Shane says.
“Wow, I have more experience than the legend himself, Shane Hollander, in something?” He smacks Shane’s chest lightly.
“I have thought about topping, but I kind of fucking love being a bottom. Like, is there really a better feeling?” Shane asks, laughing.
It doesn’t feel like flirting, not really, it feels like two friends almost gossiping about their sex lives, nothing underneath it asking for more.
“I mean, no. But I do love to be a sub top once in a while.”
“Wow, I love to be a power bottom. Maybe we could fit together, Barrett,” Shane says, grazing his arm.
“I want to hear about all the wild sex you have been having,” Barrett says.
“Okay, but no names. Just details,” Shane says.
They spend the next hour with Shane, telling him everything he has been up to lately. Barrett has a lot of questions.
They exchange numbers, and then he calls a cab to leave.
Shane pulls him into a hug, holding him there for a second longer than he expects, like he doesn’t want to let go just yet.
He feels weirdly excited and grateful for this new friendship, how different it feels from the others he has right now.

Shane kisses his forehead and walks him to the door.
Troy turns around once more before leaving and smiles at Shane, and once again Shane can’t help but think, wow.. can someone be prettier than Troy Barrett.

####


As soon as Troy leaves, Shane sends a quick text to Mateo
Shane: I’m going to that photoshoot, then coming home and turning my phone off for the rest of the day so I can sleep. Miss you, baby.
Mateo: I think I am going to do the same. I can’t wait to see the photos. I miss you too, mi rey.
Shane turns off his phone, goes to the photoshoot. It runs long, but he has fun. Then he comes home and sleeps for the rest of the day.

####


Away vs Tampa Bay Lightning
Montreal 3 – Tampa Bay 1
23–0

####


November 28th
Montreal
Shane POV
Around five weeks ago, in a bar on Davie Street in Vancouver, Shane met Charlie Davis on the dance floor.
He had approached Shane when he was with his team, dancing the night away, and told him how much coming out meant to him, not only as a gay man, but as someone who had let go of his love for hockey because of his experiences in locker rooms.
They talked for a few brief moments as Charlie shared how watching Shane, surrounded by his team on the dance floor, being loved for being himself, altered something in his brain, how he had tweeted about it, taken photos like he needed to hold onto it somehow.
Something in that moment stayed with Shane, following him out of the bar and into the days after, lingering in a way he couldn’t quite pin down, and he found himself with this intense desire to know more about this guy.
After tagging Shane in the photos he took, Shane reached out like he said he would, and they started texting pretty frequently, conversations stretching longer than he expected, being easier than they should be with someone he barely knew.
When Charlie told him that he and his two friends were planning a trip to Montreal for a few days, and invited Shane to join them one day, Shane was too excited to turn down the offer.
So now Shane was walking into Leméac restaurant at eleven AM to meet Charlie and his friends for brunch before spending the rest of the day with them.
Shane is dressed in a pair of jeans and a button-down that J.J. helped pick out for him.
They have been going shopping a lot more lately. J.J. likes to play dress up with Shane, something that stretches past the store, past the racks and mirrors, into something that follows them home.
Twice now, they have gone out shopping the day after a home game, J.J. picking out a bunch of clothes for Shane while Shane just buys them rather than stand there trying things on under bright lights and people watching in the store.
Back at his place, it changes.
He strips down and tries everything on for J.J. slowly, piece by piece, letting himself be watched the way J.J. wants, the way he has started to also always want.
Until it stops being about the clothes at all, and J.J. is touching him, pushing him down into the bed, fucking him hard enough that Shane loses his breath, the sound of it pulled out of him before he can hold it back, asking for more without even thinking about it.

####


He enters the restaurant, and the hostess looks at Shane in a way that tells Shane she knows who he is.
She walks him to the table where Charlie and two of his friends are sitting.
“Finally,” Charlie says, pulling out the chair beside him so Shane can sit down.
He sits and looks at Charlie, a bit anxious and not sure how to proceed or what to say or what to do with his hands, already too aware of them.
“This is Julian,” Charlie says, gesturing toward a really attractive man. Shane reaches his hand out to politely shake Julian’s, and feels a jolt of something when Julian reaches back out to touch his.
“He’s our silent bodyguard,” Charlie adds casually. Their eyes meet, and Shane looks away a little bit nervously.
Julian gives off that quiet, confident energy that makes Shane squirm in his seat a little. Like he knows exactly how to look at someone without doing very much at all.
“And this is Amir,” Charlie starts, but before he can finish, his friend is dragging their chair closer to Shane, putting their hand on his shoulder.
“I’m Amir, I go by he/they pronouns, and I am pansexual.” Amir has a loud energy, very playful and almost alluring.
They are also very attractive, different from Julian.
Their features are a bit softer.
Shane clears his throat, then, “Am I supposed to say mine too? Like the pronouns and.. all of it?” It comes out more literal than he means it to, but he is trying to understand how this works, where he fits, and what he is expected to offer.
Charlie smiles, something soft and easy in it. “No, no, you don’t have to. It’s just a preference thing. Amir likes to put it out there right away.”
“Plus, I think we know Shane Hollander goes by he/him pronouns and is very gay,” Amir says, their hands coming up to his face without asking, brushing over his cheeks before pinching one between their fingers. “You are so stinking cute, I love you already.”
There is something about them that Shane already feels completely comfortable with.
They spend the next hour talking, well, mostly Charlie and Amir are talking, while Julian will once in a while add something in.
Shane catches Julian glancing over at him a lot, and they make eye contact, which Julian holds before Shane gets shy and looks away.
“So,” Amir says, leaning into Shane, their hand on his thigh. “We hear you have been getting a lot of action from big, burly, hot hockey men. Is this true?”
Shane glances over at Charlie, who is giving him a look he doesn’t know how to interpret, before Shane says, “This is true,” trying to hide his smile.
“Well? Details,” Amir says, like they’re waiting on bated breath.
“Yeah, I have been sleeping around a lot, I guess, having a lot of fun experiences.”
Amir looks Shane up and down and says with a smile, “You’re dangerous.”
Shane opens his mouth like something might come out, then just lets it fall away.
Amir goes to ask more questions before Charlie interrupts them and says, “Do you remember that time in Toronto when we..”
And Amir’s energy completely changes as their eyes open, like they know what Charlie is about to say, before they start talking on top of each other about the moment.
Charlie scoots closer to Shane for a moment, saying, “Are you okay?” Before Shane smiles and nods and looks over at Julian again, whose eyes are still on him.
They tell Shane they are all a bit hungover after partying the night before, and Charlie tells him their plans for the day.
“Charlie is our planner,” Amir says gleefully. “If it wasn’t for him, I would never get things done, I would just be floating around. He is my grounding force.”
Charlie smiles, “Anyways, I thought we would go shopping in Le Village and Le Plateau, then go day drinking at Cabaret Mado, then we will probably go back to our hotel and get ready to go to the club, then we will go to Complexe Sky to party. How does that sound?”
“I told you, he runs a strict program, our drill sergeant Davis,” Amir says with a laugh, but Shane appreciates a plan.
“That sounds really good. I am excited.”
“Good,” Charlie says.
At one point, Charlie is retelling the night he met Shane again, with Amir and Julian both rolling their eyes before Julian says, “You have told this story at great length.”
Charlie blushes before saying, “You should have seen him, though, it felt like something out of a dream. He was magical on that dance floor, magnetic.”
Then he looks at Shane seriously. “You caused a minor cultural event and then just left.”
Shane is having a really good time with them. He doesn’t feel like Shane Hollander, a spectacle.
He feels like a guy who is out laughing, gossiping and drinking with his new queer friend group, something he would not have even known how to picture a few years ago.


####


They leave the restaurant, spilling onto the street, and Amir links arms with Shane like they have known him forever.
Charlie is walking slightly in front, leading the pack, while Julian is walking a bit behind.
They window shop past a few boutiques.
They pass a storefront where there is a mannequin wearing a chain-like harness.
“That would look good on you,” Julian says quietly, his mouth close to Shane’s ear, the proximity enough to make him shiver.
Shane looks at the mannequin again, at the harness, and blushes at the thought.
They head over to Le Village, and that is when the real shopping begins.
They go in and out of stores, Shane has never shopped for this long in his life.
Charlie and Amir keep holding clothes out in front of Shane, saying things like “this is your colour,” “this could be fun,” “you would literally make people’s brains freeze in this,” “I know this is pushing it, but like.. you need this.”
Every time they tell him to get something, Shane just buys it.
He doesn’t know if he would actually have the courage to wear a lot of these outfits out in public, but just owning them seems fun.
By the time they are finished, he leaves with five big shopping bags.
New clothes, new cologne, new jewellery, new shoes, and after a long visit to the sex toy shop, he also leaves with two new brands of lube Amir swears by, a silk blindfold, and a new (huge) dildo.
They were standing in the sex store, everyone joking around, picking up things chaotically.
Amir fully emerged, Charlie half embarrassed, half thrilled, trying to stop Amir from escalating things, and Julian quieter, but once in a while adding commentary that takes over the conversation.
Shane was looking at the dildo, which was purple and bigger than the one he had owned for a while, when Amir saw him, and they all walked towards him.
“You’re thinking about that way too seriously. If you want it, get it!”
“Let him think if he needs to,” Charlie says.
Shane isn’t really thinking about it, he knows he wants it, but is feeling a bit shy.
“He’s not thinking about it, I would say he looks pretty decided,” Julian adds.
Shane doesn’t deny it.

####


They head over to Cabaret Mado, which sometimes hosts drag shows during the day, but today they unfortunately don’t have entertainment besides some live music.

They get there and sit down, and the drinks start rolling through.
Shane probably shouldn’t drink, he has a game tomorrow. But even if a little hungover, Shane believes in his abilities to skate as well as he always does.
Drinks keep arriving, glasses swapping hands, stories tripping over each other before anyone can finish them, laughter breaking out in bursts that don’t really belong to anyone.
“So, who has the best kisser been? Or your favourite sexual experience. Tell as us all the details. You don’t need to give names, just rankings,” Amir says, his hand on Shane’s shoulder.
“Well, I have had a foursome,” Shane says earnestly. “And a few threesomes.” He continues looking down, “I have a guy who likes controlling a butt plug for me, while other guys fuck me. Oh, and I have this one guy who fucked me up against a wall after I had the butt plug in, and I thought I saw God, even though I am not religious at all, and I almost told him I was in love with him on the spot before realizing it was just his dick.”
Shane says it fast, thinking this was normal gossip after listening to them talk all day, but when he finally looks up, he sees their jaws all open, even Julian’s, and pure amusement running all over their faces. 
“Shane, no offence, but you are a freak,” Charlie says, laughing.
“Oh my god,” Amir adds in, Shane not being able to read their expression. “How are you doing that? Having sex so many days in a row. Doesn’t your ass go raw?” Amir doesn’t say it with judgment.
They seem like they honestly want to know.
Then they continue, “How do you play hockey if you’re getting so much dick before and after?” 
He glances over at Julian briefly, then looks away quickly, shy.
“Isn’t that normal?” Shane asks, feeling confused.
“Having as much sex as you’re describing, as a bottom, while playing hockey at the highest level, and playing the way you do, I would say is very not normal,” Amir says before adding, “Well, I guess we can say that we have been out gayed by this baby gay.” 
Charlie thinks about it for a second before saying, “Shane is very dedicated, and one of the hardest working athletes. He overexcels. I honestly think this is very on brand.” 
They all just laugh and continue to gossip.
Amir goes into great detail about multiple of their sexual experiences.
Charlie says he has been seeing the guy he had a date with the night at the club for a few weeks now, and he is very good in bed. 
Shane doesn’t talk much, he listens.
Most of the conversation going a lot like, “this is exactly like that time in New York-” cut off by “we are not doing that again-” cut off by “wait no tell him about-” cut off by “oh my god, you can’t tell him th-” cut off by “oh my god. Just say it-” Arms draped over shoulders, slapping each other’s legs as they talk and laugh, pulling each other around, talking face to face with each other with no sense of personal space.
Shane smiles and laughs and adds things in when he can think of something fast enough before getting interrupted again. 
The constant talking over each other would usually overwhelm him, but here it folds around him instead, something he can sit inside without needing to keep up. It feels lived in, and the longer he sits in it, the less it feels like something he’s stepping into. 
They have all been snapping photos throughout the day.
At one point, Charlie asks him, “But honestly, how has it been since coming out, in such a public way?” All their eyes are on him now.
“I don’t mean all the sex that has opened up, just in general, how are you mentally?”
They all go silent, for the first time really, waiting to hear what Shane has to say. 
“It has been really good in most ways, shocking almost about how well everyone has adjusted and how much people don’t seem to care.. Besides, obviously, you know.. the really hateful people who still exist.” They all nod along, really knowing and understanding.
“It is weird being perceived so much. I spent so much of my life hiding from people’s perception.” He continues.
“I guess I have been feeling a bit overwhelmed, trying to connect with everyone I sleep with, and be present all the time. I don’t know what I am doing half the time. I am probably being messier than I should be. I am trying not to hurt anyone.” 
“You just came out at 23 years old, living out your sexual identity for the first time in your life unapologetically. Be fucking messy. Break a few hearts. Don’t be perfect. Try out new sex, and new people, and new experiences like you are trying on different clothes, or.. like you’re trying out new plays,” Charlie says in all seriousness. 
Then Julian speaks up, “I think any guy would be lucky to have their heart broken by you.” He bites his lip as he is saying it, and Shane’s eyes linger on him for a second too long before Amir jumps out and grabs Shane’s arm like a lightbulb goes off over their head. “We need to go back to the hotel to change for the club. I am going to give you your first gay makeover.”

####


They go back to their hotel.
Shane is surprised to see they have a huge suite with two bathrooms and a living room.
The chaos ensues right away.
They all take a turn showering quickly, before they start getting dressed.
Julian is dressed pretty quickly, just sitting in a chair on his phone, laughing and watching everything unfold.
Amir and Charlie both pick out their outfits, and then they start to fuss over Shane.
Amir sits on Shane’s lap, facing him as they start putting makeup on him.
It doesn’t feel sexual at all.
It feels like Amir wants to get as close as they can to Shane’s face to “work their magic,” which were the specific words Amir used.
“Just trust us,” Charlie says, and Shane nods.
They are humming under their breath as Shane feels hands on his eyes, lips, and cheeks, and then from behind, Charlie starts working on his hair.
After about thirty minutes of fussing over him, Amir gets off and starts rummaging through Shane’s bags from today to pick out an outfit.
They grab a few things before going to their own suitcase and pulling out a gold chain that is almost harness-like, similar to the one they saw in the window before.
It starts as a collar, with an O-ring detail that would sit in the centre of his chest, and then a harness that goes around his body.
They end up choosing a mesh, see-through black button-down, a pair of black pants that are so tight on Shane’s ass they almost seem painted on, and some rings.
When Shane finally looks at himself in the mirror, he looks hot.
Not like his usual self, but looking in the mirror, even though this version is very different from Shane Hollander the hockey player, it speaks to something he has been feeling, something he hasn’t quite fully figured out yet.

His hair is pushed back differently, tousled and a bit wavy, messy in a styled way, with a few pieces of bangs sitting on his forehead.
He has eyeliner smudged along his water line, and glitter on his cheeks, the way Charlie did the first day they met.
There’s a bit of gloss on his lips, but not enough for it to be noticeable.
He looks at himself again, slower this time, and doesn’t look away.
“I told you to trust us,” Charlie says, smiling.
“You look good,” Julian says simply, and Shane blushes.
He takes a few mirror pictures and sends them to Mateo.
Mateo: Holy fuck, mi rey, you look unbelievable 🥵
They end up taking way too many photos in the hotel room.
Some altogether, some of Shane and Charlie, some of Charlie and Amir, Charlie, Amir, and Julian, some of Amir and Shane, then a few of Julian and Shane.
Arms around each other, kisses on cheeks, laughter in the photos, nothing staged, just living in the moment in a way Shane feels is different than anything he has experienced before.

####


They get to the club, and Amir instantly drags them all onto the dance floor.
Julian leaves almost immediately, stating, “I’ll get us all drinks,” before walking away.
Charlie and Amir are dancing on each other, bodies pressed close, laughing into each other’s shoulders, hands everywhere, like there’s nothing else they need to be doing.
They bring Shane into the middle of them, dancing around him as they all laugh.
Shane wonders what it is like being high on drugs, he thinks what he is feeling in the moment must be it.
People are starting to notice Shane, but no one is being weird.
Some just ask to take photos with him or if they can dance with him, and he takes the photos and he dances.
He feels loose in his body, something opening up through him, the kind of ease that lets him forget himself for a second before it clicks that this is him.
Julian comes back over with drinks, and they all dance together.

Eventually Charlie whispers in Shane’s ear, “we’ll be right back, going to the bathroom,” and grabs Amir’s hand to drag them with.
Leaving Shane and Julian alone on the dance floor.
Shane pulls him in without thinking, grinding on him in a way Shane isn’t sure he knows how to do.
Eventually Julian’s hands graze Shane’s chin, and he pulls him in for a kiss.
They make out on the dance floor for a while, continuing to dance.
Amir and Charlie come back, and Amir laughs, “Okay, noted,” before they break apart, and then they’re all back in it, bodies close again, pulled into the same rhythm like nothing ever paused.
Amir takes terrible photos on purpose, blurry ones that are out of focus.
Charlie takes ones that are actually good.
Julian is barely in them, but the few he is in, he somehow looks the best.
They are there for hours, Shane doesn’t drink much, he doesn’t feel the need to.
He feels drunk on it, the whole day still in him all at once, not wearing off.
He and Julian keep kissing throughout the night, finding each other again and again, but nothing pushes past that.
By the time Shane calls the cab to pick him up, he feels desperately sad to leave his new friends.
“I’m in Vancouver again in early March,” Shane says, and they all promise to hang out then.
Shane is added to a new group chat with the three of them.
He gets home, showers, and gets into bed, looking through all the photos they sent to him from the night.
He picks five photos, one mirror selfie, one photo with him and Charlie, one group photo, and two of them at the club that are blurry, and posts them on his Instagram with the caption, “A few months ago, I didn’t know days like this could exist for me. It felt really good. Thank you to three of my new favourite people for showing me a version of Montreal I never explored.”
He presses post.

Texts Mateo,
Shane: I’m home now, goodnight baby.
and falls asleep.

####


November 29th
THE HOLLANDER EFFECT CONTINUES: 
FROM DETROIT TO A FULL-DAY MONTREAL TAKEOVER
Detroit wasn’t the peak. It was just the beginning.
If you thought Detroit was the peak of whatever is currently happening around Shane Hollander, think again.
Several days after his now-infamous weekend, the Metros captain was spotted out in Montreal spending the day with a group of queer friends visiting from Vancouver, and the internet is, once again, losing its mind.
What appears to have started as a low-key brunch sighting quickly turned into a full-day sequence of appearances across Le Plateau and Le Village, with fans tracking Hollander from boutique storefronts to an afternoon stop at Cabaret Mado, and finally to a late-night appearance at Complexe Sky.
Online speculation has already identified one of the people in the group as Charlie Davis, with whom Hollander was seen last month in a Vancouver nightclub on Davie Street when the Metros were in town following a game.
TMZ has received multiple tips and messages from individuals claiming to have crossed paths with Hollander and the group throughout the day, with sightings reported across several locations in both Le Plateau and Le Village, suggesting this was not an isolated appearance but a continuous presence across the city.
Unconfirmed reports that the group was seen entering an adult boutique in Le Plateau earlier in the afternoon have only added to the volume of speculation surrounding the day’s events.
Photos and videos posted late last night show Hollander in an entirely new light, trading in his usual off-ice look for something far less subtle.
Tight black pants, layered chains, a sheer button-down, and what appears to be eyeliner and glitter have fans and players alike asking the same question: What is going on with Shane Hollander?
Eyewitnesses describe the day as “chaotic,” “joyful,” and “non-stop,” with one person who crossed paths with the group multiple times saying, "They were everywhere. Shopping, laughing, trying things on, just.. living. Every time I saw them, they looked like they were having more fun than the last time."
By the time Hollander arrived at Complexe Sky later that night, the energy had only escalated.
“He wasn’t performing,” one clubgoer said. “He was just there. Laughing, dancing, letting people come up to him, taking photos, kissing people on the floor like it was nothing.”
And yes, there was kissing.
While no names have been officially confirmed, multiple videos circulating online show Hollander on the dance floor with a man fans have already dubbed “The One-Day Boyfriend,” who was reportedly seen with him throughout the day, from brunch to boutique shopping to late-night drinks.
Clips show the two together across multiple locations, culminating in several videos from Complexe Sky where the pair can be seen dancing before eventually kissing on the crowded floor.
Additional tips received by TMZ suggest the individual in question may have been part of the group for the entirety of the day, though the nature of the connection remains unclear.
As of now, neither Hollander nor anyone involved has publicly addressed the sightings.
Naturally, the internet has already begun asking the question: is this just another entry in Hollander’s increasingly extensive roster, or are we looking at something more.. consistent? And if so, what does Mateo Alvarez have to say about this?
The footage has sparked yet another wave of speculation about just how many players and non-players are currently caught in what fans are now calling The Hollander Effect.
Teammates have yet to comment, though one anonymous source close to the Metros simply said, “We’ve stopped asking questions.”
At this point, the only thing that seems certain is this: wherever Shane Hollander goes, good-looking men follow.


####



@HockeyChaos
THE EYELINER????? THE GLITTER??????? WHAT IS HAPPENING IN MONTREAL
❤️ 182.4K 🔁 51.2K 💬 23.6K

↳ @MetroManiac514
THIS IS NOT A DRILL
❤️ 121.7K 🔁 29.8K 💬 11.4K

↳ @PuckBunny93
WHY DOES HE LOOK THAT FUCKING GOOD
❤️ 149.3K 🔁 41.6K 💬 17.2K

↳ @unwell4shane
HE LOOKS LIKE HE IS FLIRTING WITH ME THROUGH MY SCREEN. THE ANSWER IS YES
❤️ 182.7K 🔁 52.9K 💬 21.3K



@Shaneo
he said gay rights and then did this
❤️ 156.8K 🔁 42.9K 💬 18.7K

↳ @HockeyChaos
THIS IS WHAT GAY RIGHTS LOOK LIKE
❤️ 118.4K 🔁 30.2K 💬 12.6K

↳ @bi_disaster
he said gay rights and then made it everyone’s problem
❤️ 139.7K 🔁 38.6K 💬 16.4K

@MetroStan19
this is not a captain this is a phenomenon
❤️ 133.2K 🔁 36.7K 💬 14.9K

↳ @HollanderNation
we are witnessing something historical
❤️ 101.5K 🔁 25.8K 💬 10.3K

@queerontheice
this man went from “i’m gay” to “i am the moment” in under two months
❤️ 211.6K 🔁 61.3K 💬 22.4K

↳ @GaySportsWatch
this is what happens when someone actually gets to exist publicly and safely
❤️ 132.7K 🔁 34.9K 💬 13.8K

↳ @bi_disaster
no literally he speedran self-actualization
❤️ 119.4K 🔁 30.1K 💬 12.2K

@gayandconfused
no because why is he at a random Montreal club dressed like that and looking like THAT
❤️ 174.3K 🔁 48.6K 💬 20.1K

↳ @PuckBunny93
WHY DOES HE LOOK BETTER IN EVERY NEW VIDEO/PHOTO
❤️ 132.8K 🔁 33.7K 💬 14.6K

↳ @unwell4shane
he’s getting stronger
❤️ 121.9K 🔁 31.2K 💬 13.3K

@unwell4shane
he kissed someone again. i need names. i need a spreadsheet.
❤️ 221.9K 🔁 68.4K 💬 31.7K

↳ @HockeyDetective
working on it
❤️ 189.6K 🔁 54.2K 💬 26.3K

↳ @Shaneo
WE ARE GOING TO NEED CATEGORIES
❤️ 162.3K 🔁 43.1K 💬 18.9K

@bi_disaster
the real question is how many men are currently in love with Shane Hollander
❤️ 198.7K 🔁 57.6K 💬 24.8K

↳ @HollanderNation
conservative estimate: too many
❤️ 149.2K 🔁 38.4K 💬 16.3K

↳ @GaySportsWatch
this is becoming a public health concern
❤️ 132.6K 🔁 34.1K 💬 13.9K

↳ @BiHockeyGuy
speaking for the bisexual community this is a crisis
❤️ 158.4K 🔁 42.7K 💬 17.3K

@MetroManiac514
THE PANTS????
❤️ 301.2K 🔁 91.4K 💬 44.7K

↳ @PuckBunny93
I AM LOOKING RESPECTFULLY AND ALSO NOT RESPECTFULLY
❤️ 348.6K 🔁 108.3K 💬 51.2K

↳ @bi_disaster
THE ASS???????
❤️ 372.4K 🔁 116.7K 💬 55.8K

↳ @HollanderNation
HE CANNOT KEEP DOING THIS TO US
❤️ 173.8K 🔁 48.2K 💬 19.6K

↳ @unwell4shane
I WOULD RISK EVERYTHING FOR THAT ASS
❤️ 401.9K 🔁 129.4K 💬 61.7K

liked by @MateoAlvarez19 ✓
liked by @JJBoiziau ✓

↳ @Shaneo
MATEO????????
❤️ 433.1K 🔁 129.7K 💬 59.8K

↳ @JJane
JJ????????
❤️ 389.4K 🔁 118.2K 💬 52.7K

@MetroManiac514
HE IS WEARING A COLLAR
❤️ 328.4K 🔁 101.2K 💬 47.9K

↳ @PuckBunny93
AND CHAINS DOWN HIS CHEST????
❤️ 361.7K 🔁 112.6K 💬 52.3K

↳ @bi_disaster
HE DID THAT ON PURPOSE
❤️ 389.2K 🔁 121.4K 💬 56.8K

↳ @unwell4shane
I AM NOT SURVIVING THIS LOOK
❤️ 421.6K 🔁 134.9K 💬 61.7K

liked by @MateoAlvarez19 ✓

↳ @Shaneo
MATEO???????? AGAIN????
❤️ 452.3K 🔁 139.8K 💬 64.2K

@HockeyChaos
THE COLLAR WITH THE CHAINS IS INSANE
❤️ 301.9K 🔁 94.6K 💬 43.7K

↳ @PuckBunny93
HE DID NOT HAVE TO DO ALL THAT
❤️ 337.4K 🔁 103.1K 💬 48.9K

↳ @bi_disaster
NO HE ABSOLUTELY DID
❤️ 356.8K 🔁 109.7K 💬 51.6K

↳ @unwell4shane
THIS IS TARGETED
❤️ 372.5K 🔁 114.2K 💬 53.8K

@PuckBunny93
he is genuinely one of the most beautiful men I have ever seen in my life
❤️ 412.6K 🔁 129.8K 💬 63.4K

liked by @IlyaRozanov ✓

↳ @HollanovArchive
HE LIKED IT
❤️ 501.3K 🔁 162.4K 💬 79.6K

↳ @MetroManiac514
SCREENSHOT TAKEN
❤️ 442.8K 🔁 138.7K 💬 66.1K

↳ @HockeyDetective
LIKE REMOVED
❤️ 478.9K 🔁 149.2K 💬 71.8K

↳ @Shaneo
OH HE’S SICK
❤️ 389.2K 🔁 121.6K 💬 55.3K

@HockeyChaos
THE WAY HE PULLED HIM IN???
❤️ 267.3K 🔁 78.4K 💬 36.2K

↳ @PuckBunny93
THAT WAS CONFIDENT
❤️ 301.9K 🔁 89.7K 💬 41.6K

↳ @unwell4shane
HE KNEW WHAT HE WAS DOING
❤️ 289.4K 🔁 84.2K 💬 39.8K

@HockeyDetective
The man he kissed has been identified
Julian Moreau
private account
was with him ALL DAY
❤️ 241.3K 🔁 71.8K 💬 34.6K

↳ @unwell4shane
THE ONE DAY BOYFRIEND HAS A NAME
❤️ 198.4K 🔁 56.2K 💬 26.1K

↳ @PuckBunny93
PRIVATE ACCOUNT IS CRAZY
❤️ 176.9K 🔁 49.3K 💬 22.7K

@CharlieDavis
Told you Montreal would be a problem @AmirL @JulianM
❤️ 173.5K 🔁 46.9K 💬 19.2K

↳ @MetroManiac514
YOU KNEW, AND YOU SAID NOTHING
❤️ 141.7K 🔁 35.8K 💬 14.6K

↳ @unwell4shane
THIS IS YOUR FAULT, THANK YOU
❤️ 244.8K 🔁 72.3K 💬 33.7K

@HollanderUpdates
CHARLIE DAVIS JUST POSTED PHOTOS FROM TODAY
SHANE IS TAGGED
JULIAN IS TAGGED
AMIR IS TAGGED
❤️ 173.6K 🔁 48.2K 💬 19.7K

↳ @HockeyChaos
OH MY GOD HE TAGGED JULIAN
❤️ 132.4K 🔁 34.9K 💬 14.8K

↳ @MetroManiac514
THE ACCOUNT IS PRIVATE
❤️ 118.2K 🔁 29.1K 💬 12.2K

@JJBoiziau ✓
I leave him alone for one day
❤️ 600.2K 🔁 221.4K 💬 90.8K

↳ @ShayJ
ONE DAY
❤️ 211.6K 🔁 60.3K 💬 26.9K

↳ @JJane
GO GET YOUR MANS BACK
❤️ 300.1K 🔁 60.3K 💬 26.9K

liked by @JJBoiziau ✓

↳ @JJane
SHANE IS J.J.’S MAN CONFIRMED??????
❤️ 400.1K 🔁 89.3K 💬 35.9K

@HaydenPike35 ✓
We are not discussing the outfit. Wow.
❤️ 342.7K 🔁 105.2K 💬 48.1K
↳ @ShaydenIsReal
DISCUSS IT!!
❤️ 287.9K 🔁 86.4K 💬 39.7K

The internet is absolutely losing its mind.
Shane Hollander is fast asleep.

####
Home vs Buffalo Blades
Montreal 4 – Buffalo 2
24–0

####

Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)
Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously invested, here to stay)
Carter Vaughn: New York (new recruit)
Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)
J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience, still worshipping)
Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)
Troy Barrett: Toronto (handled with care, confusing outcome)
Julian Moreau: Vancouver (one-day boyfriend, would try again)
(A certain Boston captain has been temporarily removed from the roster and is under review)

####
Shane's shirt and harness(but in gold) reference photos:
[image: Shane outfit reference 1]
[image: Shane outfit reference 2]
 

 

 

 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    hi hi hi hello,

Before anyone asks: No, Troy and Shane do not immediately fuck.
Yes, Shane wants to.
Yes, Troy wants to.
No, that is not what this is.

To me, Shane showing empathy and almost taking Troy under his wing felt more important in this moment, without completely closing the door to a sexual connection in the future.

This is unfortunately a “have feelings and make choices” chapter instead of a “make terrible decisions and deal with it later” chapter.
Growth. Disgusting, I know.

I thought it was beautiful to show Troy being able to finally open up and feel a weight being lifted off his shoulder, and Shane understanding him in a way that makes him want to help.

I love them, though. I am rotating them naked in my mind and making potential plans for the future.

One more very important note: Shane is a cuddle whore. The biggest one in the world. He loves his cuddles. He doesn’t care which big man is wrapped in his arms. He just wants to snuggle.

Also, just a reminder, this is a slightly OOC version of everyone.

I chose the title because even though Kent was saying it as an insult, I think it is true to Shane’s character and we see it a lot in this chapter, him trying to be accommodating to everyone in the best way he knows how.

Also, quick reset on expectations:

This fic is mostly anchored in Shane.
Ilya POVs happen when they serve the story, not for every major moment.
There was never going to be an Ilya POV after the FaceTime.
This story is not structured to centre Ilya in every chapter.

Nothing is being skipped.
Not everything is shown immediately.

When it comes to Ilya:
We are.. only two months in.
If you survived nine years of miscommunication and emotional constipation in canon, I need you to give me a little room here to write my story.

I don’t hate Ilya.
We are two months into the story, and the pacing is intentional.
Shane and Ilya are not growing at the same speed on purpose.

This part of their story is messy on purpose.
Shane and Ilya are not on the same page; they are not communicating properly.
Ilya’s instincts tell him to avoid and push away, and Shane takes words and actions at face value (he is an autistic king, ok).

It will get worse before it gets better.
Trust the process, my loves!!

And most importantly, this is Shane’s story.

He’s not orbiting Ilya right now. He’s building a life that doesn’t revolve around him, and that includes connection, community, and figuring himself out outside of that dynamic.

This doesn’t mean that Ilya is just sitting at home, miserable in the background. He has a team he loves, he is a captain, and he has friends he loves.

Shane and Ilya are fully formed human beings whose existence doesn’t just stop when they aren’t with each other.
They can have internal thoughts and feelings about one another without being miserable.

IMAGINE ILYA 80% HAPPY WHEN HE ISN’T ON THE PAGE.
You don’t need to constantly feel bad for him.

This chapter especially leans into queer joy, friendship, and Shane getting to exist in spaces that actually give something back to him.

Writing Charlie, Amir, and Julian was a blessing.
It was so much fun.
They each brought something to Shane’s world.
Shane being able to express himself in a new way with new friends and a new look is chef’s kiss to me.

Each day, Shane Hollander learns new parts of himself, and it is fucking tasty.

This might be my new favourite chapter.

The next chapter is a game against New York, more team chaos, a teammate and Shane having an important conversation, and a fav religious hookup coming back for another round of one-on-one.

Anyways, I love you all!!!!! Thank you for the kudos, all the comments that make me laugh out loud, and everyone sharing my fic around!!!!

I hope you enjoyed this one as much as I did 💋


  


      

  












      Chapter 18: I’m afflicted with the Hollander disease
  



    Chapter Notes

      Hi guys, new firm boundaries here.
If you don’t like this fic, don’t read it.

You don’t need to push yourself through over 100k words to tell me you didn’t like it.
You also don’t need to go onto other social media and complain about how much you didn’t like it or how OOC it is when that has been clearly tagged and stated from the beginning.

I am a fan. I am in fandom spaces, including Twitter, Reddit, Threads, and TikTok. I see it. It affects me. It makes me not want to continue writing this fic.
“I liked this, but the latest chapters are so boring. It is the same thing over and over,” comments like this one on Reddit posts about this fic. And this one is mild compared to some of the things I have seen.
I don’t think people always realize that fic writers see those things. But we do. And it sticks.

I am done defending my decisions in the author’s notes. If you want happy Shane and Ilya or instant gratification, there are so many incredible fics that do that. This is a long-form fic, and it is my canon divergent universe. This story is Shane-centric. It is slightly OOC. It follows his exploration. I am not going to keep re-explaining that.

I have had this fic mapped out from the beginning. I know where it is going. When I add things or make changes, it is because it feels right for me. I am not writing chapter by chapter based on outside opinions.

I am also not going to defend the “gets worse before it gets better” dynamic I’ve already mentioned, or remind people that this story has only covered about two months so far. Stories take time to unfold.

When I am writing this fic, I am basing it on Ilya and Shane’s characters, but that does NOT mean this is the same Ilya and Shane you love from the books and show. This is an AU. Please don’t use canon Shane and Ilya as the metric for how they should behave in this fic.

Before I started writing fics in January, I hadn’t written anything in almost ten years. This fandom, and these characters, gave that back to me.
I’ve already stopped writing my other fic because it became too much. It was clearly tagged as poly, and people were still tearing into it and the OMC constantly. When people say things like that, when I have put so much of my own personal free time and love into these stories, it doesn’t just roll off. It affects me.

Fic authors are doing this because they are passionate. We do not owe faster chapters. We should not have to defend ourselves against accusations about our writing or our characterization. And we do not deserve to have people be hateful in other spaces just because they think we won’t see it. We are all part of the same fandom. We are not celebrities with millions of followers. We see.

This message is not for most of you. Most of you have been amazing. 95% of the comments I receive are kind, thoughtful, and genuinely incredible. I love hearing how this fic affects people, how you see the inner thoughts and worlds of Shane and the rest of the characters, as long as it’s in good faith. I read every single one, and I am so grateful for you.

I am going to say something simple. If you don’t have anything nice to say, don’t say it. Not in my comment section. Not in spaces where fic writers can see it. Take it somewhere else because this matters to me. I am trying.

If you love this fic, I love you. If you don’t, that is okay. Just keep it to yourself. Don’t be mean.

This space is for people who want to be here.

For everyone who is here to enjoy the chaos, the angst, the sluttiness, the campiness, the slightly OOC nature of it all and Shane Hollander’s ongoing sexual exploration.. you’re in the right place.

Stay hydrated. Charge your toys. Grab the tissues.
I love you.

Anyway, content warning: Carter Vaughn and his thick cock


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously invested, here to stay)

Carter Vaughn: New York (new recruit)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience, still worshipping)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)

Troy Barrett: Toronto (handled with care, confusing outcome)

Julian Moreau: Vancouver (one-day boyfriend, would try again)

(A certain Boston captain has been temporarily removed from the roster and is under review)

See end for updates
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TSN.CA

At 24–0, the Montreal Metros Are Running Out of Comparisons

By Brad Delaney, TSN Hockey
The Montreal Metros have done something no team in the modern era has even come close to accomplishing.

Through the first two months of the season, they have not lost a single game.

With a 24–0 record heading into December, the Metros are operating at a pace that places them firmly in historic conversation, not just within the franchise, but across the league.

To put this into perspective, the longest undefeated runs to begin a season in modern NHL history hover around ten or eleven games without a loss. Montreal has doubled that.

We’re not comparing them to great teams anymore. We’re comparing them to history.



This is not dominance built on a single strength.

Montreal has found ways to win in every situation, from high-scoring matchups to tight, defensive games, showing a level of adaptability more often associated with deep playoff runs than the opening stretch of a season.

On some nights, it’s speed. On others, structure. When games open up, they can match it. When they close down, they’re comfortable there too, never looking out of place in either version of the game.

There is no single identity to solve for.

And that may be what makes them so difficult to beat.



At the centre of it all is captain and star centre Shane Hollander, whose impact extends far beyond the scoresheet.

Hollander continues to dictate the pace of play, anchoring a system that has proven both aggressive and controlled, depending on what each game demands. He is not just producing, he is influencing how the game unfolds around him, shaping the tempo other teams are forced to follow.

“If you watch closely, it’s not just what he does,” James Duthie said. “It’s how everyone else plays when he’s on the ice.”



If Hollander’s preseason interview with James Duthie is any indication, it may offer some insight into what is happening behind the scenes.

At the time, Hollander spoke about coming out and finally living authentically, describing a shift in himself and in the way he moved through the room with the people around him. He pointed to a locker room that felt more open, more trusting, more willing to exist without the usual barriers.

It is not something that shows up on a stat sheet.

But it may be showing up everywhere else.

Whatever has unlocked for this group, it is translating directly onto the ice.



And yet, as remarkable as this run has been, history also tells us something else.

Streaks like this do not last forever.

At some point, the Metros will lose a game.

The question now is not if that moment is coming, but when, and what happens to this team when it does.

Because right now, Montreal is not just winning.

They are building something that feels, for the moment, untouchable.

And the longer it lasts, the more the rest of the league is left waiting for the first crack to appear.





####





December 2 2014

Montreal 

Shane POV



From after his game on the 29th until today, Shane did something he hasn’t done in a while.

Almost absolutely nothing.
He turned off his phone for two days and lived in his own world.

His own world consisted of catching up on the other team’s game highlights from the last month, watching one after the other until he absorbed every team’s highlights, letting them play straight through without pausing, not fully paying attention, just enough.
Watching way more wrestling than is necessary, full matches playing through without him needing to pause or rewind anything, the noise filling the room while he barely tracks the storylines.

Going for runs and working out in his home gym, finishing one set and starting another before he can think too much about stopping.

Having lots of bubble baths, and staying in long enough that the water cooled and his skin pruned before he got out.

Ordering meal deliveries from a dietitian he found online, where all he needed to do was put things into the oven, and they would be ready, everything portioned out so he didn’t have to decide anything.

And manifesting every day, really sitting with each one before speaking it out loud.



He thinks about trying out his new dildo. He hasn’t had sex since the 22nd, when he had the foursome, but he decides against it. His body feels like it needs a break, even if he doesn’t want to fully admit that to himself.
Shane goes those few days without masturbating or any sexual attention to himself. He thinks about it a few times, and then just doesn’t. By the end of it, he notices he is okay without it right now.



He slept a lot, waking up and going back to sleep without checking what time it was.

He barely interacted with anyone, and there’s a quiet kind of relief in that he doesn’t question.

He worked out different hockey plays to try in his head, different ideas to bring to practice or try out himself on the ice, running them over and over until they feel usable.

He had hockey practice yesterday, but came back home as soon as it was done, leaving as soon as he could instead of staying around for the locker room banter. The team seemed to understand.



He did turn his phone on every night just for an hour or two to call Elijah and FaceTime Mateo.

He has also been checking in with Troy, but besides that, he has ignored text messages.

On the 29th, he sent texts to everyone who may have wanted to talk to him and simply stated,

“I am taking some me time, my phone will be off, I will talk to you in a few days,” and then left it at that without following up or explaining it any further.


####





Last night on FaceTime with Mateo, Shane asked him, “Do you think we are still just friends with benefits?”

Mateo paused for a second before replying, “No, I do not.”

“What do you think we are then?” Shane asked, the question coming out before he could refine it into something more specific.

“I think we both really like each other, and things are flowing and progressing beautifully,” Mateo says, and the answer doesn’t quite give Shane what he is looking for.

“I am not sure what that means,” Shane says. “I guess I am looking for something more literal.”
“I mean, I guess I consider you my boyfriend, kind of?” Mateo says, searching for the wording as he goes. “But I feel like if we start putting labels on what this is, it will complicate it. Not for me, really. I know what I feel, and I could be wrong, but I think, yeah, for you, it might complicate your journey.” Mateo sighs, the sound soft through the speaker. “Am I making any sense?”

“Yes,” Shane says, and it does, even if he can’t quite line it up into something clean in his own head. “I guess I kind of think of you that way, too, or someone I could see becoming my boyfriend. But it doesn’t fit in the typical sense of monogamy. I just know that what we are doing right now is working.”

Shane smiles slightly. “Like talking every day, our time together, the exploration sexually with you and me, or me and others, or you and I and others. I like it. I like it a lot.”
“I like it a lot too. And I like you,” Mateo says.

“I really, really like you too." Shane thinks for a moment, then asks, "So you’re okay with where we are at right now?”

“Yes, I am more than okay. We can just check in once in a while and make sure we are still on the same page?” Mateo says.

“Yes, I think that is a good idea. And Mateo?”

“Sí, mi rey.”

“You are obviously allowed to still talk to other people or sleep with whoever you want.”

“I know, but I feel like, currently, I get enough from our sex life, and even more from us. But yes, if that changes, would you want me to tell you? Like if I was to sleep with someone else?”
Shane thinks about it and replies, “I am honestly not sure.”

It is weird because he tells Mateo everything about his sex and dating life, and when he is there, sharing Mateo, he doesn’t feel any jealousy.

He honestly feels more connected to Mateo because of their openness.

But there is still a part of him that knows he would not like hearing about Mateo with someone else outside of their dynamic. He knows it is hypocritical, and he can’t quite figure out why that feels different.

“Okay, well, don’t worry about it right now. I am very happy with what we have set up,” Mateo says.

“Me too, baby,” Shane adds.
They talk until they both fall asleep. Shane wakes up with a dead phone.



####



Dec 02, 2014

Home vs New York Admirals

Montreal 5 – New York 2

25–0



####



December 2 2014

Montreal

Shane POV



Shane gets home from his game against the Admirals and showers again, waiting for Carter to come over.

They have been texting a decent amount since they hooked up, and he is looking forward to seeing him.



He briefly had conversations with Hunter and Bennett about meeting up all together after the game, but decided against it because paparazzi have been on him more since the last TMZ article dropped.

The Metros will be back in New York in early February, and Shane is supposed to meet Kip then.



Shane had heard from a lot of people that Carter had been bragging about them hooking up, which Carter did tell Shane.

He has been calling it his Shane awakening, apparently.



He finds it endearing because of how sweet, nervous, and overzealous Carter actually was when they did hook up that one time.

Shane wonders if they will actually do more this time, but if not, he is ready for another good dry hump with Carter Vaughn.





####





Shane hears a knock on his door about an hour later, and he opens it to see Carter, backwards cap and all, in the middle of December, at his front door.
Carter walks into his apartment, and Shane can feel his eyes flick over him, taking him all in. He can see the way his breath catches just slightly. Shane closes the door, and as soon as he turns around, Carter’s lips are on him.

He grabs Shane by the shirt, pushing him back into the door with momentum, his thigh nudging between Shane’s legs briefly, sliding his tongue in almost right away.
One of Carter’s hands stays fisted in Shane’s shirt while the other moves fast, first into Shane’s hair, then around his neck, then his waist, before landing on his ass. Shane runs his hands through Carter’s curls, playing with one between his fingers, and Carter’s grip tightens on Shane’s ass as soon as he does that.

Shane forgot how eager and messy his kisses were. They are delicious.
Carter pulls himself off for a moment, looking Shane in the eyes, holding the contact, his breath uneven, and his hand no longer holding Shane by his shirt, his thumb now absentmindedly brushing against Shane’s stomach lightly.



“God, Hollander, I have been thinking about you nonstop this week. Counting the days until I could kiss you again.” His voice is lower than usual when he says it. “I tried not to think about this. Did not work.” His eyes rake over Shane, and he looks like he wants to devour him. “You are somehow an even bigger stunner than the last time I saw you.”

“Vaughnny, you are something else,” Shane says, pulling him back into a kiss.
Carter pulls back again, looking at Shane seriously before saying, “No, but seriously, you’re such a fucking rocket man, you’re in a different league. Certified beauty.” He lets out a small laugh as his head shakes quickly, almost in disbelief.

“You don’t need to keep complimenting me, Vaughnny, I am already going to let you do whatever you want to me,” Shane says with a smile.

Carter lets out a pleased, shaky noise at that. “Fuck,” he says, rubbing at his cock through his sweats. His hips brush forward against Shane’s before he presses his forehead onto his.



“Why don’t we go to the couch?” Shane says, grabbing his hand and leading him there. “Yeah- yes, I was waiting for you to ask.” Carter follows him immediately, like a lost puppy that has already decided where it belongs, his grip tightening around Shane’s hand as he lets himself be pulled along, closing the distance instead of letting it stretch even for a second.



Shane can feel it in the way Carter stays close even when there is space to move away, the way his hand keeps finding him again, fingers pressing in like he needs the contact to make sense of what he’s doing. It is less nervous than last time, but still uncertain, like he knows he wants this but can’t fully understand why.



Shane tries to put him at ease again. Carter sits on the couch, and Shane straddles him, mirroring their encounter from last time.

“How are you feeling?” Shane asks.

“Still a little in over my head, my brain is just going all over the place,” Carter admits, blushing a bit. “I’m kind of nervous still.”



Shane realizes he probably shouldn’t have jumped into Carter’s lap right away, so he starts moving to get himself off when Carter pulls him back down into his lap.

“No, don’t leave. Stay in your seat,” Carter says playfully.

“It is a very comfy seat,” Shane says, trying to keep the tension low.



Shane kisses Carter more softly this time, trying to bring him back into the moment.

“What did you want to do tonight, Vaughnny?” Shane says and plants a kiss on his cheek.

“Would you maybe want to go to your room?” he starts before looking a bit panicked and saying, “We can just hang out too, I just-”

“Let’s go to my room,” Shane says, standing up and reaching his hand out to Carter.

“You’re good with that?” he asks, his voice catching in his throat.

“Of course,” Shane says, as Carter stands up and he starts leading him towards his bedroom.





####





Shane isn’t sure what he is supposed to do in this moment. Part of him wants to take the lead like last time and decide what will happen tonight, so Carter doesn’t have to worry about it, thinking it will probably end up being another round of dry humping.

Part of him thinks he should let Carter take the lead, but he doesn’t know if he will be able to handle that without a little guidance.
“Do you want to sit, or lie down?” Shane asks him.

“Maybe you could lie down?” Carter says, and Shane does so instantly.

“Holy shit.” Is all Carter says, his eyes darkening as he climbs on top of Shane.

He kisses Shane again, slowly, one hand resting on his jaw, thumb brushing along Shane’s cheek, “You good?” he murmurs against his mouth. Shane nods before it turns back into the frantic, messy kisses Shane is now becoming used to from him.



“Do you want to take your shirt off?” Shane asks him, and Carter nods and takes it off fast.

“Remember, we go at your pace. If you want to stop at any point, we can stop.”
Carter just pushes back down on top of Shane, kissing him deeper before grabbing him, sitting him up and yanking his shirt off. “Jesus, okay- yeah, that’s not fair.” His hands press against Shane’s stomach for a moment as he looks at his naked chest before he starts kissing down it, and Shane lets out a moan. “Fuck, I still can’t believe this is happening. You’re.. yeah. You look like that and expect me to behave?”
His lips come back to meet Shane’s, and Shane lightly bites his bottom lip. “Can I take your pants off?” Carter says, his hands already at the waistband of Shane’s sweats.

“Please,” Shane says, panting a bit now, his cock achingly hard.

He takes them off Shane fast, and Shane can hear him let out a heavy breath as he takes in the sight of him in only his boxers. “I’ve been thinking about this part specifically.”
“Can I take my pants off?” Carter asks.

“I am dying for you to take your pants off,” Shane says with a cheeky grin, pulling Carter in for a kiss and shoving his tongue in his mouth.

“Holy fuck,” Carter says.
He stands up for a minute, takes off his pants and socks, and Shane can see how hard his cock is through the thin fabric of his boxers and lets out a small sound at the sight.



Carter comes back down onto Shane, his hips start moving, thrusting down, grinding their cocks against each other with nothing but boxers in between.

His grip tightens on Shane’s waist, face buried in Shane’s neck. Shane can hear how fast he is breathing. He’s lost in it, moving without thinking, hips chasing friction like it’s the only thing that matters.
Usually, this wouldn’t do it for Shane. It shouldn’t, not at this point, not with how much he’s done, but somehow, with Carter, it feels hot. It feels like something he never got to experience in his youth, and Shane would be happy to cum just like this again, with nothing but friction.

Shane plants kisses along his cheek, Carter’s breath catching harder against his skin.
They move like this for a while, or mostly Carter moves, his body pressed down onto Shane as he grinds, leaving Shane barely able to move his own hips. Shane feels like he is going to cum soon, and by the noises Carter is making, it seems like he isn’t far behind. Shane is moaning out, whispering praises in Carter’s ear about how incredible this feels when Carter slows his movements, and that makes Shane whine out.
He pulls back just enough to look Shane in the eyes, his hand moving down between them, landing on the lowest part of Shane’s stomach, his thumb brushing the waistband of his boxers this time.
“Fuck Hollander.. I think..” he lets out a nervous laugh, “I wanna touch you. Can I?”

Shane lets out a loud moan now, jerking his hips forward.



Shane instead takes control by flipping Carter over, now on top of him, pinning him down. Carter’s whole body reacts, like something just hit him all at once. “How about I go first?” Shane asks. Carter just nods very fast. “Yes. Fuck yes.”
Shane slowly pulls down his boxers, and Carter’s cock pops out stiff as a rock, very good in length and probably the thickest cock he has ever seen. It is beautiful. Shane wants to wrap his lips around it and see how much he can take. Shane briefly thinks about how he would even be able to fit that inside him. He has taken much bigger dicks lengthwise, but he doesn’t know how his ass could stretch to take Carter. The thought makes his cock twitch, and Carter seems to notice, his body thrusting forward.



He moves to his nightstand, quickly grabbing some lube before coming back and wrapping his hand around it, not even close to being able to wrap around the full girth. His fingers press in anyway, stretching as far as they can before he brings his other hand in to meet it.
Carter lets out a loud moan before his head drops back into the pillow, “Don’t stop- yeah, don’t stop that- fuck- that’s perfect.” One hand grips the sheets while the other grips onto Shane’s wrist, helping him move at the pace he likes. “That’s actually disgusting, Shane,” Carter says under his breath, “don’t stop- yeah- fuck- keep doing that- right there-”
Shane keeps looking at his cock as he strokes it and can’t stop thinking about how much he wants to suck his dick, how far he can push it, how much he can take before it overwhelms him.

Shane moves one of his hands off, grabbing Carter’s wrist, pulling him up until he is sitting. Shane kisses him hungrily, his mouth pressing into Carter’s as his other hand keeps moving.
“You’re so big, Vaughnny, so thick. I want to wrap my lips around you and see how much I can take.”

“No- I mean, yes fuck!” Carter moans out, “Yeah- yeah, I want that. I mean, you don’t have to, fuck, but if you want to.” he says, stuttering over his words.

“Oh, I want to.” Shane laughs, determined, his eyes blurring out a bit from excitement, ready to take on the challenge.

Shane wants to excel at this, the way he wants to excel at everything. He can do this. He is a fast learner.



He sometimes thinks he was born for three things: to play hockey better than anyone, to suck cock exceptionally, and to take dicks in his ass perfectly.



Shane kisses Carter again, sliding his tongue in his mouth aggressively, and when Carter replies with his own tongue, Shane takes the chance to suck on it. He can hear Carter making inaudible noises. He then moves to kissing his neck, then his pecs, then down his chest until he reaches his stomach. Carter is wiggling uncontrollably under him.

He gets to his thighs, and plants kisses all around before wrapping one hand back around his cock and swirling his tongue around the head, dropping some spit down on it and using that to jerk him a bit faster.
“Jesus Christ, Shane,” Carter screams out. Shane pushes the head of it into his mouth and sucks in his cheeks, suctioning over it, then stopping to slowly brush his tongue across the tip again. “You’re- fuck- that feels disgusting, fuck-”

Shane smiles before taking a deep breath, opening his throat and stretching his lips over his cock to meet his hand.

“FUCK,” is all Carter says before his hands fist into Shane’s hair.

Shane adjusts himself for a moment, working his jaw open a little more before he adds a second hand and starts moving his mouth in rhythm as he jerks him off. His eyes are watery, and he looks up at Carter as he chokes on his cock.

“That’s elite- oh my god, Hollander, you’re playing at a different level.” His body is radiating so hot that Shane can feel the heat coming off him in his mouth. “You look so hot,” he mutters before he quickly pushes Shane off him, “wait, wait, hold on- let me try, I wanna try-” He grabs him suddenly, and flips him around with urgency.


####





Shane lands on his back, one shoulder hitting first before the rest of him follows, the movement a little off but not enough to slow either of them down. “Shit I’m sorry, my brain is on overdrive right now,” Carter says, a little nervously, before continuing softly, “I want to try.”
“Tell me if I’m doing a good job?” Carter slowly wraps his lips around Shane, trying to mimic what Shane was doing earlier, with slower precision and a little less confidence. To Shane, it feels good all the same. He swirls his tongue around the head of Shane’s cock while wrapping his hand around him with one hand, as his other hand slowly massages Shane’s balls. “Mmm,” Shane lets out a moan.



He starts slowly moving up and down Shane’s length. It is good, it feels incredible. It is far from the best blowjob Shane has ever had, but Carter was eager and wanted Shane’s approval, and he was going to give it to him.
He keeps looking up at Shane for reassurance, “Is that good? Yeah? like that?” so Shane lets out another loud moan, and when Carter’s eyes look up again, Shane finally says, “fuck Vaughnny, your mouth feels incredible on me. You’re making me feel so good.”
Carter takes that praise enthusiastically, moving a bit faster. He takes his hand off of Shane’s balls and lifts a finger, brushing Shane’s mouth before he pushes it in. Shane sucks on it, moaning around it before Carter takes it back and slowly brushes it up against Shane’s entrance.



“Fuck Vaughnny. You’re such a good boy.”

Carter moans around Shane’s cock, then lifts his head for a second shyly, “Can I put my finger in?”

“Fucking, please put your finger in, put as many as you’d like in, baby. The lube is beside you.”

“I’ve never done this before.”

“You aren’t going to hurt me, I promise.”
Carter wraps his mouth back around Shane, taking him deep before slowly pushing his finger into Shane.

Shane whimpers at the touch. It has been way too long since he has had anything in his ass. He thinks for a moment that he could cum right now.



“Is that- um good?” Carter asks. “Am I doing it right?”

“You’re doing so good, Carter, add another finger,” Shane whines out, “please.”

“Tell me what you want, Hollander.”

“I want you to use that lube and push two more fingers in, curl them up towards the direction of my belly,” Shane says, a little demanding now, and Carter instantly grabs the lube. He pushes three fingers into Shane, “like that?” Shane loses control of his body for a second, grinding down onto Carter’s fingers. “That feels amazing, Carter, you are making me feel amazing.” Carter blushes, “yeah? I’ve got you-” and puts his mouth back around Shane, eagerly finding a rhythm between his fingers and his mouth. Shane’s hands are tight in his hair.
With each moan or noise Shane lets out, he can feel Carter getting more confident. His pace improves, and he starts reacting to Shane instead of guessing. “You feel so fucking good, Hollander,” Carter says, “you’re fucking delicious.”

“Mmm,” is all Shane says back, his eyes rolling to the back of his head as Carter hits the right spot again and again with his fingers. Shane is making loud, broken noises, panting. “You’re going to kill me with those noises, Hollander.” Shane is so close, “Carter, I am about to cum, move your head,” he says, starting to push Carter’s face away, but he just bobs down on him faster, Shane cumming into his mouth, a big load, since it has been a while since the last time Shane has cum.
He comes up to kiss Shane, and Shane instantly pushes him down on the bed, climbing his way back down between his legs, sucking him off fast. Carter cums within seconds. He moans out so loud, trembling. “You’re making me look like a rookie right now, Hollander.”



####



Shane collapses on the bed beside him. Carter’s hands are over his face, breathing heavily and laughing.

He turns his body towards Shane. “I can’t believe that just happened. That was insane. You’re such a fucking beauty, I’m not gonna survive this.. you’re actually gonna ruin me.”
“You were very surprising, Vaughnny,” Shane says, his body still sensitive and twitching from cumming so hard.

“In a good way?”

“In the best way,” Shane says, giving him a quick kiss.
Carter’s body language tenses up for a second.

“Can I tell you something?” he asks.

“You can tell me anything,” Shane replies.

“Promise not to laugh at me or make it weird?”

“I promise, tell me,” Shane says, smiling.



“So after we hooked up last time, and I was talking about it with Scott and Bennett, which by the way, yes, they have both come out to me.” He pauses, looking at Shane, then continues, “But they were asking me, what does this make me, do I even know? I didn’t know the answer, so I thought, " Alright, I've got to figure this out.”

He rubs the back of his neck, already half laughing. “So I thought logically, I should go to a gay club. I dragged Scott, Kip, and Bennett out with me, along with two of my best friends from high school. It was a lot of fun.”
Shane is just nodding, listening as Carter tells the story.

“So I was like, okay, just commit. Try it. So I was on this dance floor with this guy I thought was good enough looking, and we made out. And I felt nothing. Absolutely nothing. I didn’t feel flutters, my brain wasn’t short-circuiting, I wasn’t getting hard.” He pauses, “So, I was like, alright, maybe just not my type.”



Shane wonders where this is going, but continues nodding his head.

“So, I tried a different guy. And still, nothing.” His voice is coming out quieter now.

“So then I tried four more men. Different types of kisses, touches, even locking myself in a bathroom with one, humping against each other.” Shane is sure his eyes are giving away the fact that he wants to burst out into laughter, but he holds back.
He looks Shane dead in the eye when he says, “Shane, I felt nothing. Not even a little bit. Like, I enjoyed kissing, kissing is always fun enough, but I had no desire to do anything more with them.”Shane, finally no longer wanting to wait for Carter to drag this story out, says, “What are you trying to say, Carter?”



He pauses, and Shane can see his mind working. “I thought maybe it was a fluke, that night together, but then I got here today, I was coming up your stairs, waiting outside your door, and I thought, I am going to lose my mind if I don’t have my mouth on Shane’s in the next 15 seconds.”

He blushes and shrugs his shoulders, and says, “.. so I’m not bisexual. I think I’m.. Whatever this is. Shane sexual?”
Shane bursts out laughing, covering his mouth.

Carter looks at him and breaks out into laughter, too. “You are Shane Hollander. I don’t know what kind of magic you radiate, but this ‘Hollander Effect’ the world keeps talking about is true. My brain breaks at the thought of you. I even thought about sucking my fingers after I took them out of you. After tonight, I am diagnosing myself, I’m afflicted with the Hollander disease.”
“The Hollander disease? That doesn’t sound good, Carter. You need a better name for it.”

“It isn’t good, you wouldn’t understand, you are the disease. You don’t know how you linger in people.”

Shane laughs and kisses him gently.

“You are something else, you know that?” Then Shane wants to check in, “You are still okay with this being a casual thing, right?”
“Yes, I don’t think I could handle anything else. If this were anything more, they would probably have to put me in a straitjacket and lobotomize me. I'd be completely cooked, like lights on, nobody home, stuck hypnotized by you, healthy scratch for life, no more hockey for me.”
“You’re something else,” Shane says, shaking his head, a mixture of laughing and yawning. “Are you going to stay the night?”

“Do you want me to? I have an early flight,” Carter says.

“You can’t skip out on snuggles, Vaughnny, they are my favourite part of the night. Well, other than what your fingers were doing earlier.”

“Okay, I am not going anywhere,” Carter says, pulling him close.
“Well, let’s go shower first before bed.”

“Wait..” Carter says his brain is looking like it’s malfunctioning again. “Shower together?”

Shane puts on a flirty smile, “Would you like that?”

“Fuck- yes,” Carter says, eagerly jumping to his feet.
Shane drags him into the shower, it is a very touchy one that takes far too long.

They then climb into bed, Shane snuggling into Vaughn, and they fall asleep.


####



Dec 04, 2014

Home vs New York Harbors

Montreal 4 – New York 1

26–0





####



Dec 06, 2014

Away vs Buffalo Blades

Montreal 4 – Buffalo 2

27–0



####





Another game, another win.

The Metros are back at their hotel. All their teammates have gotten off the elevator, leaving Shane alone with Hayden and JJ, who planned to all bunk together tonight and watch a movie, and Andropov.
Shane had noticed Andropov glancing at him a lot today, which isn’t completely unusual. Shane catches him staring at him a lot.

His hands were fidgeting more than usual.

Andropov’s room is on the floor below theirs, the elevator gets to his floor, and the door opens.

He steps out, then pauses. The elevator doors begin to shut, and he turns back around, putting his arm out to catch the door. There is an obvious tension in his shoulders.



“Hollander, do you think you could come to my room in about 20-30 minutes?” he says, like he is trying to be casual, but Shane sees the blush on his cheeks. He also isn’t looking Shane in the eyes, his eyes darting around.

“I just want to talk to you about something, if that is okay.”



Shane can feel Hayden and J.J. looking at him, trying to say something with their eyes, but he doesn’t look at them. He keeps his attention on Andropov. Even though he is only a year younger than Shane, he has always looked up to and admired him. Shane has always been able to feel that from him. He’s always seen him as young, sweet, and a good person. If he needs to talk to him, he will go talk to him.



“Sure,” Shane replies.

“Perfect, I am in room 1021.”

“See you in thirty.”
The elevator door closes, and Shane can feel the energy building between the three of them.





####





They go up one more floor in silence, obviously not wanting to make any kind of scene until they are in the room.



Once they all enter the hotel room, Shane puts his bag down and sits on the bed, looking up at J.J. and Hayden, who both look annoyed at him in this moment.

Hayden scrubs a hand over his face and says, “Shane, you cannot fuck Andropov. He’s too sweet for that.”



J.J. is staying silent, looking at Shane in a way that is making him feel uneasy. Like J.J. is going to eat him alive.

Shane wants to bother them a bit, maybe enough that they’ll punish him later when he gets back from Andropov’s room.

“He is cute, though, and he is a grown man,” Shane says, batting his eyelashes.



Hayden’s voice is stern now, almost like he is talking to one of his kids. “Shane, I am serious, no more players from the team. J.J. and I are cool, we are all happy with this arrangement. But you need to be a leader, it is one thing with other NHL players, we couldn't care less. Don’t mess around with our team dynamics, he’s not built for your bullshit.”



J.J. finally speaks, his eyes still on Shane intensely. “Go get dick elsewhere, man, you’re such a whore..” Then he adds, “plus you’re ours tonight.”
Shane doesn’t think Andropov wants to fuck him.

He walks over and grabs Hayden’s hand, then turns to J.J. and kisses him, shoving his tongue in deep.

“I am not going to fuck Andropov,” he says into J.J.’s mouth before pulling back and looking seriously at Hayden, “You have my word. I won’t touch him.”
Then he steps back to look at both of them, “and I am yours tonight, don’t get started while I am away.”

They both smile and seem satisfied enough.


####





Thirty minutes later, he is outside Andropov's room, knocking on the door.

He answers almost instantly, like he was standing on the other end waiting.
Shane looks around the room to see if he can pick up on anything. He sees two cans of ginger ale out unopened on the table, the bed is made, the room is very clean, and when he looks back up at Andropov, he is pacing the room, his hands rubbing the back of his neck briefly.



Shane can’t help but think how adorable he is.
Shane wants to control the clearly nervous energy in the room by remaining calm, so he sits down in one of the chairs near a small table where the ginger ales are sitting.

He cracks it open and takes a drink.

Andropov keeps moving, muttering things in Russian, and Shane, only for a minute, thinks about someone else entirely before bringing himself back into this moment.



Finally, he looks up at Shane and says in almost a professional tone, “Hollander.”

Shane replies with a smile, “You can call me Shane.”

Andropov pauses and looks at Shane now with a small smile before saying, “Okay, you can call me Kolya or Nikolai.”

“Okay, Kolya, why don’t you sit down? Your pacing is making me nervous.”



Andropov nods. He finally sits. It doesn’t last. He’s back up again almost immediately, then pulls the chair out next to Shane and sits down there.

His hands are moving a lot, and Shane feels bad and wants to place his hands on his to help calm him, but doesn’t think that is the right move.



Shane wants to try to get to the bottom of this before he spirals any further. “What is going on? Did something happen with the team? Are you not happy with your play time?”

Andropov shakes his head no fast. Okay, nothing hockey related, Shane thinks to himself. “No, nothing like that,” he finally says.

“Okay, well, you are kind of scaring me. What is wrong?” Shane says, worry slipping through.



“Do you promise you won’t tell anyone?” Andropov asks, his eyes finally fully meeting Shane’s. Shane can see it now, clearly. The fear was sitting right there in his eyes. His hand finally stops moving, and his eye contact remains steady, like he is trying to read Shane’s eyes and really figure out if he is making the right choice, telling him whatever he is about to say.

“You can trust me, I am your captain, I have your back completely,” Shane says.



“I think I’m gay.” It comes out uneven, his jaw tightening right after he says it, his eyes dropping immediately. Shane watches his body pull in on itself, like it’s trying to take the words back.

“Okay, wow,” Shane says. “Am I the first person you have told this to?”

“Yes,” he says, not looking up at Shane. 

“Thank you for trusting me.”
Andropov looks at him briefly, making eye contact again. He smiles briefly. His body seems to still for a moment before his eyes panic again and he says, “I’m not.. hitting on you or anything. That is not, um, what I am trying to do.” He says it very fast, like he isn’t trying to offend Shane.



Shane laughs at that. He is so sweet, “I don’t think you’re hitting on me. And you’re very firmly off-limits.” Shane thinks about Hayden and J.J. for a moment, shaking his head, thinking they are different.
“Okay, I just.. I’m really scared,” he says, his eyes darting around again.

“It is really scary, so I understand,” Shane says.



Andropov takes a deep breath, then says, “I’m Russian. Most of my family still lives there. My parents, too.” Shane can see the tension in his body when he says Russia.

“Yes, I know. It must have been very hard moving out here all by yourself, so young.”

“My sister and brother moved here with me.”

Shane feels a flicker of embarrassment; he should know this. It reminds him how little he knew about his teammates before this season. He does now vaguely remember meeting his siblings a few times, thinking it was nice they were visiting.

“That’s really nice!” Shane says.
“Yes, we all live in a nice house together. They’re both in school, so I’m supporting us right now. But my sister is going to school to become a doctor, and my brother is in law school. So one day they will be supporting me,” he says, laughing like this is an inside joke between the three of them. The tension seems to leave now that he is talking about his siblings, he keeps smiling to himself before Shane says, “You’re funny.”



Andropov shakes his head before looking at Shane again, with a serious look on his face, “When you came out.. it was really important to me.”

Shane smiles, “Your support was really important to me, Kolya.”

He smiles at that and says, “Seeing how the team has been is honestly life-changing.”

Shane nods and agrees, “It really has been life-changing.”
He lets out another breath and says, “I think my siblings know. We are really close. I don’t think they would care. I just.. don’t want to tell them. Then it becomes their secret and lies, too.” He frowns when saying this.



“I understand, the lying really does take a toll, doesn’t it?” Shane says, remembering how it felt to hold such a big secret inside of him and having to lie and hide parts of himself away from everyone for so long. It eats at you. Shane thinks about Ilya, and having at least one person who knew the truth about him, even without words, that support helped Shane immensely for years. “Have you ever been with a man?”
Andropov looks down, his shoulders slump a bit. His tone comes out different than anything Shane has heard throughout this conversation. “In juniors, I had a teammate, and we spent a lot of time together. I billeted with his cousins because I came from a small town in Russia. I got feelings, and I thought they were mutual. We fooled around. It was risky back home. We tried not to.. but it kept happening. But then one day, he just got really weird. He got a girlfriend and stopped talking to me, and thankfully, a few months later, I moved to Canada, preparing for my rookie season.”



Shane thinks for the first time how good Andropov’s English is for only being here a few years. He does have an accent, but his English comes out clean and fully structured. Now isn’t the moment to ask him this, though.

He thinks about the information he just shared. It breaks Shane’s heart.
“I’m sorry,” Shane says, his hand coming over Andropov’s. “What do you need from me so I can support you through this?” Shane asks, because as he is racking his brain, he realizes this is different than Troy and Ottawa and getting him away from someone like Kent.
Shane can see he is thinking before he takes a deep breath and answers, “I don’t want to come out or anything. My parents are really nice. I think they would be okay with it. But they live in Russia. And I could risk their safety.”
“It’s that bad there?” Shane says, downplaying how much he has thought about this exact thing over the years. When he was in Sochi, he had to stop himself on more than one occasion from trying to find out exactly where Ilya was and checking on him. He spent nights thinking about how, even if everything else could align for them, Russia would still always be in the way.
“Yes, and it just seems to be getting worse. My mom is actually a Canadian citizen; her family moved to Canada right before she was born and ended up moving back a few years later because her grandfather got sick,” he says to Shane. His breath is now completely steady, his body is no longer shaking, and he is holding eye contact with Shane, which Shane now wants to break because his eyes are getting sore, but doesn’t.
He continues, “That is how my siblings and I are all able to be here, and how they can go to school here. We have dual citizenship. My auntie stayed in Canada, and we would spend summers here often, which is why my English is good.”

Shane nods along, that answer finally clicking into place.

“My parents want to move here. They want to be with us. But my dad’s parents are old and sick. Maybe when they pass.. maybe then it’s different. But until then, this is my situation.” He finally exhales, his shoulders fully loose now. Like saying all of this out loud to Shane has taken a giant weight off his shoulders.
“Those are very difficult circumstances. I am here to support you in whatever way I can,” Shane says. He looks at Andropov, who is nodding and listening, before he adds, “I know our situations are not the same, but I’ve been really blessed to start building a community around me of other queer people. Next time I go to the youth centre, you can come with me.”
Shane has been going to a local LGBTQ community outreach centre a few times a month, meeting with younger at-risk kids.

Shane is trying to figure out ways to get Andropov to start feeling supported by his community without outing him.

“What if someone sees?” The reply comes quickly.

“We’re doing community service. We’re Metros players. It won’t mean anything.”

He is silent for a moment before smiling and saying, “okay.”
When Shane sees his smile, he wants to push it a little further.

“And I have these friends in Vancouver, I know last time wasn’t subtle. That doesn’t mean next time won’t be. They are fun, incredibly trustworthy, and very cute. Next time we go to Van, I am supposed to go to one of their friends parties. Charlie mentioned they have a strict no phone rule, so people aren’t taking pictures because a lot of in the closet people attend these.” Andropov is listening, his face isn’t readable at the moment. “Would you want to join me?”
“Yeah.. that would be good.”

Shane smiles at that, “Good. I’m here for you. Always. I’m really glad you told me. You can come talk to me, or call me, or come hang out at my place whenever.”

Andropov’s blush comes back. “Thank you, Shane.”

“Anytime, Kolya.”
They talk for a bit longer before Shane heads back to his room.





####





When he opens the door, J.J. and Hayden are in bed, wrapped up in each other, sleeping. They have pushed the beds together like they always do.
Shane undresses and quietly tries to get into bed when J.J. wakes up and hears him, lifting the blankets between him and Hayden and scooting over for Shane to come in the middle. Hayden doesn’t wake up.



“What happened?” J.J. asks, whispering into Shane’s cheek as he presses himself against him.

“I can’t tell you, but it wasn’t anything sexual. It stays between Andropov and his captain.”

J.J. snuggles into him closer, like there’s still space to close.

He plants a kiss on Shane’s cheek and whispers again, “I know I use it sexually all the time, but you really are the best captaine, we are all very lucky to have you.”

Shane burrows his face into J.J.’s neck, nuzzling there, and they fall asleep.
####
Dec 07, 2014

Home vs Calgary Flames

Montreal 3 – Calgary 1

28–0



####



Dec 08, 2014

Away vs Utah Mammoths

Montreal 5 – Utah 3

29–0



####
Dec 09, 2014

Home vs Tampa Bay Lightning

Montreal 4 – Tampa Bay 2

30–0



####





Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously invested, here to stay)

Carter Vaughn: New York (recent diagnosis, not coping well)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience, still worshipping)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)

Troy Barrett: Toronto (handled with care, confusing outcome)

Julian Moreau: Vancouver (one-day boyfriend, would try again)

(A certain Boston captain has been temporarily removed from the roster and is under review)
 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    I want to give you guys a long thought-out end note like I always do, but I am pretty drained right now.

What I will say is that Mateo and Shane's dynamic is getting stronger by the day and is not going anywhere.
Carter Vaughn is adorably obsessed with being Shane Sexual.  Also, disgusting, in hockey lingo, is a huge compliment. Something so good it's almost unfair or an exceptionally impressive skill.
Andropov is the absolute sweetest.
J.J., Hayden and Shane's friendship means everything to me.

People don’t leave Shane's orbit unchanged.

Chapters might be coming a bit slower moving forward.
These past few days have taken a lot from me mentally.

I still want everyone to feel like this is a safe space to express themselves and feel multiple emotions, as long as it is done with a kind heart and understanding.

The next chapter will be a harder one, so please prepare yourselves. It will be a Shane/Ilya-centric one, it was one of the first dialogue exchanges I wrote for this fic.

Moving forward, I am going to continue building everyone's stories, but the more people and worlds I build, the harder it is to include everything without writing a billion more chapters.

That means not every fun team conversation will be shown, not every sex scene will be shown, and sometimes characters will be background mentions instead of constantly being brought back in. That doesn’t mean they aren’t still orbiting Shane. I am focusing on the most important parts.

As the fic moves forward, it will continue to be campy and fun and all the elements it has been, but it will start changing a bit tonally, as we get closer to the midpoint of the story.

In the next few chapters, we have a game against Chicago, meaning Elijah, another game against Detroit, so more Mateo, and then Boston, which means Marlow and Ilya.
Boston was also one of the first things I wrote for this fic.

I love you guys. I hope you enjoyed this chapter.
Thank you for all the kudos, hitting over 5000 is insane to my brain.
Thank you for all the love and kind comments.

And keep sharing my fic, I appreciate it so much.
I have made sure to retag everything to fit where we are now.

Also, I am deeply obsessed with the LARGE number of comments telling me you’ve spent your whole work day reading my fic front to back, or stayed up all night powering through it.

Hearing you are binging my fic is the highest honour. Truly.

You are extremely unhinged and exactly my type of people.

I promise my next author's note will be back in my regular fun tone.


  


      

  












      Chapter 19: You’ve got way too much love in you for this sport
  


    Chapter Summary

    Mateo Alvarez reflects on his life, his identity, and the way he loves.



    Chapter Notes

      Content warning: Mateo Alvarez.

- Emotional availability (that might be triggering)
- One man with the emotional capacity of five
- Secure attachment style in the wild
- Certified loverboy behaviour and zero shame about it
- This man will love you, your boyfriend, your boyfriend’s boyfriend, and anyone else you deem fit


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Mateo POV



Mateo had just turned 16 the first time he ever heard the name Shane Hollander.

He was at practice when it came up, not even said to him, just something that passed between two voices behind him, a Canadian phenom, only 14.

He wasn’t supposed to be listening, but he did anyway, slowing just enough to catch the rest of it.

The way he moved on the ice.

The way he could read people before they even made a decision.

His scoring ability, his speed, but mostly his hockey IQ.
Mateo started scouring the junior league websites, tracking his stats. He would spend hours on different hockey message boards and forums, just to see if he could find out more.

Threads that went on for pages, people arguing, speculating, saying his name like it already meant something.
He mentioned it to his coach a few days later, asking if he had access to any video reels of his.

He kept his tone as chill as he could, like it was just a practical inquiry.

That they would probably end up playing against each other one day anyway. Might as well start paying attention now.

A week later, his coach came back with a tape.
Back then, it wasn’t unusual for parents or coaches to put together highlight reels.

Clips passed around, burned onto DVDs, handed off through people who knew people.

Shane’s mom had been making them for years.

The one Mateo was given had everything.

Eight years old to fourteen. All of it cut together.
Mateo took the DVD home and spent the rest of the day convincing his Abuelito to get him a player for his room.

He watched it that night, then again, and again.

By the time he finally stopped, he had gone through the twenty-minute reel so many times it just felt familiar.

Everything Shane did made sense, not in a simple way, but in a way Mateo couldn’t quite explain.

The way he moved.

The way he saw things before they happened.
But his favourite parts were the intros.

The short ones at the beginning of each reel.
“Hi, I’m Shane Hollander. I’m eight years old. I play centre. I want to be in the NHL when I get older.”

There was a voice behind the camera.

“Don’t forget to smile.”

Shane did, quick and a little unsure, freckles bright against his face, like it was something he practiced, not something he did naturally.
“Hi, my name is Shane Hollander. I’m from Ottawa. I’m fourteen years old, and I play centre forward. Hockey is my passion. I’m very dedicated, and I work hard.”
Mateo watched the way he let out a breath as soon as he finished, like he had been holding a script in his head just trying to get through it.

Then he skated off.
The version of him talking and the version of him on the ice didn’t match.

On the ice, he wasn’t unsure at all.
Mateo was mesmerized.

After that, he became even more fascinated with learning more about him.


####





Mateo was often described growing up as a deeply loving person.

It wasn’t always meant kindly.

When he was younger, a coach told him he had to toughen up.

Said he needed to be a wolf if he wanted to amount to anything on the ice.

That he could be as good as he wanted, but it wouldn’t matter if he wasn’t rough enough for a sport like hockey.

He didn’t say anything back.

He went home and cried.
His abuelita told him his heart was soft.

That there was nothing wrong with that.

That he could keep playing hockey like that and still be good, because his talent wasn’t something anyone could take from him.

Later that night, his head curled into her lap, her fingers moving slowly through his hair while their favourite telenovela played in the background, she pointed at the character everyone else hated.

“You could play evil like him.”
It was Mateo’s favourite character.

He wasn’t actually evil.

He just learned how to act like it, because every time he let himself be kind, people took what they wanted from him and left him with nothing.

Mateo started paying attention to him differently after that.

The way he carried himself.

The way he chose when to be cruel and when to hold back.

There was always something underneath it.

Something softer that never really went away.
As he got older, he put on that persona. It seemed to gain him more respect as a player than when he was just nice and playing well.

Most hockey guys did this. They had personas. They weren’t changing who they were completely, but elevating parts of themselves, at least around each other. It’s hard to survive in those locker rooms and in other hockey settings without some kind of tough shell.

It was never for his own team, though. They got something real. It was for everyone else, the other bench, for the media scrum, the events where you had to prove something to rich sponsors before you even opened your mouth.
But not Shane Hollander.

He didn’t do that.

Didn’t turn anything up or harden it into something else.

He was always a sweet Canadian boy, exactly as he was.

And somehow, people respected him more for it.
At least, that’s what it looked like.

Mateo didn’t think this version of Shane was fake, but there were times it felt like it wasn’t everything.

Shane didn’t put on a brash or overbearing persona the way most of them did, but Mateo couldn’t shake the sense that it wasn’t an absence of one so much as something far more controlled, something that never slipped even for a second, no matter how fast the game moved or how loud the room got.

It wasn’t about being nicer or quieter. It was the consistency of it, the way no real personality ever broke through that he didn’t think belonged there.

The mask of perfection, like he had already decided what parts of himself were allowed to exist in those spaces and held the rest back, while everyone just accepted it as the truth of him.
Mateo chirped on the ice. He was often described as an asshole, the kind of player who made people squirm, and he eventually started to love it.

It was fun. It was a character he could step into. He never said anything hateful or harmful, but he was quick-witted and could throw any chirp back better, with precision.

He never had the heart to do it to Shane, though.

It wasn’t just that he didn’t want to. It was as if it never felt like the right version of him when Shane was in front of him.

How could someone have the heart to be mean to Shane?



He tried, going into a game against Shane, thinking he would be just a little bit dickish.

But Shane would skate up to him at a faceoff, and instead of a chirp he would find himself giving things away, like complimenting a game from months ago that he should have never admitted to seeing, or telling him his last goal was impressive, things that felt like they slipped out before he could catch them, like whatever he usually hid came up first instead, before he had the chance to decide what version of himself he wanted to be.



One time, when Shane actually looked him in the eyes for more than a few seconds, he just blushed and lost his words.

He wanted to be cool in front of Shane, but instead, he was a complete dork, like he couldn’t hide himself or play a role the way he usually did on the ice, only able to spit out affection the same way he did with the people he cared about.
Mateo would never have described himself as shy. He was quite the opposite, someone who took up space in rooms and mostly always felt comfortable with exactly who he was, priding himself on making others around him feel equally seen and understood.
But around Shane, at least before he really knew him, that version of him didn’t seem to hold the same way, his brain going completely blank at the worst possible times, leaving him standing there with nothing to say, like an idiot.


####





Mateo was fifteen when he realized he didn’t just like girls.

He was pretty popular and had a few girlfriends by that point, and he liked them, was very attracted to them all.

But even though he tended to hang around the jocks, he always found himself gravitating toward the kids who were different.

Shy kids, the ones people wouldn’t glance twice at because they were seen as weird or uncool or not worthy.
Halfway through his sophomore year, he was walking out of practice when he bumped into a guy named Callen. He had known who he was since freshman year. Mateo made a point of knowing who everyone was, but they hadn’t really talked before.

He was reserved, anxious, and didn’t speak much.

Mateo couldn’t stop thinking about him after that, so a few weeks later, he invited him to hang out after his game.
They met at a park nearby and talked under a tree for hours.

They started seeing each other after that, talking turned into kissing, and kissing into more.

They weren’t out, but they also didn’t really hide how much time they spent together.
After eight months together, Callen told him that he didn’t think he had been born in the right body, that he had known this since he was young. It wasn’t surprising to hear. Callen had made small comments throughout their time getting to know each other, things Mateo picked up on but never pushed, waiting for him to be ready.
A few months later, he told Mateo that he had talked to his parents and that he was going to start transitioning, and that he would understand if Mateo wanted to break up with him.

Mateo didn’t care, he liked who Callen was as a person.



When Callen became Clara, a name she chose after her grandmother, Mateo was still just as interested and just as attracted to her.

They dated for another six months, but they were young and still figuring themselves out, and eventually they drifted. A year after Mateo was drafted to the show, they got back in touch and have continued a friendship since.


####





When Mateo got drafted as a first-round pick to the Detroit Red Wings, he instantly became close to Avi.

They joined as rookies together, Mateo having played against him in juniors.
Avi was funny. He was the kind of loud that filled up a room in a good way, extroverted and full of life, but never mean. Their personalities were both big. They enjoyed people and loved making new friends together, playing wingman for each other often, going out to clubs or hosting house parties.



After a year playing together, Mateo braced himself for the chance of losing his best friend and favourite teammate and told him he was pansexual.

Avi was completely cool with it.

He started helping Mateo when they went out with the team, the two of them meeting all sorts of people.
Six months later, at a club, Mateo introduced him to his now wife. She and Mateo were dancing together, and she made some joke that stopped him in his tracks, and he realized how much Avi would worship a girl with her humour.

He dragged her over to the VIP booth where Avi was sitting, told them they should talk, and after that night, they never stopped talking.

Six months after that, he was the best man at their wedding.
People often described Mateo as an affectionate person, someone who was very giving and open, the kind of person who went above and beyond for everyone in his life, including his teammates, showing the men around him that they could be vulnerable and kind while also being strong and manly.
He grew up in a home with two older sisters and a younger brother, and he was very close to all of them. His mom and dad were active in his life, but both worked hard and often. His mom was a professional dancer who owned her own studio, and growing up, he and all of his siblings took dance classes. He loved Salsa, Bachata, and Merengue. He was good, good enough to go the professional route, but one day, when he was six, his dad took him to see a hockey game, and he became obsessed.
He became determined to learn how to skate. His dad would take him, whenever he wasn’t working, to the rink, and they would skate for hours, and then he started playing hockey.

He and his dad had always been close, but this brought them closer than ever. When he realized he had the potential to be brought to the show, he asked his dad, who was a sports manager, to become his manager.



He still danced, though. He didn’t stop, he loved it, and he didn’t care if he barely had a social life. He continued classes, even teaching some from ages 12–14, before hockey really took over, and he no longer could.
His grandparents were the anchors of their family. They went to their house every day after school.

His abuelita taught him how to cook and host, and his abuelito taught him how to show up for your loved ones, by spoiling them, taking care of them, and providing for them not only financially but in every way a man could.

It was the kind of upbringing that made loving people feel like second nature, not something he had to think about or hold back.
When he got drafted to Detroit, his family picked up their lives and moved there with him. They were a unit, which meant his mom finding someone to run her old school and opening a new one in Detroit.

His older sisters were both in school, and his younger brother was happy to move to Detroit as long as he got to stay close to his big brother.


####




One night at a club after a win with his team, he made out with a guy on the dance floor in front of everyone.

No one said anything, and he didn’t either.



He was their captain by then, and his team knew him as the dependable guy, the guy who let them show their affectionate side without discomfort, the guy who would show up in the middle of the night when he was asleep in bed to drive his drunk teammates home, or make them soup when they hadn’t been feeling well.

It had never felt like an effort to him. It was just how he existed with people he cared about.



He didn’t need to say or prove anything to his team. He loved them, and they loved him.

After that night in the club, he just continued to live his life more openly in front of them. Detroit wasn’t crazy like some other hockey cities. They got noticed, but not often enough.
Mateo had a healthy sex life. He hooked up with men and women, cis and trans, the kind of thing he never overthought.

It just became an open secret no one cared about.

They weren’t spreading it around to other teams, they didn’t want to risk his safety or his position in the sport.

He thought many times that if he ever lost hockey because of it, he would be truly devastated, but it wouldn’t be as devastating as not being able to live authentically.
He had his first foursome at 22 with a married couple and their boyfriend.

They had been high school sweethearts. They were out one night wanting to try something new in their relationship and brought a younger guy home.

They ended up both really liking him and his company, and a year later, he was living with them.



Being in that dynamic with them opened something up inside Mateo’s mind, it felt like something clicked.

Mateo believed he could do monogamy for the right person, but he also thought that poly could be something for him as well if he found the right person for that too, someone who he could trust and who trusted him.



To be poly, you need that true level of understanding and honesty.

He didn’t think it was better or worse than anything else, just something that only worked if everyone was actually seen inside it.


####





When he was 22 years old, he came out fully to his family.

They figured he was bisexual and didn’t care, but the pansexuality and the potential future for a polyamorous relationship were hard on his abuelito.

He couldn’t understand, and he shut down. They tried to have conversations about it, but they couldn’t see eye to eye.

They didn’t shout or say mean things.

That wasn’t either of their personalities, but they couldn’t agree about how Mateo saw his future life or who he might have that future life with.
His grandparents were two of the most important people in his life, and they shaped him. Not being able to talk to his abuelito felt like a hole in his heart.
He and his abuelito didn’t talk for almost six months. It broke his heart every day, but Mateo could be stubborn sometimes. He could have reached out, but he didn’t feel like he was the one in the wrong.

His abuelito was the one he got his stubbornness from, so he didn’t want to be the first one to reach out either.

They were at an impasse.
His family continued to have Friday night dinners, and Mateo would go whenever he was in town, making small talk, but it wasn’t the same.

He missed his abuelito. He wanted to go for walks with him and talk about life, he wanted to sit in the middle of his grandparents on the couch and cuddle them, but he wasn’t going to give in, not for this.

His abuelito taught him to be strong in his conviction, and he was going to be.
One day, his abuelita called, saying she wanted to do a surprise for abuelito for his birthday, completely redoing his rec room while he was on a trip with his brother.

Mateo had two days off, and he went over with Avi and two of his other teammates and completely renovated it.

His team loved his family. They often hosted big parties where everyone was invited.
His abuelito got home and saw Mateo. He grabbed him into an embrace, sobbing, and the second Mateo’s head nuzzled into his shoulder, he was sobbing too.

They went for a walk together and talked. His abuelito told him how sorry he was and how much he loved him.

He said he realized Mateo’s heart was so big and his soul ran so deep that he had so much love to give, and that he was never going to stop Mateo from showing up and loving the way that felt right for him.





####





He had dated people over the years and really liked them, but most never understood his hockey schedule or were weird about him being pan.

You would think more queer people would have less phobia toward people they should be championing, but unfortunately, there can be a divide in how people view certain sexualities, even within their own community.
He was also always kind of deeply obsessed with Shane, not in any noteworthy way, not in a way that ever felt legible, just in a way that most boys in the NHL were.

He was magnetic, the best player in the league, beautiful and sweet, and everyone admired him.



But unlike his straight counterparts, his feelings ran a little deeper than that.

Not in a stalker kind of way, just in a wanting to know every single thing about him type of way.
His teammates made fun of him all the time.

He was confident, powerful, cocky at times, and funny. But for years, when games against Montreal came up, he would be pacing the locker room, talking about Hollander, blushing, nervous, completely unlike himself.



The night of his preseason, James Duthie sit-down interview, he already had the TV ready by the time 7 pm hit.

Watching Shane come out blew his mind.

He didn’t hesitate to reach out right away. He wasn’t going to miss out on his chance with him, whatever that meant.

His team's group chat was going nuts, telling Mateo that if he didn’t shoot his shot, they would instead.
A night with Shane would have been a dream come true. But the moment Shane entered his home, he knew that would never be enough.

Shane was everything he ever imagined him to be, and so much more.



What surprised him the most, though, was how much they really had in common, how easy it was to talk to Shane.

He knew he was thoughtful and compassionate, but he didn’t realize how open, affectionate, and witty he was.



They could spend hours lost in conversation. They laughed together constantly. Shane surprised him every day.

Especially when he learned how big a freak he was, and all the things he wanted to explore.
Shane was the best hockey player of their generation.

Mateo, who considered himself one of the best, had no qualms about admitting that.



Crushes are easy, even the ones that span years and years.

Lots of times, you get to know someone you thought you would really like, and they are disappointing. Knowing Shane was realizing he was better than anything you thought he’d be.



He was so expansive, and deep and rare, the type of person you cherished every moment with.

Showing up for Shane had become one of the easiest things he had done in his life.

Falling in love with him happened quickly, without much thought.
But on top of everything with Shane, he loved their dynamic.

Something about seeing the person you care most about being so openly adored and taken care of by others when you are not able to be close to them touched something deep in him that he was still trying to unpack.

He knew there were parts of Shane that didn’t belong to him, pieces of him that existed outside of anything Mateo was part of, and he didn’t try to make them smaller.
He slowly realized he would follow Shane through whatever.

Whichever men, whichever sexual encounters, whichever scenarios.

Not because he had to, but because he wanted to be there for all of it.



As long as, at the end of the day, they could regroup and still be on the same page, he was happy.

It never felt like losing him, even when he had to share him.

It made the moments that were just theirs feel clearer, not smaller.

If anything, it felt like being trusted with something most people would never get to see, something that still came back to him at the end of it.
Their connection ran on honesty and loyalty and a sense of safety and home, something he didn’t question, just felt every time they talked or were together.

Something that was being built with thoughtfulness.

It showed up in big and small ways, like how easy it was to fall into things with him, or how quickly everything else seemed to make sense when Shane was there.
Shane did something for Mateo that no one else ever could.

He allowed Mateo to be the truest version of himself, every part accepted, every part seen and allowed without him having to think about it, his vulnerability in Shane’s eyes a strength, his instinct to nurture appreciated, not something he had to hold back, his bluntness accepted, not made into something uncomfortable, his sexual desires or preferences not made small but celebrated and reciprocated, and the parts of him that had never quite fit anywhere else didn’t feel like too much with Shane.
And every time they talked, he learned more and more that Shane didn’t hide anything from him either.

Even when he thought it might hurt Mateo or need further discussion, he was completely honest and himself.
He shared his inner thoughts, his feelings, and his confusion.

He allowed Mateo to give insight, to be real.

They listened to one another, and they were helping each other grow in more ways than one. Mateo didn’t feel the need to push him or rush him into anything.

He was comfortable following his lead and letting Shane have more of a say in where they were going.
He felt like, outside of his family, Shane had quickly become the purest connection he had ever had.

He would move mountains not to lose it, because things like that didn’t come around twice.

As long as Shane wanted him in his life, he was going to be there, choosing it just as much.

He didn’t need to map out what that meant yet. He just knew he wasn’t walking away from it.
 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    This chapter is short because it literally was not supposed to exist.
I knew Mateo would have a few POVs in this fic, but not this, and not here.

I woke up yesterday to so many beautiful comments that filled my heart.
I am always inspired by this fic. This story lives in my head rent-free at all times. Even when I’m out and about, I’ll get an idea and instantly write it in my notes app so I don’t forget.

Yesterday, as I was the passenger princess I was destined to be,
This idea smacked me right in the face.

I sat in silence for thirty minutes in the car, writing. Then at a family member’s house. Then, outside a mall changing room, while my partner tried things on.

This chapter has been written in multiple locations and at least one emotional spiral.

It just poured out of me.

Mateo is an important part of this story. I wanted him to feel like a full person, shaped by his own life, his own people, his own experiences.
I wanted him to be a fully developed character and not just Shane’s love interest. Because that’s boring and also not how I write.

I also wanted to show that his care and respect for Shane were deeply authentic.
There aren’t ulterior motives. It isn’t something he is adjusting to fit into. And he is fully aware that Shane exists outside of him with other important connections.

He doesn't feel jealous because he feels secure in what they are building together.

Mateo, to me, is a beautiful ray of sunshine.

There is so much more about him I want to explore, but I didn’t want to retell the story from his perspective. I just wanted to give a glimpse of his goodness to everyone.

Mateo’s POV does not take away from any of the other people currently on the roster.
This isn’t meant to legitimize him more than anyone else. But besides Elijah, these other characters are canon, so I feel it is easier to picture things about them. He doesn’t come with built-in familiarity.

This is still a Shane-centric story. But every main character needs a core group, and Mateo is part of that.

This is my “bottle episode.”
It’s structured differently, mostly as a biography or self-explanation, but I felt like it fit well here.

The next chapter will be a harder one, as I previously mentioned. I am taking my time finishing it because I want it to be as good as it can be.

Thank you for all the kudos, and for continuing to share my fic while also reminding people to read tags and be prepared for a mixture of smut, growth, and angst.

I read every single comment, and I want to thank you all for showing up for me.
There is still so much beauty in this community.

Thank you for being here as I create and share this with you.

I love you all!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

I promise, Shane Hollander is still a slut. He is not slowing down anytime soon.

Just for clarification: “the show” is hockey slang for the NHL.


  


      

  












      Chapter 20: Tell me about all the sex you’ve been having
  



    Chapter Notes

      SURPRISE!!!!
My partner went to sleep early tonight, which means I got to lock in and finish this chapter.

2-for-1 Sunday. I am feeding you well.
I hope you’re hungry.
munch munch munch. yum yum yum.

Content warning: this chapter swings. like.. hard.
You’re getting highs, lows, emotional whiplash, a POV you have all been feral for, and a phone call that might ruin your evening.

There will be hope. There will be softness. There will be cruelty. There will also be damage.

Please hydrate. maybe stretch or book your next therapist appointment. Tissues are not optional.

I have warned you about this chapter!!! I hope you still love me after 😭💖


My twitter @MisplacedMeta4 if you want to follow me!! Only if you are going to be nice!! 💖



      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously invested, here to stay)

Carter Vaughn: New York (recent diagnosis, not coping well)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience, still worshipping)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)

Troy Barrett: Toronto (handled with care, confusing outcome)

Julian Moreau: Vancouver (one-day boyfriend, would try again)

(A certain Boston captain has been temporarily removed from the roster and is under review)

See end for updates.



December 10th 2014

Montreal

Shane POV
It had been twenty days since Shane and Ilya had texted, twenty-five days since they got into that phone fight, and fifty-three days since they last had sex in Montreal.

It had been around six months since their interaction in Vegas, and a little over a year since they had penetrative sex for the first time, and Ilya proceeded to ghost him.
In the grand scheme of Shane and Ilya’s relationship, this is really a small amount of time. They had gone far longer without any interaction.
But in these fifty-three days, Shane feels like a completely new version of himself.

He feels like he has lived more lives than he ever could have dreamed of, and yet parts of him are still sad he can’t share any of it with Ilya.
He has been anything but the boring version of himself that Ilya always complained about.

He wonders if he would like this new version of Shane, if they would even click.
He misses having sex with him. Kind of.

He used to think sex with anyone else would never work, that Ilya had ruined him for other men.

But Shane has realized that isn’t the truth.
He has had some of the best sex of his life over the past few months.

He has built connections that Ilya was never willing to offer, no matter how many times he tried to ask questions or learn more.
So he isn’t missing sex with Ilya necessarily, because he isn’t missing anything from his current sexual life.

He just wishes Ilya could be included in it.
He sometimes imagines Mateo and Ilya fucking him together. Something about that really sits in his thoughts. The two of them with him, specifically.

He wonders if that would be something Ilya would be into.
Cliff has mentioned a few times how he kind of wishes Ilya would join them one day. Shane isn’t sure what Cliff’s obsession with it is.

It potentially is because they have a real fondness for sharing women, and Cliff thinks that could carry over to Shane.



Cliff was going on and on the other day about how last week they met this supermodel at a club after a win, and they went back to Cliff’s and fucked her together.

Part of Shane wonders if Cliff feels jealous about Shane having these threesomes and foursomes, wanting to create a scenario like that of his own. He has kind of hinted at this and tends to run a little jealous.

Or maybe, just maybe, Cliff has a crush on his best friend and doesn’t even realize it.

Either way, Shane doesn’t know how he would feel about it.



Marlow is really good in bed, and the more they FaceTime, the dirtier the talk gets, the more Shane is hyped to see him and fuck him again.

The thought of Ilya and Marlow taking him together leaves his skin feeling flushed and his heart beating fast.
But ever since that FaceTime call at Mateo’s, Shane has had a weird pit in his stomach when it comes to Ilya. It only got worse after his conversation with Andropov, and his understanding and beliefs of Russia playing a part in how Ilya reacts sometimes, now confirmed.
He isn’t sleeping with Marlow or talking to him to get back at Ilya in any sort of way, and he hopes Ilya knows that is not in his character.

Marlow just reached out, and Shane thought he was fucking hot, and Shane was fucking horny.
And they talked and had a lot in common, and Shane couldn’t help but find him endearing, and it kind of just escalated from there.

Now he thinks Ilya’s best friend is kind of falling in love with him, even though Shane continuously sets boundaries that Marly says he fully understands.
A few days after the FaceTime call, Shane’s annoyance faded, and he called Marly to talk. He had sent him so many texts trying to apologize, and Shane didn’t want him to spiral.

Shane said that it cannot happen again. Marlow agrees and said Ilya did not hear anything and woke up at the end. Shane says it doesn’t matter. It can never happen again.

Marlow doesn’t argue.
Today, he is sitting at home, watching highlights from a Boston vs New York game.

Shane sees Ilya on the screen, and fuck, he looks good.

He will be in Boston in ten days.

He wants to meet up with Ilya, even if that means not seeing Cliff.

Which is wrong, but still, where he is at in this moment.

It is nothing against Cliff.

He really, really enjoys him and would love to have sex with him again.

But Ilya still unfortunately comes before many of the people on his current roster, even if he hates himself for it.
He wishes he could just call Ilya up like he can call any of these other men and just talk.

Just catch up.

Just share about their days.
Last time Shane reached out before they played Boston, Ilya ignored him.

But something in him is telling him to try again.
So he gets into bed, picks up the phone and dials, but instead of calling Ilya, he FaceTimes Mateo instead.





####


Mateo answers the FaceTime in bed, looking sleepy and all cuddly.

“Hey cariño,” he says, his voice muffled into the pillow, and Shane watches him stretch and yawn.

“Were you sleeping already?” Shane asks, looking at the time. It’s almost seven pm.

“Last night’s game took a lot out of me, and our practice was intense. I am getting old, mi rey. I don’t have the same stamina I once had.” His voice is still sleepy, and Shane wishes he could be with him right now.



“You are only 26,” Shane says with a laugh.

“Excuse me, I am 25. My birthday is not until March. Do not age me up.” Mateo says, his voice sounding a bit more awake.

“I know, March 7th. I already bought my plane ticket.” Shane says, smiling.

“Plane ticket?” Mateo asks, confused.

“Yes, I am flying to see you on March 8th so I can take you out for your birthday.” Shane blushes.

“You are too much, in the absolute best way.” Mateo pauses for a second, then says, “Why did you call, mi rey? Not that I don’t always love hearing from you, but we talked a few hours ago.”

“I just wanted to talk,” Shane says, huffing out a breath, even though he isn’t telling the full truth.
He can see Mateo trying to read him through the screen as he sits up and leans against the headboard.

“Mm, you can call me to talk anytime, anyplace, anywhere, mi vida.” Mateo’s eyes are on Shane, bright, his pupils dilating the way they often do when they talk.
They talk for another half hour, about everything and anything, before Mateo pauses for a second. Shane knows the look on his face, the one where he wants to say something and is figuring out how best to word it.

“Mi rey?” he says before continuing, “I mean it when I said you can call to talk whenever, but I feel like something is bothering you. Why did you really call?”
Shane lets out a deep breath.

Shane often feels like, even now, with every new connection he makes, he is a bit of a chameleon, changing shape even just slightly to be what the person in front of him needs.

With Mateo, he doesn’t feel that way. He feels like the most real version of himself.

Mateo doesn’t read him perfectly. Shane just doesn’t try to hide anything on his face, and that makes it easier for Mateo to pick up on things.

It still surprises him sometimes how much he notices.
“I was thinking about Ilya a lot tonight, and I was going to call him, but I decided to call you instead,” Shane says honestly, then stalls for a second, realizing how that sounds, before adding, “I mean, that sounds bad, I didn’t mean it like-”

Mateo cuts him off, “It’s fine, guapo, I understand. I am not offended. Can I ask why you didn’t just call Rozanov instead?”

“What is the point?” Shane says, his voice quieter.

“You clearly are unable to let go of this connection. There must be a reason for it. You have good instincts. If your instincts are saying you have things left unsaid and you want to try, then you should try.” He says it like it is the easiest thing in the world.
Shane nods before he says, “I am scared. He is just so mean lately.”
Mateo thinks for a moment, then says, “Remember, you are not responsible for how other people show up. You are responsible for how you show up. If you show up open and caring and with pure intentions, which you always do, and he doesn’t meet you there, that isn’t about you. That is about him.” Mateo pauses for a second. “But if you want to talk to him, you should try.”
Shane wants to tell him he loves him in this moment. Not in any big declaration kind of way, but in the way you tell someone who really means so much to you, that you love them, like a best friend or family member. Besides the fact that Shane does feel like he is falling in love with him, he really does just love him as a person. He said it that time during the foursome, but in this moment, he wishes he could just simply say, “I love you, Mateo,” without it becoming something too loud.
Instead, Shane says, “Sometimes I think you should have been a therapist.”

“My Abuelita used to always say the same thing. She was upset when I didn’t go to school to become one.”

“Her grandson is one of the best hockey players in the world,” Shane says, laughing.

“And yet, she still thought I should have been a therapist,” Mateo says, laughing, scrubbing a hand over his face. Shane loves hearing about his family.
“I think I am going to call him,” Shane says, letting out a deep breath.

“Okay, mi amor, thank you for calling me,” he says, then continues, “You really do mean so much to me. I only ever want to see you happy.”

Shane’s heart flutters, and he kind of wants to cry. He feels so deeply loved and protected by Mateo.



Shane swallows, his throat tight in a way he doesn’t try to fix. He looks at Mateo for a second, really looks at him, like he’s trying to hold onto something he doesn’t have a name for yet. “Je sais pas ce que j’ai fait pour te mériter.. mais tabarnak, je te garde tellement proche de moi. Je tombe en amour avec toi, mon beau soleil.”
Mateo smiles, like he can understand just enough of what Shane is trying to say, or maybe he can feel it. “Siempre quiero que te sientas seguro conmigo.. protegido. Tú eres mi rey. Me importas muchísimo.. de verdad. Nadie se compara a ti.”
Shane stares at his blue eyes, twinkling at him. He wants to get lost in those eyes forever. He doesn’t know what Mateo says, but it gives him full-body chills either way.
He is about to get lost in this phone call again, but he can’t, because he wants to call Ilya, and if he doesn’t do it soon, he will lose his nerve.

“I am counting down the days until I see you, five more sleeps,” Shane says, smiling so big.

“Five more sleeps, mi amor,” he says, then continues, “Go call Rozanov, and Shane?”

“Yes,” Shane replies quickly.

“Give him the benefit of the doubt. I mean, I know you always do, but be patient, his walls are high.”



Shane realizes how often Mateo fiercely defends Ilya, even when he doesn’t need to or shouldn’t want to. He sometimes thinks there is more to Mateo and Ilya’s story than he seems to want to share with Shane. But Shane knows if Mateo isn’t telling him something, it is for good reasons.
“I will, goodnight sleepyhead.”

“Goodnight, mi rey.”





####





Shane hangs up, his chest still warm from the conversation.

From how easy it is with Mateo, from the way he doesn’t feel threatened by Shane wanting, almost needing, to talk to Ilya.



He has been telling himself for a week not to call. He has physically stopped himself more times than he can count, but for some reason, even with all these incredible connections he’s building, he still just wants to hear a Russian accent right now.

He wants Ilya to say something dirty to him, or make a joke that pisses him off, or simply hear him say Hollander.
He remembers what Mateo said: to be open, to be kind, to come in with good intentions.

He walks into his living room and sits down on his couch.

He finds Lily in his contacts and presses the call button before he can stop himself.





December 10th

Boston

Ilya POV
Ilya is lying in bed. His hookup from last night left only a few hours ago.

She wanted to stay and cuddle and talk all day, and Ilya was just counting the hours until she finally gave up and left.
Ilya tries to be a nice lover. He tries to give them whatever he thinks they want or need.

If they want to sleep over, fine, they can sleep over.

If they want to talk, fine, they can talk.

If they want him to cook them breakfast, fine, he will cook them breakfast.
He is accommodating enough, but today he woke up exhausted.

They have been playing back-to-backs on the road, and yesterday was their first home game in 10 days.
He wants to bed rot, watch an action movie way too loud, and endlessly scroll online.

Marly promised him that because they missed the last two weeks of visiting the animal shelter, they could go tomorrow on their day off.
He has been having sex, a lot of it.

Since his five-day dry spell, he has been hooking up with someone new every night, besides tonight and the night a few weeks ago when Marlow came over and the FaceTime incident happened.



He hasn’t thought about it much. What was the point? It happened.

It was entirely his own fault that he was privy to any of it.
It was an early evening on a Monday, and they had been at Ilya’s place hanging out, talking shit, and watching a movie, something very typical for them.



Cliff had been itching to talk to Shane since the TMZ article came out and the paparazzi caught Shane and Mateo in a car holding hands, swarming them and needing to be rescued by the Metros and Red Wings two days prior, but Shane wasn’t really answering.



He had been texting him a lot and finally got a reply that morning, but when he went to phone him, his phone had been off.

He kept saying he wanted to leave soon to try to FaceTime Shane, but Ilya was bored and wanted Marlow to stay.
They hang out most days. Ilya enjoys his company no matter how much he annoys him.

Ilya insisted he stay and watch a movie, even stay in his spare room, which they tended to do often enough when nights ran late because they lived thirty minutes apart.



It was entirely common for them to go to a club after a home game and then crash at whoever’s house was closer to the club they chose that night, even if it meant bringing a hookup home to the other person’s place.
Last week, they had sex with a supermodel named Leandra.

They enjoyed sharing women.

Ilya enjoyed watching Cliff fuck someone.

He never tried to hide the glances. Cliff was hot.
But he was also his best friend, and he didn’t want to ruin that, so he never thought about going further than sharing someone else.
So on that night, Ilya convinced Cliff to stay. He told him he would probably fall asleep not long into the movie, and then he could call Shane.
When they put on a movie, Ilya could see Marlow’s attention pulled elsewhere.

His knee was bouncing, and he was agitated, clearly wanting to talk to Shane, so Ilya pretended to fall asleep.

He thought Marlow would just go in the other room to do the FaceTime and come back after, so they could hang out more.
Ilya should have known better because Marlow, who was already comfortable in his favourite spot on Ilya’s couch when the movie started and never reads social cues unless he is actively trying, called Shane with Ilya “sleeping” right beside him.
Ilya listened.

He listened to the tone in Shane’s voice at the beginning of the call, sounding low-energy.

He listened to Mateo in the background, saying he had a bath ready for him and was going to carry him there, not performing because he didn’t know Shane was on the phone with anyone.

There was so much domesticity in it.



He sat and listened to Shane hiding something from Cliff, or trying to change the subject, even though he wasn’t sure if Cliff picked up on that.
Then he heard Shane ease into the conversation, two men openly obsessing over him and praising him, while Shane, being the praise slut he is, fell into rhythm until he was moaning, saying filthy things, and enjoying himself too much.
Ilya listened, not really able to connect this version of Shane.

He listened to the way Shane seemed to get hornier the more attention was on him.

The more Mateo and Marlow played into this bullshit, about sharing him and sharing details about him, the more responsive Shane seemed to get.
Ilya spent multiple minutes listening to Shane explain in great detail how he was going to suck Marly’s cock, how he wanted Marly to eat out his ass, and how he wanted to try a new position with Marly that he thought would work well with his height.

He could hear Shane being kissed by Mateo and Cliff moaning out at the sight.
Shane started talking about Cliff’s dick entering him, and Ilya’s eyes snapped open because Shane sounded so hot, so confident and in control of both men, and Ilya couldn’t help it.

He wanted to see if he could sneak a glance at him right then.
At this point, he just felt disgusted and irritated by Shane, yet slightly turned on.

But really, what the fuck was actually wrong with him?

When did he become so desperate and nasty?
He was used up and proud about it.

It wasn’t attractive. It was fucking gross.

And yet, he still couldn’t help wanting to sneak a peek.
From the angle Marly was holding his phone, he could barely see anything, so he sat up just a bit, and Cliff noticed him almost immediately.
Shane froze, and Mateo ended the call, and all Ilya could think was, “Good, you are weird for this, you should freeze and feel awkward. You’re nasty.”
It wasn’t a nice thought, but his feelings towards Shane right now were not nice.

He doubted Shane even thought about him either. He’d been too busy letting every single person Ilya worked with run a train on him.
He kind of hated him.

Sleeping around the way he was, it was dirty.

He didn’t know where these men had been, who they had touched.
Cliff had mentioned a few times that maybe the three of them should sleep together.

Ilya thought about it, but didn’t think he wanted to.

He didn’t need to see Shane naked and being fucked by probably the twentieth dick that had entered him that week.
If he did join it, it would be purely out of spite.

A hate fuck.

A pity fuck, since Cliff seemed so keen on getting to “share Shane the way Mateo does.”

Ilya wondered if Cliff realized how fucking pathetic that sounded.
But he hadn’t thought about it much.

Today was the first day he had thought about him in a week.
He had been too busy with other women, his team, winning, road trips, and calls with Svetlana.

He had even met a girl he was kind of into, Lainey.

He was going to take her on a date next week.
She was beautiful.

Long brown hair, gigantic tits, green eyes, tattoos, and freckles.

They met the other day when Ilya was getting his morning coffee.

They stopped and talked for a while in the café, and Ilya thought about asking her to come back to his place, but instead heard himself asking her out.

He was excited to go on the date with her.

She was smart and very witty.

She was also a second-generation Russian, meaning her first language, even though she admitted she didn’t speak it much anymore, was Russian.
So yeah, Ilya was content, happy even. He had good things happening for him. His team was doing great this year, not the Metros great, but what was happening with them was unnatural for the sport.
He was having lots of sex, he had met a cool girl, and he was going to the animal shelter tomorrow.

Things were good.



Then his phone rang.
Jane
What the fuck does he want? He hasn’t talked to Shane in weeks, and he wasn’t planning to anytime soon.

He thinks about not picking it up, but he can’t help himself, so he answers.

“Hollander.”


####





Shane POV



“Hollander,” Ilya says in a way that sounds completely unbothered.

Shane lets out a deep breath. “Ilya, hi.”

There is a pause before Ilya says, “What do you want?”
Shane called for a reason, and he needs to stick to it and be honest, no matter the outcome.

“I miss you,” Shane says, like it’s the simplest thing in the world, because in the moment it is.

“Okay,” Ilya replies, his tone cold.



Shane pushes through anyway. “I just thought maybe we could talk.”

“About what?”

“I don’t know, we can talk about anything. How’s your week been?” Shane asks.

“Hollander, I’m very tired. What do you fucking want?” Ilya says, his tone clipped.

“I told you, I just wanted to talk,” Shane replies, trying to keep his voice even.

“We don’t talk,” Ilya says.

“But we could,” Shane replies.
“No, thank you,” Ilya says, before adding, “Do you want to touch yourself?”

Shane feels his cock twitch. “Do you want me to?”

There is silence for a moment before Ilya exhales, and Shane can picture him scrunching his nose. “Yes, I want you to touch yourself. I want you to FaceTime me and show me.”
Every instinct in Shane’s body is telling him to listen to Ilya’s instructions.

For years, all he did was wait for any instruction from him, just to feel happy.

But this isn’t why he called. He could get sex from anyone. He wants to see if he can get something specific from Ilya right now.
“Okay,” Shane says. “I will.” Then he goes quiet for a moment before adding, “After we talk a bit.”
Shane can hear the energy change through the phone before Ilya says anything.

Then, in a mean tone, he says, “What the fuck is this?” Then, in a crueller tone, he continues, “Okay, let’s talk. Tell me about all the sex you’ve been having.”
Shane isn’t sure if he really wants to know, or if this is some social cue of Ilya’s that he isn’t picking up.

He has come to realize, after how straightforward a lot of his connections are, how much time he spent trying to decode Ilya.

“I don’t know if you’re being serious or not,” Shane finally says.
“I know you like sharing details, so how many people?” Ilya isn’t even trying to hide the nastiness in his tone anymore, and it throws Shane off.

“I want to talk about you. I want to see how you’re doing and what’s new in your life,” Shane says, trying to steer the conversation back.
“You’ve never asked me what’s new in my life,” Ilya says.

“Well, that’s not actually true. I have tried many times to learn more about you. It’s not like you ever asked me about anything, either. But I would like to know now,” Shane says.
“Is this how you talk with the other men?” Ilya asks, with a low chuckle.

“Yes, actually. I text with them, and I talk on the phone. I FaceTime with them all the time, honestly, sometimes daily.”
“So you want me to be the same as all your boyfriends?” Ilya asks.

Shane thinks about it for a second before answering honestly. “No, Ilya, you’re different than them.”

“Different how?” Ilya asks. His tone is still mean.

“You know,” Shane says, not wanting to tell the truth because he feels like Ilya will use it against him.

“Tell me,” Ilya insists.
“Maybe another time, when you are calmer.”
That is when he gets a beep and looks at his phone. An incoming call from Elijah. He planned to call him today, but just hadn’t gotten around to it. He needs to let him know he will call him in a bit.


####


Ilya POV
He is being the world’s biggest asshole, and he knows it.

Shane is trying to give him another opportunity, again.

Shane has been the one reaching out for the last two months.
Even with the phone call where he was upset with Ilya, even with the texts after the article dropped, Shane kept giving him openings, and Ilya didn’t try hard enough.

Right now, Shane is trying.

But Ilya really does think he hates him.

He can’t even hide the contempt in his voice.
Calmer? Who the fuck does Shane think he is?
The line goes silent after that, and he realizes he hasn’t responded to Shane. Before he can, Shane says, “Shit, hold on. I have an incoming call. I’ll be right back. Please wait.”
Before Ilya can say anything, he hears Shane switch calls.

He waits there, anger building inside him.

Did he put him on hold for one of his men? Is it fucking Mateo or Carter fucking Vaughn?

For all his luck, it’s probably Marly.
He is on hold for a long time, maybe five minutes.

Maybe longer.

The feeling builds every second he waits.

He’s just about to hang up when Shane comes back.

“Hi, sorry.” Shane seems calm again. He doesn’t have the same anxiety in his tone that Ilya heard building as the call went on.
“Who was that?” Ilya hears himself ask before he can stop himself.

“A friend,” Shane says simply.

“What kind of friend?” Ilya asks.

“A good friend.”

“A friend who fucks you?”
“Um.” That’s all Shane says before Ilya interrupts.

“Yes or no, simple question, Hollander.”
Shane takes a deep breath through the phone, his breath shaking as he lets it out before saying, “I just wanted to talk to you. I wanted to see how you were doing. I wanted to know why you ignored me when you came to Montreal. I wanted to know how you’ve been feeling since our argument on the phone, or since all these articles have come out, and the online speculation has been weird. I wanted to know if you were mad at me after that FaceTime.”
Shane says it all so fast but matter-of-factly. His words stumble over each other, and Ilya thinks about telling him he is saying too many English words too quickly, but he got enough of it to understand what Shane was trying to say.
Shane is checking in. He wants to make sure his actions haven’t hurt Ilya. He wants to regroup and see if what is happening is fixable.
But it isn’t. Ilya doesn’t want to fix it.
“Hollander, we hooked up once in a while for a few years. We got together, we fucked, it was simple. Now you’re getting run through, and I’m kind of over it. Not really interested anymore. You have Marlow for when you’re in Boston, as I’m sure you have someone when you are in most cities.”
The words are cruel. Ilya knows that. He knows Shane is probably hurting right now, and the hurt part of him thinks, good.

The other part of him that doesn’t want to hurt Shane ever wants to immediately retract.

But he wants Shane to stay away. He doesn’t want him to keep reaching out and trying. Well, he does.

He wants Hollander to never stop trying, but that is just a small part of him. The bigger part wants him to leave him alone so Ilya can move on to Lainey, or someone new.
Shane is silent for a long time, and Ilya thinks for a second he might have hung up, and if he did, who could blame him?
But instead, Shane’s next answer surprises him. “Do you want me to stop seeing Marlow? Does it bother you, because I can st-”

Before Shane can finish, Ilya cuts him off, “No, I really don’t care, he seems into it. I’m happy my best friend can get his dick wet. Honestly, I would kind of prefer it if you just leave me alone.”
Don’t leave me alone, don’t leave me alone, don’t leave me alone. Ilya’s brain starts saying on repeat.



Ilya feels like he just stabbed himself with his own knife.

The silence lingers in a way that makes Ilya’s skin itch.
For the first time in this whole conversation, Shane’s tone changes completely. Ilya thinks maybe he is crying.
“I can’t believe you’re talking down to me about being run through. I cannot believe you have the fucking audacity to say anything like this to me,” Shane starts, “But yeah, I finally fucking get it now. I’m not playing these fucking games with you anymore, Rozanov, I’m done. I won’t call, I won’t text. I will leave you alone, and you will leave me alone.”

And just to turn the knife, Shane adds, “Goodnight.”
Ilya instantly regrets everything after he hears the hurt in Shane’s tone.

But he shouldn’t have said it, because it was meant to hurt. Why does he keep making this worse?
“Hollander,” he tries to say in almost a pleading tone.

“No, seriously, Ilya, you’re honestly a mean and hateful person. The shit you say to me isn’t okay. Grow up.”
The words cut because they are the truth. It isn’t okay to speak to someone you care about like this. But this is how the people in his life who are supposed to care about him speak to him. And he hates it. It hurts every time, and now he is inflicting it on the person he wants to hurt the least.
He tries once more. “Hollander.”

Shane’s voice is almost at a whisper now, it sounds completely drained. “No, Ilya, I’m done. I’m blocking your number. This is done.”
And Shane hangs up.
Ilya sits in his bed completely still. His mind and body were completely numb and empty.



Shane is going to be in Boston in ten days.

He could have been in this bed with Ilya then.

He could have kissed him everywhere.

He could have talked to him.

He could have opened up to him.

He could have let him spend the night.

He could have made love to him.

He could have given himself to him.
He could have, he could have, he could have, he could have.
He is not going to. He is going to stop playing this cat and mouse game, he is going to take Lainey out and move on, he is not going to go to the bar with him and Marlow after the game, even if Marly begs.

He is done with Shane Hollander. He doesn’t want him. He doesn’t. He is disgusted by him.
Ilya gets dressed and calls Marlow to meet him at the club.
Three hours later, they are back at Ilya’s with Amara, fucking her together.

Ilya watches Marlow as he fucks this girl, her mouth around Ilya’s cock.

Marlow knows how to fuck. He is sure Shane likes it, he probably screams out all sorts of profanities.

He probably looks so pretty with his lips wrapped around Marlow’s big dick.





####





Shane POV
Shane hangs up the phone and falls to the ground in his living room and sobs.

He has tried.

He has tried and tried and tried again.

He has so many beautiful connections with people who love him and respect him, and see him and fuel him.

People who want the best for him and don’t judge him.
Ilya, well, whatever he thought Ilya was, he was very wrong.

Even with a lack of conversation and mostly just sex, in the moments they were together, Ilya made him feel cared about, checked on, desired and special.

He thought Ilya was a giving person, a gentle person, a thoughtful and compassionate person.



Ilya is nothing like he thought he was.

Ilya is a disappointment.


####



Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously invested, here to stay)

Carter Vaughn: New York (recent diagnosis, not coping well)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience, still worshipping)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)

Troy Barrett: Toronto (handled with care, confusing outcome)

Julian Moreau: Vancouver (one-day boyfriend, would try again)
 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    This was one of the first conversations I wrote for this fic, and I’ve been sitting on it for a long time.

I tend to build scenes a little backwards.
I have aphantasia, so I don’t see things play out visually in my head.
What usually comes first is either dialogue, internal feelings, or somatic feelings.
The rhythm of how people speak to each other, the things they say and don’t say.
Then I go back in and build the physical world around it, the movement, the space, the body, everything that makes it feel real.

Except for the sex scenes, which tend to pour out of me like a demon is exorcising me, I cannot fully explain it. I go into another dimension for those, me and my sick, horny little mind.

But all of this is to say, this conversation has existed, in some form, since almost the very beginning.

I know this chapter is going to bring up a lot of feelings. It’s meant to.

IIlya is being deeply hypocritical and mean when it comes to Shane’s current sex life, and somewhere in the back of his mind, he knows that. He’s just doing a lot right now to convince himself it’s justified.

Everyone has different attachment styles. I would say Ilya (in my mind) has a disorganized attachment.
He goes between avoidant and anxious. He is always in self-protection mode.
He gives pieces of himself and then pulls away the second anything gets too real.
He wants to connect, he wants desperately for people to stay. He is vulnerable and terrified.

I relate to Ilya so deeply, which is why I sometimes take accusations of hating him too personally.
Because even though I write this fic as someone with AuDHD, and also went through a hypersexual hyperfixated slut phase in my younger days, and I relate to Shane’s character so much, I also deeply see myself in Ilya.

From his family dynamics, to his fear of abandonment, to his clear CPTSD and depression, to his beautiful heart, he hides behind layers and layers.

I am never trying to punish him. I know it may seem at times like I blame him for the dynamic between him and Shane, but I don’t. I don’t blame either of them.

It is not Ilya’s fault that he is the way he is.
He doesn’t know how to communicate what he wants and needs, and he doesn’t trust people to care about him the way he cares about them, so he challenges them.
He has done the best with what he was given, and his toolbox for regulation is small.

But it is also not Shane’s fault at all that he is hurt by Ilya’s actions.
Shane is not a mind reader. He is actually quite the opposite. He struggles when things aren’t literally presented.

In this fic, it is shown many times that he is listening to his gut instead of Ilya’s words and trying again and again and again to fix it.
But it gets to a point where Shane needs to do what is best for him.

He is in his healing era.
Ilya will eventually find reasons to hopefully start his own healing.
His words against Shane are cruel. His heart is not.

No matter how much they want to stay away or say they are done, they can’t help but gravitate back to each other.

As for Mateo, there is more to unpack between him and Ilya in the future. There are reasons he is very loyal and protective of Ilya that maybe Ilya doesn’t even know.

I love Mateo deeply, like, that is my fucking baby, you don’t understand!!!

I kind of detoured to start writing the Boston chapters, so I need to backtrack and work on Chicago (Elijah), Detroit (Mateo), and whatever else is happening between this chapter and then.

I always try to take time away, but I am just as obsessed as you guys.
I have succumbed to the fact that I will probably not rest until I finish this. It literally never leaves my brain.

I’m not going to walk anyone through how to feel about this chapter. I know it was hard.
The boundary is still set on how that gets expressed here.
Feel your feelings, in good faith. If you don’t have anything nice to say, don’t say anything at all.
You are always free to step away from this fic if it no longer feels right for you, and you don’t have to announce your departure.

Thank you for every single kind word, every kudos, and everyone who shares this fic with others. It genuinely means so much to me.

I had a Twitter, but I made a new one just for my fics,
@MisplacedMeta4
Follow me there, and I’ll follow back. ONLY NICE PEOPLE.

Let’s chat. I’ll probably make a thread soon if I can figure out how to do it without attaching an Instagram, because I am OBSESSED with you guys and laugh constantly reading your posts.

And speaking of that.. to the person who accidentally sent this fic to their child’s school's office email, I am sending you thoughts and prayers 🥺🫠💖

Love you, my horny, angsty little sluts.


  


      

  












      Chapter 21: I am the biggest bottom to ever bottom
  



    Chapter Notes

      TW: mentions of suicide.

Before I start my usual author’s note, I received this comment on my last chapter:
“Want to see Ilya attempted to commit suicide so Shane realizes how hard it is for Ilya to be open like him. FAFO for Shane.”

I want to say this clearly: this kind of thing is absolutely not welcome in my comment section moving forward.
This is deeply problematic and honestly disgusting.

This story does not contain suicide, and I would NEVER have someone end their life to “punish” someone else.
It is also not Shane’s responsibility to carry or fix Ilya’s trauma.

We, as readers, know what Ilya has gone through. Shane does not, because Ilya doesn’t let him in.
Even if he did, it is NEVER anyone’s responsibility to take abuse because someone has gone through horrible things.

At this point in my fic, this version of Ilya is repeatedly verbally abusing Shane.
We understand where his heart is, but Shane does not.

He does NOT need to allow someone to talk to him this way after multiple chances.
Shane has shown compassion, grace, forgiveness, and patience.

I will be blocking people if they leave comments like this.
Shane did not FAFO. He is trying to move on from an ex.
Use critical thinking.

Content warning: complete worship and devotion towards a best friend’s cock.
It is about to get pretty kinky in here for a bit.

This chapter is long, it has a lot of moving parts, most of them are in Shane’s ass.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously invested, here to stay)

Carter Vaughn: New York (recent diagnosis, not coping well)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience, still worshipping)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)

Troy Barrett: Toronto (handled with care, confusing outcome)

Julian Moreau: Vancouver (one-day boyfriend, would try again)

see end for updates



####



Dec 11, 2014

Away vs Philadelphia Forge

Montreal 6 – Philadelphia 3

31–0



####



December 12th, 2014

Montreal

Shane POV



Shane had felt disgusting, sick to his stomach, since his conversation with Ilya two nights ago.

He keeps replaying it in his head, over and over, the same lines catching and looping before he can get past them, like something his brain is stuck on and won’t let go, no matter how many times he runs it back.



He had to text Elijah back to let him know he couldn’t call anymore, because even though he knew Elijah would be a safe space to cry, he didn’t want to put that on him right now.



He went and showered, scrubbing his body until it was raw and sore.

He vomited, then felt gross, so he showered again, scrubbing his body once more, pressing harder the second time, like there was something he missed the first pass, something he could still get rid of if he just kept going.
The parts of him that used to need control to get through the day were coming back, creeping in before he could catch them.

His hands don’t stop when the water turns off.

His skin stings under his palms, already rubbed raw, already clean, but he keeps going, dragging his hands over the same spots like he missed something the first time.



When he gets out of the shower, he goes to stand by his vanity, looking at himself in the mirror.

His stomach turns again, hard enough that he has to grip the counter, his fingers digging into the edge.



He swallows, his throat burning around it. The taste is still there, sour at the back of his mouth, like it never left.

He is clenching his jaw until it aches, teeth pressed together, grinding.



His neck feels stiff, a dull pulse building behind his eyes that won’t stop.

He tries to stand still, just stand there looking at himself in the mirror, do nothing, let it pass.
But his fingers start moving again, tapping, gripping, reaching for something, anything, like if he keeps his hands busy, he won’t have to feel the rest of it.

“Snap out of it,” he says to himself in the mirror. “Do not let him do this to you. You are in control of your body. Your body is not in control of you.”
He couldn’t let that happen. He couldn’t let himself fall back into the same self-destructing patterns he used to call discipline. Not for this.





####




He takes the anger and the sadness with him into the game against Philadelphia.

This was the 5th game in December, and he scored a hat-trick. His original goal was 15 this month, but he didn’t account for the bye week.

He only has four more games in December, so his new goal is 8. Is it possible? Maybe. Maybe not.



All he knows is he is doing everything he can to keep his mind off Ilya and the things he said to him. He skates harder. Pushes himself more on the ice. Doesn’t give himself a second to think. He lets his body take over, so there isn’t room for anything else.



He spent so many years feeling that kind of shame, and he refuses to allow Ilya to take away his enjoyment in his sexual exploration. He refuses to let him make him feel disgust in himself.
He isn’t disgusting. He knows that. He refuses to let anything rewrite it. The men he is sleeping with sure don’t think so, and Shane doesn’t think so either.
He is hot. He is empowered.

He is compassionate and giving to the people he sleeps with.

He takes his time with them. Gets to know them. Makes sure they feel just as good as he does, before, during, and after.
He is not disgusting, he is not run through.



Besides Ilya, he has only had penetrative sex with five other men. He made out with two men in a bar. Kissed Troy Barrett a little. Dry humped and had oral sex with Vaughnny.
For a twenty-three-year-old man, that’s mild.

Every man he has hooked up with has had more sexual partners than he has. He knows that.
But he needed to get back in control of his mind and his body. Each moment that passed, he could feel himself losing it in a way that didn’t feel good. He wanted to find a way to come back into himself and lose control in a way that did.
So he called J.J. and asked him to come over. He told him he needed to be fucked until his brain was completely turned off, until all he could think about was his dick, and an hour later, he was at his door.


####





J.J. seemed to take the invitation and what Shane needed very seriously.



The moment he entered his house, he started stripping Shane naked and then carried him to his bedroom, throwing him down on the bed.

“You don’t think tonight,” J.J. says, voice low, hands already moving over him like Shane doesn’t belong to himself anymore. “You just take it.”

He spends the next three hours edging Shane until he is losing his mind, begging and screaming for his dick.
He started by dragging his fingers over every inch of Shane’s body until all the hairs on his body were standing up. He kissed him everywhere unhurriedly before grabbing his cock and stroking it at a painfully slow pace.

“J.J,” Shane kept moaning out, but as soon as he was about to cum, J.J. pulled off.

J.J. leans in, voice low against his ear, “Not yet, captaine, you aren’t cumming for a long time.” He nibbles on his ear, and Shane lets out another moan.
J.J. goes down on him, wrapping his lips around Shane, looking up at him. He moves up and down slowly on Shane’s cock, using his other hand to massage his taint. The blow job goes on for what feels like forever, J.J. keeps changing the pace without warning, building it up just to pull it back, never letting Shane get used to it, switching the speed, the suction, the licks, the pressure.



Every time the rhythm gets to a place where he can cum, J.J. slows down again. “Please, J.J, fuck, please,”

By the third time he pulls back, Shane can’t tell what his body is doing anymore.

It isn’t just need, it’s confusion, like everything keeps building toward something that never arrives.
“Please what, Captaine?” J.J. murmurs. “Tell me what you want,” as he plants a soft kiss on the head of Shane’s penis.

“I want to cum, please.”

“I am not ready for you to cum yet,” J.J. says with a devilish grin. “So you’re not going to, do you understand?”

“Yes, yes, I understand. I won’t cum until you say I can.. je vais attendre, promis.”

“Good,” J.J. says, picking up the pace, lubing up his fingers and pushing two in without warning.

“Holy fuck,” Shane screams out, “J.J. I don’t know if I can hold it.” He means it, but it also doesn’t feel real anymore, like the feeling keeps resetting before it can finish.



As soon as he says it, J.J. pulls his fingers out of Shane and stays right there, close enough that Shane can still feel the heat of him, but not touching.

“J.J, oh my god,” Shane says, tears in his eyes. “What are you doing to me?”

“Are you in your head?” J.J. asks, bringing himself up towards Shane, pressing a slower kiss to his mouth.

“No, no. All I am thinking about is you, fuck J.J., you’re so fucking-” he cuts himself off, breath catching, “perfect.”

“No, Captaine,” he says, kissing him, slowly sweeping his tongue around Shane’s mouth, then pulling back, “you are perfect.” He places a kiss on Shane’s nose, then flips him over, placing Shane on his hands and knees in front of him.
He eats Shane out for the next 30 minutes, his mouth moving over him with constant variation, never staying in one place long enough for Shane to adjust.

He pushes his fingers back into Shane, and Shane is screaming, the sound tearing out of him before he can catch it. He can feel it running through his whole body.

But J.J. must notice, because he pulls his fingers out and removes his tongue from him.
“J.J., I need you to fuck me so badly, please, I am begging you.” J.J. smiles and stands up.

“Get on your knees,” J.J. says, gesturing to the floor in front of him.

Shane gets on his knees in front of J.J. and grabs his cock to put into his mouth, but J.J. pushes him off.

“No, captaine. That is not why you are on your knees.”



Shane looks up at him from under his eyelashes, panting, trying to catch his breath.

“Why am I on my knees, J.J., please tell me, I’ll do anything. I want your dick so bad, in my mouth, in my ass, on my body. I need it, I fucking need it more than anything right now.” His body is flushed, and he feels so overwhelmed and horny.
“Fuck, I love seeing you beg for my cock. You are such a needy little cock whore for my dick, you are literally obsessed, aren’t you?” he asks, holding Shane’s chin up so he has to keep looking at him. “Regarde-moi pendant que tu supplies.. j’veux voir à quel point t’es rendu dépendant de moi.”

“Stay right there,” J.J. murmurs, thumb pressing into his chin, keeping his eyes on him. “I want to see it.”
Shane is trembling, “I am such a needy cock whore, J.J., your dick is everything to me. I dream about it, it’s made me believe in things I didn’t know were possible.” Shane smiles, then adds, “J’suis prêt à tout prendre.. encore, encore, arrête pas.”



“You always tell me my cock makes you see god, that I am your religious experience,” J.J. says, grabbing Shane’s cheek and lifting his chin, Shane nodding along, quick, almost desperate. “Well, prove it. Pray to my cock. Worship my cock. Show me how much you want it.”



“I will do anything for your cock, J.J., please, I am begging you.” He grabs J.J.’s dick and plants kisses along it, talking directly to it, “You’re my religion. I will pray to you each night. I will do anything for you. I am devoted to you. I surrender myself to you.”
He takes J.J. into his mouth, deep throating him while stroking him with his other hand. He pulls off just long enough to say, “I am devoted to you,” then takes him back in, only to come off again, “I have surrendered myself to your cock.” Then he looks up at J.J. one more time, “J.J., I am begging you, on my knees, I am devoted to your cock, I surrender myself fully to it, I worship it, please.. please.. fuck me. I am so needy.”
J.J. pulls Shane up and throws him onto the bed, on his back. He climbs over him, putting a condom and some lube on before he enters Shane, and starts moving inside him at such a slow pace that it makes Shane feel every inch of it.



They are making out, J.J. kissing along his body, his voice low in his ear as he says, “Regarde comment tu me prends.. t’es fait pour ça.” “You are such a good captaine, Mr. Hat trick himself, so undeniable on the ice and so perfect for me in bed.” “My cock is so devoted to you. You feel so fucking good.” Shane moans out at all the praise.

It hits somewhere deeper than the rest of it, not just the words, the way J.J. is saying them like he means every part of it.
They fuck for what feels like forever, J.J. hitting the right spot every time, so deeply in his body it’s almost unbearable. “Can I please cum, J.J.?”

“Yes, baby. vas-y, mon beau,” he says, pulling him back in for a slow kiss, wrapping his hand around Shane, stroking him slowly.
Shane cums screaming out, “oh my god. tabarnak.. oh fuck-” For a second, everything disappears.

No voice, no thought, just the feeling crashing through him all at once.



J.J. leans over while still inside him, bringing his mouth near Shane’s cock, catching most of the load in his mouth. He comes back up and pushes Shane’s mouth open with his finger, spitting some of his cum in, getting it over Shane’s lips and into his mouth. Shane swallows, staring at J.J., who then swallows the rest of what is in his own mouth before licking Shane’s lips for what didn’t make its way inside. “You are so fucking delicious, captaine,” he says.



Shane realizes J.J. didn’t cum yet, and that is when J.J. picks him up and pins him against the wall. “I am not done fucking you.”
Shane should be done, he knows that somewhere in the back of his mind, but his body keeps reaching for more anyway. He needs it.

“Holy shit,” is all Shane says, before nodding, and J.J. is back in him, fucking him up against the wall, his hands holding Shane up by his ass, moving fast,

“I am going to fuck you all night, and make you cum again and again until you can’t anymore.”



“Please, J.J., please.” His cock is rubbing against J.J.’s belly every time he thrusts, and the friction is making Shane go absolutely crazy. “Fuck, I love you, holy shit,” Shane says, the words slipping out before he can catch them, his body chasing the feeling more than the meaning. He doesn’t even care how it sounds, as he is getting fucked so right by his best friend.
Ten minutes later, Shane comes again, all over his stomach. His whole body is almost convulsing when J.J. brings him back onto the bed and turns him on his hands and knees and pushes into him once more.



“captaine, are you still doing okay?” he says, holding Shane up under his stomach with his hand, keeping him steady on his knees. “Please, J.J., don’t stop, never stop, fuck me forever,” Shane says, his throat getting more raw. “You want me to fuck you forever, captaine?”

“I want you to fuck me in every city. Don’t stop. I don’t care how long it takes, just don’t stop.”

“Fuck me in public, I don’t care. You can’t get into trouble for worshipping in public,” Shane says, into the mattress.

J.J. just laughs and fucks him harder.
He doesn’t know how J.J. has not cum yet. This has been the most intense sex of Shane’s life.



He has cum twice, hard. J.J. is moving between fucking him hard and fucking him softly, and Shane feels it everywhere and nowhere, his body flooded with pleasure but also starting to get a little sore, he doesn’t care, though, he wishes J.J. really could fuck him forever. Nothing in the world feels better than this moment.



He doesn’t even realize when he cums again, it happens before he can catch it, like his body decided without him. He has just cum completely hands-free after already cumming twice.
They both drop onto the bed, panting, and J.J. pulls him back into a slow kiss. “Three times, captaine, you’re such a good boy. So fucking desperate for me.”

All Shane can say is, “again.”
J.J. looks surprised, “Again?”

“Yes, again, you haven’t cum.”



Shane kisses J.J. again before getting on top of him, placing his dick back inside him and riding him slowly.

“Now it’s time for me to take care of you,” Shane says.



He places a hand on J.J.’s chest and feels J.J.’s hands grip around his ass as he starts moving.

Shane so badly wants to ride him well, but everything in him is giving out.

J.J. slowly flips him around, coming back on top of Shane before pushing into him deeper now that he is on top.
He brings his lips back down to Shane’s and kisses him.

Every slow thrust hits Shane in exactly the right spot. “You are such a good boy for me, Shane,” J.J. says into his ear.



“I love you so much, J.J., you feel amazing,” Shane says before adding, “I want you to live inside me.” This last time Shane comes, tears running down his face, soaked in sweat and his own dried up cum, J.J.’s body pressed against him, and barely anything actually comes out.



J.J., however, finally comes, and Shane feels proud of that.
He lies down next to Shane.

Shane feels like he can barely talk.
“Do you feel better?” J.J. asks, looking a bit concerned.

“Feel better?” Shane asks.

“Something is wrong, Shane, you’re my best friend, I know when you’re upset.”



Shane hasn’t thought about why he was upset all night, he just kisses J.J. again, before looking at J.J.’s still hard cock that is slowly going soft.

“It took you forever to finish.”

“I was so horny today, I jerked off twice. Then you called me,” J.J. admits, laughing, “plus I just wanted to make you feel good, I didn’t need to finish.”
Shane feels like he physically cannot move, every part of his body aching, but he looks at J.J. again and, with all the seriousness in the world, asks, “Can you fuck me again?”

J.J. breaks out into laughter, “You’re insane, captaine,” he says, pulling Shane into a cuddle.
Shane clings his arms and legs around him, holding on for dear life. “Can I at least suck your dick?”

Shane is still completely cock drunk for J.J.
“It will hurt you to fuck you again, and your whole body is practically jello, you cannot suck my dick.”

“Please, J.J.? I am so desperate for it.”

“Shane, your body is convulsing. Please. Let’s relax, okay. Come here.”
J.J. brings him into his bathroom shower and sits him down on the stool in it, letting him stay there while he washes him.

After he is done, he wraps Shane in a towel, sits him down on the chair in his room, and changes his sheets.

He picks out a pair of PJs from Shane’s bed, puts them on him, and then pulls him into bed, holding him close.
“You had a lot of pent-up energy, Shane. I am worried about you.” He looks at him seriously. “Are you okay?”
Now that Shane is coming out of the cock daze, Ilya’s words and tone come back up in his mind.

His body hasn’t caught up yet. He’s still coming down from being fucked like that, still jerking every few seconds.
Underneath it, something else starts coming back.
His stomach turns first, barely noticeable at the start, then stronger, the same sour pull from earlier threading its way back through him.

He adjusts in J.J.’s arms, like if he moves enough, he can get away from it, but the feeling follows.

His jaw clenches without him realizing, teeth pressing together, the same ache starting to come back. He has to remind himself to unclench.
For a second, he tries to stay where he was, to hold onto how good it felt, how empty his head had been, how easy it was.
But it doesn’t stay.
He loves having sex, and now that feeling is back, the same one he used to carry for years.

Shame for sleeping with men.



He feels his body shaking all over again. He felt so good a few minutes ago, and now it’s back, right under his skin.

He looks at J.J. and realizes he didn’t answer his question.
“No.”

“Did someone hurt you?”

“Yes.”

J.J. sits up, panic in his eyes.

“Sexually?” he asks, then adds, “Oh my god, I would have never done that if I thought-”

Shane cuts him off. “No, emotionally.” Then he adds, softer, to ease J.J.’s panic. “You were perfect tonight. You did everything right. It was exactly what I needed. Thank you.”
“Also,” Shane says, a little more clear-minded, pausing for a second before continuing. “I do love you, but in those moments, I am saying I love you to your cock, not you.”

J.J. laughs. “Yes, I know, Shane, you have an addiction, it isn’t healthy. But I am also feral for how much you love it, so we are both a little nuts.”
“Now tell me who hurt you, and I will kill them,” he says, serious now.

“That is why I am not going to tell you.”

“Mateo?” he asks, a little confused but still ready to go to war.

“Never, Mateo, he would never hurt me.”



“You are falling in love with him, aren’t you?” he asks.

“Yeah, I am. He is perfect, isn’t he? I mean, not perfect, no one is perfect.”

“Perfect for you, though, I think,” J.J. says. “I didn’t understand it at first, but the more time I have spent with him and talked with him, I get it. You guys make sense. Like, really make sense. He lets you be unabashedly you, and you seem to bring out something really good in him, too.”
“I think so too. I could see myself being with him in some capacity forever.”

“That’s really sweet, captaine, let’s go to sleep.”
“Goodnight, my sweet J.J.” Then Shane moves his hand down and lightly rubs his cock. “Goodnight, my truest love.”
They fall asleep tangled in each other’s arms.

In the morning, Shane hears J.J. whisper in his ear that he is leaving and will see him at the game tonight.
Elijah isn’t coming over until after the game, so Shane decides to sleep the whole day, his body and mind both completely exhausted.


####





When Shane wakes up, his body aches in a way that almost feels like proof.

His thighs, his hips, the dull burn in his ass that comes with being pushed too far.

For a few seconds, his mind is blank.

Then it creeps back in.

Not all at once, just enough to make him feel sick again. He grabs his phone. There’s an email from Numero Netherlands. He did a photoshoot and interview a few weeks back for their Beautiful Disruptions issue.
Shane got to do the photoshoot on the ice, and he walked away from it feeling proud.
The email includes a few photos, asking him to post these online and send people to their posts for the rest.
Shane does just that, posts it, and he feels a flicker of excitement and pride thinking about how the internet is about to react.

  
  
  


  
  

A few minutes later, Numero Netherlands posts theirs.



  
  
  


  
  
  


  
  

####

@HollanderGirl

I saw Shane Hollander on the ice shirtless in a fur coat so now I’m considering going to the rink shirtless in a fur coat

❤️ 182.4K 🔁 41.2K 💬 18.7K



↳ @HockeyDad

Please do not do that.

❤️ 211.6K 🔁 52.3K 💬 12.4K
↳ @MetroManiac514

SECURITY WILL ESCORT YOU OUT IMMEDIATELY

❤️ 118.3K 🔁 29.4K 💬 9.6K

@MetroManiac514

THE SHANE HOLLANDER CHALLENGE

❤️ 301.2K 🔁 91.4K 💬 44.7K
↳ @bi_disaster

WHAT IS THE SHANE HOLLANDER CHALLENGE

❤️ 210.7K 🔁 58.2K 💬 21.1K
↳ @MetroManiac514

LOOKING PERFECT ON TOP OF A ZAMBONI AND RUINING LIVES

❤️ 387.9K 🔁 120.6K 💬 55.3K
↳ @HockeyChaos

failure rate currently at 100%, no one can top Shane Hollander

❤️ 144.8K 🔁 36.7K 💬 12.2K



↳ @MetroManiac514

... are you sure no one can top Shane Hollander? 😈

❤️ 450.9K 🔁 156.6K 💬 88.3K

@unwell4shane

why is no one talking about how perfect his lips look when he smiles

❤️ 276.5K 🔁 82.1K 💬 33.4K



↳ @PuckBunny93 I DON'T KNOW BUT WE SHOULD BE

❤️ 319.2K 🔁 97.6K 💬 41.8K



↳ @bi_disaster That smile makes my heart melt

❤️ 228.4K 🔁 64.3K 💬 25.9K



liked by @MateoAlvarez19 ✓

@HockeyChaos

this man plays professional hockey and also looks like he just walked out of a dystopian fashion campaign

❤️ 412.7K 🔁 131.2K 💬 58.6K
↳ @InternetSportsCenter

Shane Hollander this season

Goals: yes

Assists: yes

Whatever this is: also yes

❤️ 301.5K 🔁 92.4K 💬 37.2K
↳ @StatsHockey

trend line suggests continued disruption

❤️ 188.3K 🔁 51.9K 💬 19.6K

@GaySportsWatch

“he does not simply exist within his space, he expands it”

yeah okay i need a minute

❤️ 265.1K 🔁 74.3K 💬 28.1K
↳ @HockeyIsForAll

this is what it looks like when an athlete is allowed to be fully seen

❤️ 193.4K 🔁 52.8K 💬 21.7K
↳ @PuckBunny93

I AM SEEING TOO MUCH ACTUALLY (NOT COMPLAINING SHOW ME MORE)

❤️ 244.7K 🔁 71.2K 💬 30.3K

@MetroManiac514

THIS IS NOT AN ATHLETE PROFILE THIS IS POETRY AND I AM UNWELL

❤️ 358.2K 🔁 110.6K 💬 49.5K
↳ @unwell4shane

THEY SAID BEAUTIFUL DISRUPTION AND THEN DROPPED THIS

❤️ 311.4K 🔁 94.7K 💬 42.6K
↳ @HockeyChaos

the league was not prepared for this level of.. presentation

❤️ 205.9K 🔁 63.1K 💬 24.8K

@PuckBunny93

why is he dressed like a post-apocalyptic prince on ice

❤️ 402.6K 🔁 129.7K 💬 57.3K
↳ @bi_disaster

I WOULD FOLLOW HIM INTO WAR

❤️ 311.9K 🔁 97.2K 💬 41.5K
liked by @MateoAlvarez19 ✓

liked by @CliffMarlowe ✓

liked by @haydenPike35 ✓

liked by @JJBoiziau ✓

liked by @LucRoy ✓

liked by @ElijahKnots ✓
↳ @bi_disaster

UM HELLO???????

❤️ 388.4K 🔁 121.3K 💬 56.8K
↳ @bi_disaster

ALL HIS MEN JUST CLOCKED IN

❤️ 421.7K 🔁 138.9K 💬 63.5K
↳ @MetroManiac514

THEY SAID YES GENERAL

❤️ 309.2K 🔁 94.7K 💬 41.2K
↳ @Shalijah

CLOCKING IN. WHERE DO I SIGN

❤️ 276.5K 🔁 82.6K 💬 37.4K
↳ @Shaneo

THIS IS NOT A DRILL

❤️ 332.1K 🔁 101.8K 💬 48.9K
↳ @unwell4shane

I AM NOT STRONG ENOUGH FOR THIS DYNAMIC

❤️ 352.8K 🔁 110.4K 💬 48.7K

@HollanderNation

this is not a locker room this is a throne room

❤️ 276.8K 🔁 81.4K 💬 33.2K
↳ @MateoAlvarez19 ✓

This is why he is mi rey
❤️ 521.3K 🔁 182.4K 💬 94.6K
↳ @Shaneo

MATEO???????

❤️ 403.2K 🔁 121.8K 💬 66.1K
↳ @Shaneo

WE ARE EXPANDING THE LORE

❤️ 288.7K 🔁 84.9K 💬 39.8K

@OldSchoolPucks

this feels like it’s becoming more about image than sport

❤️ 9.8K 🔁 1.7K 💬 14.2K
↳ @HockeyAnalyticsGuy

he is leading the league in points

❤️ 284.3K 🔁 88.6K 💬 36.9K
↳ @HockeyDad

he scored a hat trick last night

❤️ 193.5K 🔁 52.2K 💬 18.1K

@RealHockeyTalk

i don’t understand why this is necessary. he’s a hockey player

❤️ 12.4K 🔁 2.1K 💬 19.7K
↳ @PuckBunny93

don’t be jealous that he is insanely hot and insanely talented

❤️ 301.6K 🔁 94.3K 💬 42.1K
↳ @HockeyIsForAll

athletes are allowed to exist beyond a single dimension

❤️ 188.2K 🔁 51.7K 💬 23.4K

@HockeyChaos

walking into the locker room after this drop is going to be insane

❤️ 276.9K 🔁 82.4K 💬 31.7K
↳ @JJBoiziau ✓

we are having a conversation

❤️ 403.8K 🔁 121.6K 💬 58.2K
↳ @HaydenPike35 ✓

no we are not

❤️ 388.2K 🔁 117.3K 💬 54.9K



@LucRoy ✓

it was cold

❤️ 189.2K 🔁 51.3K 💬 22.1K

liked by @shane_hollander24 ✓
↳ @shane_hollander24 ✓

hi my babies

❤️ 512.6K 🔁 168.4K 💬 79.3K
↳ @ShaydenIsReal

BABIES???????

❤️ 347.6K 🔁 109.2K 💬 52.1K
↳ @JJane

HE JUST CALLED THE LOCKER ROOM BABIES I AM UNWELL

❤️ 401.3K 🔁 128.4K 💬 60.7K
↳ @ShaydenIsReal

WHO IS INCLUDED IN BABIES. I NEED A LIST.

❤️ 289.7K 🔁 87.6K 💬 39.4K
↳ @JJane

ROLL CALL. SOUND OFF.

❤️ 318.5K 🔁 96.3K 💬 44.2K
↳ @MetroManiac514

THIS IS A HR NIGHTMARE

❤️ 226.4K 🔁 61.8K 💬 22.7K
liked by @HaydenPike35✓

liked by @JJBoiziau ✓

@QueerHockeyGirl

he came out and then immediately started bending the entire league’s reality

❤️ 347.6K 🔁 104.2K 💬 46.3K
↳ @bi_disaster

every man in the nhl just got a notification and doesn’t know why

❤️ 388.9K 🔁 119.7K 💬 52.8K
↳ @PuckBunny93

THE SIREN ALLEGATIONS ARE GETTING HARDER TO IGNORE

❤️ 301.8K 🔁 91.3K 💬 40.7K

@InternetSportsCenter

advanced stats are now tracking aura

❤️ 309.2K 🔁 93.7K 💬 38.5K
↳ @HockeyAnalyticsGuy

expected goals vs expected sexual confusion

❤️ 421.5K 🔁 136.8K 💬 60.9K
↳ @StatsHockey

model currently unstable

❤️ 205.7K 🔁 58.1K 💬 22.4K

@MetroManiac514

WHY IS HE ON A ZAMBONI LIKE IT’S A VILLAIN ORIGIN STORY

❤️ 387.1K 🔁 118.3K 💬 53.6K
↳ @PuckBunny93

this is the most powerful anyone has ever looked on a zamboni

❤️ 441.6K 🔁 139.5K 💬 61.4K
↳ @HockeyDad

it’s for cleaning the ice

❤️ 198.4K 🔁 47.2K 💬 21.1K

@HockeyChaos

tmz is going to have a field day with this

❤️ 198.3K 🔁 54.7K 💬 21.6K
↳ @PuckBunny93

THEY ARE GOING TO WRITE ARTICLES ABOUT HIS FACE LIKE IT’S A NATIONAL EVENT

❤️ 347.8K 🔁 112.4K 💬 49.3K
↳ @unwell4shane

fanfiction writers just fell to their knees

❤️ 421.7K 🔁 138.6K 💬 63.2K
↳ @bi_disaster

AO3 IS GOING TO CRASH TONIGHT

❤️ 388.2K 🔁 121.9K 💬 56.7K
↳ @MetroManiac514

WE ARE ABOUT TO ENTER A NEW ERA

❤️ 276.5K 🔁 82.7K 💬 34.1K

@bi_disaster

this is the kind of face that ruins your life quietly

❤️ 221.4K 🔁 61.2K 💬 19.3K
liked by @CliffMarlowe ✓
↳ @Sharlow

I AM CLOCKING IN BECAUSE WHY DOES CLIFF MARLOW KEEP LIKING

❤️ 288.7K 🔁 84.1K 💬 33.6K
↳ @unwell4shane

nothing about this is quiet i am in distress

❤️ 259.3K 🔁 73.8K 💬 29.7K
↳ @MetroManiac514

THIS IS A LOUD PUBLIC EVENT

❤️ 301.6K 🔁 92.4K 💬 41.2K

@KatieStrang

There is a larger conversation happening here about visibility, control of image, and the way athletes are allowed to present themselves.

It’s worth paying attention to beyond the noise.

❤️ 42.3K 🔁 9.1K 💬 6.4K
↳ @PuckBunny93

I AM PAYING ATTENTION AND ALSO LOSING MY MIND

❤️ 389.6K 🔁 123.8K 💬 57.2K


####



Dec 13, 2014

Home vs Chicago Steelhawks

Montreal 5 – Chicago 2

32–0



####



Shane gets home from the game, and he scored another hat trick. He likes playing the Steelhawks, playing Chicago means seeing Elijah, and Shane couldn’t wait to see him.

He was spending the night and then all day tomorrow before flying home the next day separately from his team.

He went back to the hotel after the game to gather his stuff, and he was getting antsy waiting.
His mind went back to Ilya and the phone call. That is where it has been most of these past three days.
He was barely present in the locker room tonight, his anxiety about going to Boston getting worse.

But they won the game, and Shane played like he had something to prove, which he feels like he did.
Something about Ilya’s words made him feel less like a man.

Not just what he said, but what it meant, what it implied about who Shane was, what he was allowed to be.



The way he talks about Shane getting fucked, or run through, has layers of homophobia and misogyny that Shane isn’t tapped into enough to fully unpack, but he knows it’s there.



At least, that is what Amir and Charlie said on a three-way call two nights ago when he called to talk.

He needed opinions outside of his NHL roster.
He told them the story without telling them who he was talking to.

“Babes,” Amir said, in a very serious tone that threw Shane off a bit, “that is deeply homophobic. Like this dude has some deep internalized homophobia if he thinks him fucking his way around every city is normal, but you sleeping with, what, five or six guys, suddenly means you’re ‘run through’ because you’re a bottom.”
“It is actually pretty common, people like to equate a bottom with being more feminine, and the world already treats women sleeping with a few people as scandalized or slutty, but men can have as many partners as they want and it’s normalized,” Charlie adds, also very seriously.
Shane felt bad, like he had opened something he didn’t have the education or understanding to really add to.
“You are very manly, Shane, you are a jock. You are hot, and desirable, and you like to take it up the ass, who fucking cares?” Charlie says, before Amir chimes in again, “Don’t let anyone take away your sparkle.” Their voices soften after that, slipping back into something more familiar.
“It sounds like they are lashing out like a child because they are seeing you realize who the fuck you are and want to bring you back down so you can stay small, stay with them, stay in the closet you built around each other forever,” Amir adds.
“You are Shane fucking Hollander,” Charlie says, with a smile Shane can hear through his voice. “You are every gay boy and straight man’s wet dream. This guy is losing his grasp on you and having a tantrum about it. Don’t let people talk to you that way.”
Shane doesn’t say much, he just listens, letting them fill the space.

Shane left the call feeling more like himself. It was fun having a group of friends like this outside of hockey.
He didn’t block Ilya. He wants to, but he cannot close the door completely.

It makes him angry with himself.

But he is also done with him.
He isn’t going to feel bad about Marlow, because he asked Ilya twice, and both times he said he didn’t care.

He is going to listen to his words, he isn’t a mind reader. He will take the things he says at face value, as he does with everyone else in his life.
He looks at himself in the mirror.

STOP FUCKING THINKING ABOUT HIM.
He takes a deep breath, lets it out.

His whole body is filled with anxiety.
You’re gross, you’re gross, you’re gross.

The words don’t even come back fully this time. Just the feeling of them, enough to make his stomach turn again.
Then he hears a knock at his door, and he runs to answer it.


####





Shane opens the door, and Elijah is standing there, handsome as ever. Shane can feel relief wash through his whole body.

Since reconnecting with Elijah, he can never stop the feeling of pure happiness whenever he talks to him or is around him.

His anxiety was at an all-time high, and now with Elijah in front of him, he feels his shoulders loosen, his head isn’t spinning as much, and he feels more like himself.
But at the same time, he can feel himself getting too comfortable, like if Elijah said anything too specific or too knowing in the moment, he might just break open.

And Elijah always seems to know.
“Hey, you,” Shane says, staring at him with a smile before stepping out of the doorway so Elijah can come in.

“Hi,” Elijah’s smile is just as wide as Shane’s, his whole face lighting up as he walks in.



They stare at each other for another moment. Usually, Shane hates prolonged eye contact, but not with Elijah.

He knows Elijah is assessing him, trying to read his energy and take note of anything he feels like he needs to know.

That is just Elijah’s way, the way he pays attention without asking first. Shane doesn’t mind.



After Elijah lets go of eye contact, Shane watches as his eyes move over him, taking in his face, his posture, his hands.
Elijah’s head tilts before he steps in closer to Shane. “You look like you need a hug.” Then he adds, “Are you okay?”

Shane, knowing that is exactly what he needs right now, nods and steps towards Elijah, closing the distance. He knows Elijah would want verbal confirmation, though, so he says, “Yes, I do.”



“Come here,” Elijah says before he wraps him in a deep bear hug, squeezing him tight before easing the pressure slightly, one hand moving along Shane’s back while the other traces slow circles at the base of his neck. Shane grips onto Elijah’s shirt, pressing his face into his shoulder.

They stay like that for a long time, Elijah’s thumb brushing his shoulder blade, adding pressure whenever he can feel Shane’s body tense.
Shane wants to say something, but every time he tries, his breath stutters.

Shane doesn’t know when it happens, but he feels his shoulders start shaking, and then he is crying, sobbing uncontrollably.

“Hey,” Elijah says, the pressure getting a bit tighter as he leans closer, his voice low near Shane’s ear, “it’s okay, Shane, I’ve got you, you’re okay.”
Shane feels embarrassed for a moment before he remembers who he is with. He thinks about pulling back, but he has needed this release more than he knows. He realizes with complete certainty that Elijah will not force him to explain this, he will just stay with him through it, and that feels safe.
Elijah doesn’t let go, he just adjusts the pressure of the contact, keeping one hand pressed firmly against him.
When Shane finally stops crying and pulls back from Elijah’s arms a bit, Elijah keeps his hands on his shoulders, thumb still rubbing slightly as he looks at him before letting out a small laugh. “I am the one who lost today, Mr. Hat trick. I think you should be comforting me.”
Shane laughs too. He rubs his face roughly, trying to scrub away the tears with the back of his sweater.
“Let me make you some tea,” Elijah says, already moving toward the kitchen like he knows it.

Shane follows after him, watching him push up his sleeves, opening the cupboard and finding a mug, the kettle, and then Shane’s tea selection.
“Why don’t you just come sit?” Elijah says, pointing to a chair by his island. Shane, however, pulls himself onto the island counter, sitting and watching Elijah.
Elijah glances over his shoulder, sees Shane, and smiles. “You always seem to end up on the counter watching me.”

“It’s a good view,” Shane says with a laugh.

Elijah’s body relaxes slightly when he hears Shane laugh.
Elijah hands Shane a lemon balm tea and himself a peppermint tea. They sit and drink and talk before Shane gets up to make them some dinner.

Elijah insists on helping.





####




After they are done eating, they go into the living room to watch some wrestling.
They sit on the couch next to one another. Elijah’s arm slides along the back of the couch, pulling Shane in closer without looking.

His finger drifts into Shane’s hair, playing with it absentmindedly, his eyes still on the screen. Shane leans into him automatically, his hand resting on Elijah’s forearm, his thumb rubbing against his sleeve.
They sit there laughing, watching over an hour of the episode, commenting and being lost in the magic.

Shane’s brain is quieter, his body feels lighter, and he feels more like himself again.
Shane has been thinking the same thing since they last saw each other almost two months ago, their conversation about Shane trying to top Elijah.

They had talked about it maybe once or twice on the phone since then, but unlike most of his calls or connections with people, Elijah and Shane don’t talk about sex often with one another, they usually talk about anything and everything else.
He sits up on the couch and turns his body towards him, rubbing the back of his neck.

He can feel Elijah’s eyes on him instantly, waiting to hear whatever Shane is about to say.
“I was wondering, um..” Shane starts, feeling a bit shy now, avoiding eye contact. But he takes a deep breath and moves his eyes toward Elijah, knowing that if this is something he wants, Elijah will want him to own it. “Would you still want to try me, um, topping you?”
Shane can see Elijah’s brain working, processing what Shane just asked. “Sure, I am open to that,” Elijah says.

“I am a little nervous if I am being honest,” Shane says. “I want to try, because besides women, I have never done this.”

Shane laughs to himself more than to Elijah. “I am kind of worried I won’t like it though, and I don’t want you to think it is you, if I don’t.”
Elijah looks at him, rubbing his hand on Shane’s arms before saying, “We will just take it slow. If it doesn’t feel right for you, you can just stop.”

“So you have done this before, obviously?” Shane asks him, wanting to know more about his own experience.

“Yes,” Elijah says matter-of-factly. “I would say I am pretty verse, I like both ways.”



Shane just nods, not knowing what to say.

He leans in now, cupping Shane’s cheeks in his hand and kissing him gently.

The kiss is nice. Shane leans in a bit more, slowly adding his tongue, not being too desperate or messy, just enjoying the softness of their kiss.

“Do you want to go to my bedroom?” Shane asks, standing up.

Elijah grabs his hand, and they walk there together.
 
####





They both get naked, staring at each other while the other gets undressed.

“Can I tell you something?” Elijah asks, blushing a bit.

“Obviously,” Shane says, thinking it’s so cute how Elijah always asks before saying something.

“I knew you wanted to try, so I prepped beforehand. I mean, I like foreplay and all, and we can do that if you want, like if you want to open me up more and stuff,” Elijah starts, holding Shane’s eye. “But I also thought you might get into your head, and so I thought if I prepped, you might be more excited to ease right into it.”
Shane lets out a chuckle. It is just like Elijah to think of this and come prepared.
Shane looks at his cock, hanging there, almost fully hard, and he walks towards Elijah, planting kisses on his cheek, his neck, and his pecs. “I want to suck you off, can I?”

“Mmm, yes, please,” Elijah says, moaning into Shane’s mouth as he comes back to kiss him.
That is all Shane needs to hear before he is on his knees, taking Elijah in his mouth. He feels Elijah’s hands gently wrap around his hair, not pushing him forward to deepen the blow job, just lightly drifting there. “Is this good?” Shane says, looking up under his eyelashes.

“You don’t even have to ask, Shane, you know the answer,” he says, rubbing his thumb along Shane’s forehead.
After a while, they get onto the bed and make out some more before Shane reaches into his nightstand and grabs some lube and a condom.

“Can I fuck you like this?” he asks Elijah. “With you on your back? So I can see you?”

“Mm, yes, please, I want to see you too.”
Shane kisses him once more. Whenever they kiss, he feels like Elijah’s attention is fully present on him in the moment and nowhere else. Elijah is good at that, making you feel completely seen right there with him.
He starts placing kisses on Elijah’s stomach, down to his thighs, brushing one over his dick, which twitches as he does it, before pushing Elijah’s legs up towards him. “I want a taste, may I?” Shane asks, before Elijah nods and says, “Absolutely.”
Shane brings his lips to Elijah’s ass, planting kisses before bringing his tongue to his entrance and pushing in. Elijah lets out a quiet moan, “Oh, Shane.”
Shane keeps eating him out while lubing up his finger and slowly entering two.

Elijah seems to really like it, pushing his hips down for Shane to go deeper.
Shane has come to learn that he really enjoys prepping other people, eating people out, and fingering them. Maybe that will extend over to fucking.

“You are very good at that,” Elijah says, in a quiet tone, like he is feeling everything.

“I try to do what I like,” Shane says, simply.
He puts the condom on and comes forward on top of Elijah, planting a kiss on him. “I am going to fuck you now, okay?” Shane says, kissing him again.

“Okay, and Shane?”

“Yes, Elijah.”

“Tell me if something feels off, you can stop anytime.”
Shane pushes into Elijah and the initial feeling is just pleasure. He is overwhelmed by the tightness and how good he feels inside, Elijah.

Elijah’s eyes are on Shane, his hands touching Shane anywhere they can.

They hold eye contact as Shane fucks into him.
“Is this okay?” Shane asks.

“More than okay, you feel so good inside me, wow.”
After a few minutes of thrusting, Shane realizes he is inside his head more than he usually is during sex. He can’t stop thinking about doing it “right” and making Elijah feel good.
It feels okay, it honestly feels more than okay, it doesn’t feel wrong necessarily, but something feels like it is missing. He could fuck Elijah and get off like this, but he misses having something in his ass. The missing pressure is noticeable, and he wants to power through it, but Elijah obviously notices Shane is in his head.



“Do you not like it?” Elijah asks.

“No, I do, like, holy fuck, you really feel amazing. But I feel like I am missing something.”

Elijah smiles. “You’re missing something in your own ass.”
Shane smiles and laughs, still hard inside Elijah, but no longer moving.

“Yes, seriously, this feels so much better than I thought it would. You are so hot. I could cum like this, but I keep thinking about how much better this would feel if something was inside my ass right now.”

“Well, why don’t you put something in your ass then?” Elijah says, like it is obvious.

“I mean, yeah, that is honestly a good idea, hold on,” Shane says, slowly pulling out of Elijah, making him whimper before he pulls himself back together.
Shane walks over to his drawer, grabbing his butt plug and his phone.

Mateo had given him access to the app so he could control it himself, too.
He walks back over to Elijah on the bed, and Elijah plants kisses on him.

He then proceeds to spend the next 5 minutes opening Shane up, before pushing the butt plug into Shane.
Shane turns on the continuous vibration and gets back on top of Elijah, kissing him before adding, “Thank you.”

“Of course, I want us to both enjoy.”
They continue having sex for 15 minutes.

Shane feels incredible, his cock and his ass both taken over with pleasure, thrusting into Elijah, who seems to be equally enjoying himself, hand wrapped around his own cock, stroking.
Shane doesn’t mean to have the thought, but as he watches Elijah’s cock, he can’t help but wish it were inside him instead.
Elijah must notice because he pulls Shane in by his neck and kisses him before saying, “We can switch, I’d love to fuck you.”

Shane lets out a moan at that. “Oh my god, I am so sorry, this feels so good, but I just don’t know that it is for me, I love bottoming so much.”

Elijah smiles, “I know.”
“Come here,” Elijah says, putting his hands on Shane’s waist and slowly guiding him over onto his back, landing on top of him.

They kiss for a few minutes, Elijah taking the plug out of Shane before slipping on a condom and asking, “Are you ready?” At this point, Shane is dying to be fucked, squirming on the bed, needing it.

“Please, I am ready, please fuck me.”
Elijah enters him, and they both let out a sharp breath. It feels so fucking good.

“Doing okay?” Elijah asks as he thrusts in again.

“I am doing perfect,” Shane replies under his breath.

“You feel incredible, Shane.”
Now that he is being fucked again, he can feel his body physically responding more. Every sensation feels heightened. He feels full in the best way. He is moaning out more. “Oh my god, this is amazing.”

Elijah laughs as he thrusts into him slowly again. “You are such a bottom,” he says, planting a kiss on Shane’s nose.



“I am the biggest bottom to ever bottom,” Shane says, laughing.
They fuck for a few more minutes, kissing, laughing, joking around. It feels safe and intimate. Elijah wraps his hand around Shane’s cock, and they both cum together.

“Wow,” is all Shane can say, his breath heavy as Elijah falls down next to him, also breathing fast.
Elijah goes to shower, Shane still in bed, in his head for a few moments, realizing he never wants to top again.

It felt incredible physically, the friction was good, the pleasure was good, the feeling of being inside Elijah was good, but it wasn’t the sex Shane loves.
Shane loves a dick in his ass. He loves the fullness of it.

He loves being stretched open and ripped apart, being fucked hard.

He loves the feeling of being opened up by fingers, the feeling of the first thrust in.

He loves how each dick feels slightly different inside of him.

He loves learning the puzzle for each different one.

He loves it when they hit his prostate over and over again until every sensation in his body is overloaded.
He tried, and he is happy he tried with Elijah, but it isn’t something he wants to do again.
Shane is a happy bottom. Sometimes a power bottom, sometimes submissive, sometimes both.
He thinks for a moment and laughs to himself, his gravestone will one day say:

Shane Hollander, BOTTOM.
After Elijah gets out of the shower, he tells Shane to go shower and asks where the change of sheets is.
When Shane gets out, the bed is already changed, and he gets under the covers to cuddle.

Elijah lies on his side, arm around Shane’s waist, his fingers tracing lightly along Shane’s stomach.
“I always have the best time with you,” Elijah says.

“Same here,” Shane says before adding, “You really are one of my best friends.”
They fall asleep soon after that, cuddling but not on top of each other the way Shane would sleep with Mateo, or Hayden, or J.J.

Together, while still giving each other some space.
 
####





In the morning, Shane wakes up still in his arms, and he turns over to see Elijah just waking up too, opening his eyes. They both stretch and then naturally fall back into the cuddle.



Elijah turns onto his side, his arm still across Shane, his fingers rubbing up and down his arm.

“What’s up?” Shane asks, feeling like Elijah wants to say something.



Elijah smiles, his eyes tracking Shane for a moment before saying, “I met someone.” He pauses with a smile he can’t hide before adding, “It’s very early still, but I am starting to like him.” He looks at Shane while saying it, not in any intense way, just the way Elijah always seems to give his full attention to Shane when they are together.

He waits, giving Shane room to react.
Shane hears this and doesn’t feel hurt or jealous. He just realizes Elijah has something big happening in his life, and he wants to share it with Shane.

Shane can feel, just for a quick moment, a small change in his expectations about what this is between him and Elijah.

He can feel his face scrunch for a moment, a tiny flicker of disappointment, realizing this may have been the last time they sleep together, at least for now.

It lingers for a second before he smooths it out again, so nothing shows.
Elijah, who notices everything when it comes to Shane, must see the quick expression cross Shane’s face, because his thumb brushes once along Shane’s side, letting him know he is safe in whatever he feels.

He looks at Elijah’s face, the blush still lingering and his eyes still lit up from the mention of this person, and he feels it, how happy he is for him.
“I wanted you to know,” Elijah says, not trying to manage Shane’s reaction, just giving him the information.

“Tell me about them,” Shane says.
And Elijah’s smile grows bigger, “His name is Kingsley, he is a basketball player for the Chicago Bulls.”



Shane isn’t interested in sports outside of hockey, but he does know the names of some players in different sports, especially the ones he finds attractive. Kingsley Knowles is someone who is absolutely on Shane’s radar. Specifically because when Shane came out, he reached out to him and congratulated him, telling him that he was in the closet, and watching Shane come out was very inspiring.

Kingsley Knowles was 6’8, incredibly charming and attractive, and from what Shane has seen in interviews, very silly. Perfect for Elijah.
“I know who Kingsley is. Very hot, Elijah,” Shane smiles.

“Yes, he told me he reached out to you. He also told me I could tell you about him.”

“Tell me more.”

“We met at an event a few weeks ago and have been texting and facetiming and talking a lot.”

Shane is nodding along as Elijah talks about him in great detail, completely enamoured.
“Why didn’t you tell me? We talk all the time,” Shane says.

“You know me, it takes me time to really build a connection, so I didn’t want to say anything until I thought it was worth saying.”

Shane looks at him for a moment, taking him in. “And now you think it is worth saying?”

“Yes,” Elijah says, a little shy. “We have hung out a few times, just talking.”
“We had sex last night, though,” Shane says, a little confused.

“You know, Shane Hollander, you aren’t the only one who can survive a fuck with your best friend without it having to mean more. I was horny, I am deeply attracted to you, and I feel safe with you,” Elijah says, more honestly now, brushing a finger against Shane’s cheek. “Kingsley knew I'd be here for a few days, and that we more than likely would hook up.”
Shane takes that information in, not surprised because Elijah is a very upfront person.

“I am just not there with him yet, sexually. It takes time. I was coming to Montreal, and we had these plans.”
Shane pulls him in closer, burying his head into Elijah’s chest before muttering into his skin, “Well, I am glad you gave me one more fuck before I lose you to that beautiful specimen,” Shane says, dragging out the sigh on purpose.
“You are something else,” Elijah says.

“Maybe I can join one day, I bet he could throw me around wonderfully.”

“Oh my god,” Elijah says, smacking Shane on the arm playfully. “Get up, let’s go work out. Maybe we can do some of the hot yoga I have been wanting to show you.”


####





They work out for a bit and finish it off by going into the small studio room Shane has inside his gym, cranking the heat up to do some hot yoga, which Elijah is always going on about.



Shane has to admit, he really enjoys it, and thinks about getting a membership somewhere, maybe dragging some of his teammates along.

By the end, he is a sweaty mess.



Shane goes to shower in his bathroom, and Elijah goes to shower in his spare room.
When they meet back up in the living room, Shane, still with his towel slung low around his hips, goes to Elijah to kiss him.



Elijah kisses back quickly before pulling away, placing a hand on Shane’s chest lightly to hold them at a distance, and Shane panics.

“Go get dressed and let’s talk,” Elijah says calmly, looking Shane in the eye with a small smile. “No panicking,” he adds, obviously seeing it across Shane’s face.
Shane is an idiot. Elijah’s conversation this morning about Kingsley was trying to tell Shane that this wasn’t happening anymore, not even for the rest of their time together. Shane doesn’t know how he read that wrong.
He gets dressed quickly, takes a breath, and meets Elijah back on his couch.
He turns towards Elijah and quickly says, “I am really sorry about that, I read the signs wrong, I didn’t realize-” Shane is stumbling over his words, heat creeping up his face, feeling embarrassed and bad for putting Elijah into this situation, but Elijah interrupts him.
He puts a hand on Shane’s thigh, holding him there, “breathe, Shane.”

Shane does, taking a breath in and out, finding the hem of his sleeve and rubbing his finger along it.
“When we were teenagers, and I had the biggest crush on you, and we lost touch, I was devastated,” Elijah says.

“I was, too,” Shane says honestly.
“But I wasn’t just devastated because I lost someone who I thought I could have loved, like really loved,” he says, holding eye contact. “I was so upset because I also lost the person who I felt really understood me.”

Shane is nodding as Elijah continues, brushing his hand on Shane’s thigh lightly.
“I sometimes feel like we are soulmates,” Elijah says, scrubbing his hand over his face. “That sounds cheesy, but we just have so much in common, and when I am with you, every part of me feels okay. I feel calm, I feel cared about, and I feel understood.”
“Same,” Shane says, and means it. He has a special type of connection with Elijah that is hard to truly put into words. It feels like home, like a heated weighted blanket wrapped around him after a freezing night in the winter.
“When we reconnected, I felt all these feelings come back to me, and it was overwhelming in the best way. But you are rightfully in a place of exploration right now, and a few months ago, I was still pretty fresh out of my own relationship,” Elijah says before adding, “I thought I wanted a relationship with you in the future, but I realized I don’t want something that risks losing you.”
Shane is just listening. He knows that when Elijah is in one of his rambles or speeches about things, it is best to just let him talk and absorb it. “I don’t ever want us to end. I want you in my life forever.”
“I love you, Shane,” he says, smiling like it was an easy confession. “And yes, the sex is amazing, and I love kissing you, and snuggling you, and we never need to stop snuggling, but I think I would rather us just be friends. Best friends. A part of each other’s lives in a way that doesn’t need to become complicated.”
Shane smiles, realizing he almost feels a bit of relief.
He loves Elijah so much, and being close again has been so deeply impactful.

But he looks at Elijah now as his best friend, and someone he enjoys having sex with and being connected to, because he does feel it. Almost like they are yin and yang, destined to be in each other’s lives, two sides of the same coin.
But he doesn’t feel the way he does about Mateo.
He would never want to not be close to Elijah, and maybe he has started mistaking what closeness means, what is expected of him.

It is easier to lead with sex than it is to lead with connection first, or maybe he has just gotten used to interlacing them.



Because for some connections, like with Hayden or J.J., it feels right. But with Elijah, even though he enjoyed the sex, not having sex with him and just talking and being best friends feels equally as right, or even better.
“I love you too,” Shane says, “Like so much. I love you so deeply. You’re my soulmate too, and you’re right, it does feel cheesy to say out loud, but I believe that, and I am so happy we reconnected.”
“Good,” Elijah says, smiling, then before he can stop himself, he adds, “I want to say something if it is okay, but it might offend you.”

Shane laughs. “Offend me more than you telling me you don’t want to have sex with me anymore?” Shane mocks offence, and they both laugh. “You can say anything to me, Elijah.”
Elijah says, gripping onto Shane's hands. “Okay,” then adds, “I worry you are stretching yourself thin.”

Shane rubs the back of his neck. Mateo has said the same thing to him more than once.

“In what way exactly?” Shane asks, knowing what the answer is going to be.
“I don’t think you having all this sex is a bad thing. You’re still kind of an amateur when it comes to sexual partners,” Elijah says, laughing. “You said what, you’ve only kissed or hooked up with under ten men?” Elijah laughs harder. “That is child’s play. You’ve barely started.”

“Don’t tempt me, I will double that in a blink of an eye,” Shane says, laughing.
Elijah looks more serious now. “I’m only worried about how much you give to each person. You don’t have to do that every time. You can just hook up with someone.”

Shane looks at him a bit confused. “You don’t have one-night stands.”
Elijah smiles. “Yes, but it is a bit different for me. Connection has to come with sex. When I was younger, I had lots of one-night stands. It didn’t have to come with months of getting to know someone, I just had to feel a spark on a deeper level. It could come from a few hours in a bar, flirting. Or a date that interested me. As I have gotten older, I am more protective, making sure the feelings are not fleeting and the connection is actually there before I move to the sexual part.”
Shane thinks about it for a moment. “I’m not demisexual, I’m gay. But.. I don’t know. I don’t really want to just fuck someone and never talk to them again. I like the connection.”

“You can be both, Shane. Demisexual and gay.”

“You can?”

“Yes, of course.”
“So maybe I am, a bit.” Shane pauses, thinking it through as he says it. “A lot of the guys I’ve been with are other players, and I feel drawn to them, like we already have something there, like there’s a built-in layer.”

He glances down, continuing, “Even when I think about, like.. wrestlers or something, I feel like if that ever happened, I’d already feel connected just from watching them.”

“Since coming out, a lot of guys have been reaching out to me. Like a lot. Athletes, musicians, actors, random men.” He lets out a small breath. “I just haven’t really wanted to give any of it a chance.”
“Why not?”

“Because hockey is the truest thing in my life. Sleeping with hockey players just feels right.”

“But when you make out with guys on a dance floor somewhere?”

“It feels hot and exciting, but not the same way it does knowing a hockey player is going to throw me around.”
“So why don’t you find a hockey player you don’t like as much and let him throw you around, and then move on,” Elijah asks, “or why don’t you go out somewhere without a bunch of hockey players on your arm intimidating everyone and go introduce yourself to a random man, talk for a few hours, and have a hookup.”

“Why do you want me to have a one-night stand so badly?”
“Because it’s fun, and you’re newly out, and you are putting so much pressure on yourself to maintain all these connections,” Elijah says.

“I genuinely like and enjoy every person I am currently having sex with.”

“That’s fair. But how many more deep connections can you add before it starts catching up to you? Sex should be fun, not adding more to your mental plate.”

Shane thinks about it honestly. “Probably not many.”

“Exactly.”
“Okay, my New Year's resolution will be to have five one-night stands.”

“Why five?”

“I like to give myself a number goal when aiming for things.”

“You are so weird.”

They keep talking for a while before Shane’s stomach growls.


####





Shane makes them lunch, and after they finish eating, Elijah asks him about Mateo.

Shane starts gushing without even realizing it, spending thirty minutes talking about Mateo while Elijah just sits there, nodding, just listening.



“I think I am falling in love with him,” Shane admits.

“I really like Mateo,” Elijah says, “I think you guys would be really good together.”

“You do?” Shane says, blushing.
“Yes, I felt the connection between you two when we were all on the phone. The chemistry is palpable and obviously mutual. Plus, your face does that when you talk about him.” Elijah laughs, pointing to Shane, who realizes his face is fully flushed, his smile so big he can feel himself practically bouncing out of his seat, talking about him.
“He isn’t what some people think he is,” Shane says, almost in defence.

“I know, we used to play against each other in juniors,” Elijah says, and Shane nods, because he knows one of them must have mentioned that before. “He was older, and I always really liked him. Some of the guys on my team and I would go to gatherings at his grandparents sometimes after a game, his family is amazing.”
“I think I am going to meet some of his family when I am in Detroit in a few days,” Shane adds, shyer now, “I am feeling kind of nervous, because they are so important to him.”

“They will love you, everyone does.”



“He is playing against Ottawa tonight, my parents actually went to his game, and they’re having him over for dinner after.”

“That is kind of a big deal, Shane, holy, you are burying the lead.”

“Yeah, I guess it is,” Shane says, smiling to himself.

“It is getting pretty serious then?”
“Yes, I think I want to ask him to be my boyfriend, but like, still be open,” Shane starts talking fast. “But I am also completely stressed about how the public will take that, if I am seen out with other men. But I don’t want to hide what I feel about Mateo from the world. It feels too special. Mateo likes to live openly, and I want to live openly with him.”
“Then don’t hide it, you can live openly in a relationship with him and still be poly, or open, it’s no one’s business. People are speculating about you regardless, so let them speculate.” His smile grows, and he adds playfully, “Unless you want to add poly to your list of communities you advocate for.”
Shane groans, laughing.
They talk more about Kingsley and Mateo. They talk about the Metros and their insane undefeated streak, they talk about everything and anything, it comes easily between them.


####





After dinner, they are sitting at the dining room table, Shane’s mind drifting to Ilya for a moment before he looks up and sees Elijah watching him.

“What’s bothering you?”

“How do you always do that?”

“I am an expert in all things Shane Hollander,” he says, then adds, “Is this about your old guy?”

“Yes.”
Shane tells him about everything that has happened between him and Ilya over the past few months, leaving out his name, because even though he knows Elijah knows who it is, he’s not going to say it without being sure.

Elijah respects that and once again doesn’t confirm nor deny that he knows who Shane is talking about.
After forty minutes of Shane unloading and once again sobbing, Elijah looks up at him, anger in his eyes, not a look that Shane is used to from Elijah.

But he has seen it a few times and knows that when Elijah is mad, it is for good reason.
“Stay away from him, Shane.”

Shane is a bit taken aback, because Elijah is a very giving and empathetic person. “What?”
“This is bullshit, it is not okay.” He starts, then continues, “Mateo may not say this to you because he is worried about coming off as jealous, or overbearing, or maybe possessive. Also, Mateo has a bit of a bleeding heart for people.”
Shane is just staring at him, listening.
“But as your best friend, I am going to tell you to stay far away from him.”

“I don’t know how.”
“Well, you need to figure out how, because that is completely unacceptable. I don’t care what his reasons are, his trauma, his own shit. He is a grown adult, he can’t just have a tantrum and lash out. He doesn’t get to say those things to you. You cannot let a person treat you this way and then allow them back into your life so easily. You are setting a precedent for what you will accept.”
Shane’s stomach hurts a bit hearing that, but he knows Elijah is right. Elijah, in his own ramble, hands animated, continues.
“If you continue to let him in, you are only disrespecting yourself. You teach people how to treat you, and right now you’re showing him he can say whatever he wants and you’ll still let him back in.”



Shane nods, feeling a bit motivated by this speech, because Elijah is right.

No matter what Ilya is dealing with, Shane has tried so many times.

More than he should have. It isn’t Shane’s fault or responsibility that Ilya doesn’t know how to communicate.

He can empathize without allowing himself to be brought down to such an ugly and hateful level.

He doesn’t need to keep accepting a few nice crumbs, only to end up back in the same place again.
“You have done everything you can. You have given chances, you have been nice, nicer than you needed to be. If you ever let him back into your life, he’s going to have to apologize and actually change how he handles things.”

“Yes, you are right,” Shane says, a little more firmly now, like he means it this time.
“And stop feeling bad for sleeping with his teammate. You were never exclusive, you don’t owe him anything. You would sleep together and then not talk for months. He ghosted you. You do not owe him because he was your first. Especially after this last conversation, you owe him nothing.”
“Elijah, I barely ever see you this fired up. I think the last time was at camp, when that idiot Lane Miller almost hurt you on the ice,” Shane remembers that day. “I forgot how scary you are when you’re mad, you are usually so gentle and sweet.”
“Yes, I am, but I am fiercely protective of my people,” Elijah chuckles to himself, “If this was Colby,” Colby is Elijah’s childhood best friend, “and someone did this to him, or talked to him this way, he would have fucked that person’s mom, dad, cousin, brother, sister, best friend, auntie,” Elijah says, and Shane knows he’s exaggerating, but he gets what he means.
“Colby sounds ruthless.”

“Colby takes pettiness to a new level, but he also respects himself.” Elijah looks at Shane for a second, “You didn’t hook up with his teammate to get back at him, did you?”
“No, of course not, I would never do that.”

“Exactly. You like him, you enjoy him, you connect with him. Don’t feel bad about it.”

“Okay,” Shane says, a little meekly.

“OKAY?” Elijah says, standing up and pulling Shane up with him so they are both on their feet. He grabs Shane’s hand, shaking them a bit.
“So we are no longer going to do what?” Elijah asks.

“Let him treat me like this.”

“LOUDER AND MEAN IT,” Elijah says, swinging Shane’s arms back and forth playfully.

“I AM NO LONGER GOING TO LET HIM TREAT ME LIKE THIS.”

“Good,” Elijah says, kissing Shane on the cheek. “Or he will have me to deal with.”




####





A few hours later, they are sitting on Shane’s couch, watching some hockey highlights, when a FaceTime from Mateo comes in and Shane answers right away.



“Hi baby,” Shane says.

“Cariño, look who I am with,” Mateo says, turning the camera to show Shane’s childhood home, with Shane’s parents in the background.
The five of them all talk for a while, Shane watching Mateo ingratiate himself with his parents, laughing with them and apparently having inside jokes now.



Shane doesn’t say much for a minute, he just listens, watching the way Mateo talks to his parents like he belongs there, like this isn’t new.

The way his mom is truly smiling at him, not in a fake way. The way his dad keeps talking to him, his hand on his shoulder, like they already know him.
Shane feels like his heart is going to burst out of his chest.

He didn’t think it would look like this.

Mateo, in his house, with his parents, like it’s just.. happening. But it feels right.
“Mateo told us about his plans for when you go to Detroit in a few days. I think you will have a lot of fun,” Yuna says, smiling.

“He won’t tell me, and I hate surprises,” Shane says, a little frustrated.

Mateo is beaming at him through the screen.

“You will like this surprise, I think,” his dad says.
They talk for a little bit longer before saying their goodbyes, Mateo saying he is going to go help David do the dishes so Yuna can relax.

Shane doesn’t hang up right away. He just stares at the screen as his dad moves away, just looking at Mateo.

Mateo looks back, his face softer now, and it feels like everything else fades for a second.
When they get off, Elijah is staring at him again with a big smile on his face. “Your whole energy lights up,” he says, then adds, “you’re completely smitten.”
They go to sleep, snuggled, and Shane wakes up early to drive him to the airport.
They kiss before Elijah leaves, but it’s more like a sweet goodbye kiss, a see-you-next-time kind of thing.

Shane adds a little tongue to be cheeky, then kisses him on the cheek.
“Call me when you land.”

“I will. I love you.”

“I love you too.”
 
Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (boyfriend)

Carter Vaughn: New York (recent diagnosis, not coping well)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this is what easy feels like)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience, still worshipping)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)

Troy Barrett: Toronto (handled with care, confusing outcome)

Julian Moreau: Vancouver (one-day boyfriend, would try again)
 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    This chapter is about control vs loss of control.
About Shane not letting himself sink back into parts of himself he has worked so hard to move forward from.
About Shane deciding what sex means for him, and not letting someone else define it.

Sex for Shane means being a proud, kinky, needy bottom who loves to have sex.
The J.J. sex was not just meant to be kinky, it was about Shane choosing, he felt empowered, and yet the shame still crept back in, because shame can be louder than pride.

It’s about having a connection like Elijah, who is a nervous system reset, someone who brings him peace without having to add sex or a relationship to it.

It is about Shane trying to top, exploration without obligation, learning what doesn’t fit is still valuable.

Four separate but important connections all exist in this chapter.
J.J. is physical, intense, chaotic, grounded through sensation but also deeply safe.
Amir and Charlie are blunt, protective, and mindful of real-life truths.
Elijah is emotional, safe, non-demanding, and peaceful.
Mateo is Shane’s expanding future, softness, happiness, and possibility.

This chapter is about Shane feeling like he is losing control and by the end, coming back into himself, his conviction stronger than ever.

Shane is not having sex with men to get back at Ilya.
He is living his life for himself.
To reduce that to being about his ex takes away Shane’s autonomy, which is the entire point of this story.

I also see people confirming the endgame online.
I have not confirmed endgame.
I have only said I think people will be happy with how everyone’s story concludes.

I stand behind the Elijah and Shane conversation, and Amir and Charlie’s.
You would say the same thing to your best friend if someone spoke to them like that.
There is no excuse to continually talk down to someone who has been patient and forgiving.
(And yes, I understand nuance here, I am talking about repeated patterns.)

As a former lash-out queen, I feel Ilya deeply.
But from Shane’s POV, he has already given more than enough.
Also, yes, Ilya’s view on Shane right now is rooted in internalized homophobia and misogyny.

Also, I stopped using the word gooch because people are no fun and said they couldn’t take the sex scenes seriously. I HAVEN’T USED THAT BODY PART SINCE CHAPTER TWO, AND I MISS IT.
So if anyone has a problem with me using taint now instead, keep it to yourself, otherwise I am going back to gooch.

Thank you for the love and respect on the last chapter. (For the most part)
I also think some of you, lovingly, have biases when it comes to Shane’s sex life.
He is having a lot of sex. So are a lot of men and women.
Being a bottom does not mean he needs to slow down if it feels right.
He takes breaks when needed, but if the opportunity is there, he takes it.

Shane has said multiple times he is happy with his sex life.
He gets tired from connection, not sex.
Calling him promiscuous for having consensual sex with 6–7 men over 3 months does not make sense.
Especially when the men he is with have had far more partners.
He is not promiscuous.  He is exploring.

I am writing Shane as strong, slutty, vulnerable, open, messy, compassionate, bold, and brave.
He is undoing everything he taught himself to be for 23 years.
He is living openly.
He makes mistakes, but tries to move through them with care.
He checks in.
He sets boundaries.
He creates space for others.
We see that in how people around him are opening up more.

This chapter is about Shane coming back into himself after someone tries to make him smaller.
Thank you for sharing my fic, the threads, tweets, and TikToks. I love you guys, and thanks for reminding people to mind the tags.


  


      

  












      Chapter 22: Don’t you know Cariño? I would do anything to make your life easier
  



    Chapter Notes

      I just want to say, moving forward, if you are reading Shane Hollander is a slut and you leave comments slut shaming Shane Hollander in any capacity, I will block you from commenting.

Any comments talking about Shane self-harming through sex will be deleted!!!!!!!!!!!

There are no self-harming actions here.
Shane is choosing sex, he is present in it, he is defining it for himself, and rejecting shame.
He has support, communication and emotional processing with almost every partner.
Everything is consensual.

Self-harming through sex would look more like dissociation, lack of agency, using sex to punish himself, secrecy or lack of honesty.
I show through writing his sensory and emotional awareness during and after engagement, how he responds in his body, not just after the fact.
After sex, Shane reflects, questions, sits with it, understands it, and continues forward.

Also, this notion that Shane is not saying no to anyone, or has no type, is bullshit when I address in the last chapter that his type is hockey players.
And I also address that there have been MANY MANY MANY more hockey players, celebrities, and athletes that have reached out to Shane, and still his roster is under ten people.

Genuinely, Shane will be having more dangerous sexscapades moving forward.
He has a bit of a risk kink, and he is going to lean into it.
If you feel uncomfortable with that, now is the time to opt out.
This fic is not going to pivot to accommodate that discomfort.

Shane is on PrEP, uses condoms, and takes breaks or sleeps when he needs to recharge.

He is a 23-year-old HORNY SLUTTY MAN.
It may not be sustainable LONG TERM, but for his hoe phase, it is fine.

If you think Shane has had no growth, you are projecting and not reading this fic.

If you are not continuing with my fic, I do not need you to announce it in the comments.

Back to the regularly scheduled programming.

Content warning: emotional regulation as foreplay.
Being seen without having to perform.
Disgusting levels of care, sweetness, and attraction.
Lots of Spanish.

SHIAS Roster Poll is live.
You get TWO votes.
Voting does not affect the fic at all, I am just really curious.
Click here and make your choices


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (dangerously invested, here to stay)

Carter Vaughn: New York (recent diagnosis, not coping well)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience, still worshipping)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)

Troy Barrett: Toronto (handled with care, confusing outcome)

Julian Moreau: Vancouver (one-day boyfriend, would try again)

see end for updates



December 15th 2014

Montreal

Shane POV

9:30 AM



Elijah had left a few hours ago, and now Shane was doing something completely unlike himself.
He is rushing through his apartment, half-packed and half-distracted, trying to pull everything together fast enough to make a flight he would normally already be waiting at the gate for.
If Shane Hollander was anything, he was the kind of person who arrived early enough to feel in control, the kind who built systems so he never had to scramble like this.
His flight leaves at 12:30, and he takes that seriously in a way most people don’t. Usually, he flies private with his team, but when he’s flying commercially, being at the airport two hours early isn’t optional for him. It’s part of how he keeps things from going wrong.
But he had woken up at 5:00 AM to take Elijah to the airport, and when he got home, even though he planned to properly pack for his few nights in Detroit, he ended up getting back into bed for a few moments and falling asleep until now.
Which means he is running around his apartment, like a madman, trying to make sure he doesn’t forget a single thing he won’t be able to replace once he lands.
He has his usual travel checklist out, going over everything like he always does.

His hockey bag is packed.

But his checklist doesn’t account for the fact that he is not packing for an overnight away game or a week-long hockey road trip.

He is packing for essentially three days with Mateo, and that difference keeps catching up to him as he moves through it.
He promised himself after last time that he would make a new checklist for days specifically like this, something that actually accounted for this version of his life.

Which he started, but didn’t finish or print out, leaving him trying to fill in the gaps now, while everything feels just out of reach.
Shane is not good at not being prepared. He is even worse at rushing, and the more he tries to keep track of everything at once, the less it feels like he is getting anywhere.

It is like he can feel the pressure caving in on him, and he sits down on the ground, his hand dragging through his hair as he exhales hard, before his phone starts to ring.
Mateo.



Shane answers the FaceTime while sitting on top of a pile of clothes in the middle of his living room floor, looking dishevelled, like everything around him reflects exactly how his morning went.
“Hi, baby,” Shane says, quietly.

“Shane, what is going on right now?” Mateo says, his tone sitting somewhere between concern and amusement as he takes in the state of the room.

“I forgot to finish and print out a checklist for what I need to bring when I’m coming to your house.”
Mateo looks at him for a second, the smile on his face fading into something softer, his attention narrowing in a way that feels focused instead of entertained. “Tell me what you have packed so far, and I will help you with the rest. I will be your real-life checklist.”

Shane lets out a deep exhale and smiles. “You will help me?”

“Don’t you know Cariño? I would do anything to make your life easier,” Mateo says, like it should already be understood, like there was never another option.
They spend the next ten minutes going through everything, then, for Shane’s sanity, going through it again, slower this time, Mateo asking questions that catch the things Shane was about to second-guess.
Mateo reminds Shane he doesn’t need to bring things like skin care or toiletries because Mateo has stocked up on all of Shane’s favourites, the exact ones he reaches for without thinking.

He has also bought Shane socks, his boxer brand, and a few loungewear items, things he chose without being asked.



“Bring two nice outfits,” Mateo says, smirking. “Maybe one of the outfits you and J.J. bought a few weeks ago, or one of the fun ones you bought with your Vancouver friends.”

“What do ‘nice outfits’ mean exactly?”
Mateo spends a few minutes walking Shane through his closet, having him turn the camera, pause, go back, hold things up properly until Mateo can see them clearly, and helping him pick outfits that will suit whatever surprises he has planned.
“Also, a pair of nice shoes that are still comfy,” Mateo says, not even hesitating before narrowing it down further when Shane shows him options.

“I am so excited to see you,” Shane says.

“Come home to me, mi amor,” Mateo says, and it comes out easily, like something he has already decided is true.

Shane blushes. “Home?” he asks, a little softer, like he wants to hear it again.

“Mm, yes, it is home when we are together. Wherever we are,” Mateo says, watching him in a way that makes it feel less like a line and more like a promise he isn’t trying to dress up.

“I will be home soon,” Shane says, kissing the camera screen, and then they hang up.





####


At 10:20, Shane is entering the airport, still a little breathless, but there.



Shane will land in Detroit around 2:30 PM, and they will spend a few hours at Mateo’s before he takes him somewhere that is a surprise.

The next day, they will go to meet Mateo’s family. Shane feels a bit nervous, but also weirdly like he knows them all already, with how much Mateo talks about them.

He has talked with his brother and abuelita a bit. When they’re on FaceTime, one of them grabs the phone to talk to Shane.
So even though he is terrified and has been preparing different topics and scripts in his head for each family member using what Mateo has told him about their likes and hobbies, he also feels, strangely, not nervous at the same time.
When it comes to the surprises, though, Shane hates them.

But Mateo loves surprising people. He loves putting thought into things and giving gifts or doing actions that he knows the other person will love.

Shane is a planner, but Mateo is a planner differently.

So even though he usually cannot stand surprises, he knows he will love whatever Mateo has in store and chooses to trust him.
Shane thinks about all the things Mateo does for him that maybe don’t come second nature to him, and realizes that if the worst thing his boyfriend does is want to put something special together for him, he really shouldn’t be complaining.



It is in that moment that Shane realizes he just thought of Mateo as his boyfriend. The thought makes his stomach flutter, his heart beating faster than it should.
Tomorrow they have a game, and afterwards the Metros and the Red Wings are going out together.

Everything he knows about the Red Wings from Mateo is extremely positive.



After Detroit, the Metros come home for their game against Vancouver.

Then comes Boston.



Shane has slowly been feeling happy again and more like himself, until he thinks of Boston, and then he just feels darkness.

His stomach turns, his mind filling with shame, his self-talk turning negative, his body like it’s on fire.



He will get to see Marlow.

Some of his teammates and some of the raiders are going to go to a bar after the game together.

Marlow already told him Rozanov won’t be there, said it casually, like it didn’t matter, like it was just another detail in a plan.

Marlow is convinced the rivalry is alive and real, and that is why they act weirdly about the other.

Shane lets him think that. He doesn’t like it, doesn’t like holding things back or leaving things unsaid, but he isn’t going to be the one to say something that isn’t his to say.



But Boston doesn’t matter right now. What matters is Detroit, and Mateo, and meeting his family, and the surprises, and their teams coming together.
Shane spends the plane ride watching the new Rose Landry movie.
He lands in Detroit, waits for his luggage, and gets the first taxi to Mateo’s.



Mateo offered to pick him up, but Shane told him to just wait at his place for him instead because he will want to jump his bones and cannot possibly do that in public right now.



By the time he gets into the elevator and hits the button for Mateo’s penthouse, the anticipation has built into something he can’t really ignore anymore.

Each floor feels longer than it should.

His heart is beating faster now, breath catching just enough for him to notice it, his body already ahead of him, already there.





####





As soon as the elevator opens, Mateo is there waiting for him in the hallway.

Shane jumps into his arms, wrapping his legs around him, knocking Mateo backwards a bit before he stabilizes himself.



Sometimes Shane forgets he is a 200lb man that is only a few inches shorter than Mateo. But he is back with him and wants to be babied immediately.



“Cariño, give me some warning next time.”

“The warning was the elevator door opening and me seeing you.”

“Fair enough,” Mateo laughs, and then they kiss.

Shane’s whole body is flooded with butterflies.



Mateo puts him down, and Shane lets out an annoyed sound. He grabs Shane’s bags and brings them inside.



The place smells delicious, and Mateo’s music is playing low in the background as always.

“I made you lunch, I know you hate plane food,” Mateo says, holding his hand and dragging him into the kitchen.



“I don’t want food, I want you,” Shane says, pushing him up against his fridge, grinding his hips against Mateo.

He feels hungry for Mateo in a way he doesn’t recognize, something he hasn’t felt in a really long time.



His hands are all over Mateo, touching every part of him. Mapping his whole body with his hands, he missed every inch of him.



“Mi rey, we have time, plus we have things to do today.” Mateo says, pressing his lips against Shane’s neck and nibbling on it, before he kisses his lips softly, then brings his mouth close to Shane’s ear. “Te voy a hacer el amor despacito, mi rey.. voy a sentir cada parte de ti, hacer que te pierdas conmigo poco a poco, hasta que no quede nada más. Te voy a cuidar como te mereces, cariño.. enseñarte que eres el único hombre para mí, que no hay nadie más. Pero ven acá primero, mi amor.. Déjame tenerte un ratito entre mis brazos.”



Shane’s whole body shudders, and he can feel his cock twitch. He doesn’t know what Mateo said, besides the pet names he can pick up. But for once, he really wants to know.

“What did you say, baby?” Shane asks, pulling back for a moment to look in his eyes.



Mateo blushes, dropping his head so their foreheads are pressed together, “You want to know?” He asks shyly.

“Yes, you just said something long, and I feel like I deserve to know exactly what was said.” Shane says, brushing his finger against Mateo’s lips, “Are you embarrassed by whatever you said?”

Mateo straightens himself out, “No, I am absolutely not embarrassed. I meant every word.”

“Tell me then,”

“I said, ‘I’m going to make love to you slowly, mi rey.. take my time with you, feel every part of you, let you get lost with me until there’s nothing else left. Then I’m going to take care of you the way you deserve, cariño.. show you you’re the only man in the world, that there’s no one else for me. But first.. I just want to hold you for a little while.’”



Shane looks at him for a minute, overwhelmed, then grabs him by the cheeks, before kissing him so softly.

“Yes, please.. let’s go into your bed. I want you to hold me.” Shane says, before saying “Actually, could we shower first? I have the airport on me.”



Mateo laughs, grabbing his hand and dragging him to the bathroom.

He carefully strips Shane, then himself, before they shower.



After they are all dried, they climb into bed naked and spend the next thirty minutes kissing and cuddling and talking.

Mateo looks at the clock, 3:30 pm.

“We need to be ready to leave around 6:30 pm.”

“Where are we going?”

“It is a surprise, mi rey, you are no good at those.”

“Give me a hint. To at least one of my surprises, you have planned,”

Mateo gets on top of Shane, holding him down, before biting into his pec.

Shane lets out a moan, so Mateo bites a little harder.

“That one is going to leave a bruise,” Mateo purrs in Shane’s ear.

“Good, I love when you mark me.”

“Okay, your hint is, it’s wrestling related, not for anything today though.” Shane’s face lights up, and Mateo continues, “and no, I am not bringing you to a gang bang.”

“Mmm, baby, can you fuck me now? We only have a few hours, and you promised to fuck me slowly.”



####



They spend the next forty-five minutes fucking slowly, and just like Mateo promised, Shane feels it in every part of himself.



Each kiss, each touch, each movement feels like its only purpose is to bring them closer together. They moan out each other’s names, hold each other the whole time, and it feels like something far greater than sex.



Sex for so long has been about pleasure, something he craves and loves.

But being here, with Mateo, feels like something he has been yearning for forever.

Something that can be real, someone he can build with, someone worth the outside noise that comes with it.



When they are done and showered again, Mateo gives Shane a pair of his sweats to wear and drags him into the living room.

“I want to teach you a few dance moves.”

“I can’t dance, Mateo,” Shane says, but he still lets himself be pulled forward, his feet barefoot against the floor as Mateo moves around him like this is already decided.

“I am a really good teacher.”

“I would have joined dance classes when I was younger if you could have been my teacher.”

“That would have been too distracting. I was a professional.” Mateo says, nuzzling his face into Shane’s cheek, his mouth brushing there for a second longer before Shane turns into it without thinking.



“I am going to teach you some Bachata.” Mateo doesn’t explain what that means. He just steps in, closes the space until there isn’t really any left to adjust, one hand coming to rest at Shane’s hip, the other guiding his arm up and around his neck, adjusting it slightly until it sits where it should instead of hovering.

“Stay here,” Mateo says, quieter now, his mouth close enough that Shane feels the words before he fully processes them.

Their bodies line up, closer than Shane expects, Mateo’s leg sliding between his just enough to set the distance so there isn’t any room left to stand wrong without feeling it immediately.



Shane lets out a small breath that doesn’t quite turn into anything, his hands gripping Mateo like he needs to hold on to something to keep up.

Mateo moves first, slow enough that Shane can feel it before he understands it, guiding him through the step with the pressure of his hand at his hip, bringing him with him instead of waiting for him to follow.



Shane tries, but feels embarrassed, and like he is doing everything wrong, he is focusing too much on what he is doing, and he keeps looking at his feet, trying to figure it out.

Mateo keeps him there, adjusts him where he stands, turning him slightly with his hand so their hips line up again, so the next step carries them together instead of apart.

“Don’t look down,” he murmurs, and Shane lifts his head like he’s told, now Mateo is right there, eyes on him, mouth close enough he can feel the heat of his breath.
The pattern repeats, but it stops feeling like something Shane has to get right. Mateo keeps him moving through it, guiding him through every step, keeping him close enough that there isn’t space to fall out of it without being pulled back in. Shane’s grip is higher at the back of his neck, fingers pressing in as he follows the movement instead of trying to track it.
At some point, he stops thinking about what his feet are doing. He just moves when Mateo moves him, follows the way his hand stays at his hip, the way their bodies stay aligned, the way every step brings them back into each other instead of away.

It feels almost romantic, intimate enough that Shane can feel himself melting into him.



“See?” Mateo says, low, almost into his mouth. “You can dance.”

“I’m not doing anything,” Shane says, but he doesn’t move away, doesn’t try to fix it, stays exactly where Mateo keeps him.

Mateo’s thumb presses once at his hip. “You’re staying with me.”



The music slows, or maybe Shane just stops hearing it the same way, the steps getting smaller until it barely feels like dancing anymore, just movement that keeps them close. When the song fades out, Mateo doesn’t let go right away, his hand still at Shane’s hip, holding him there for a second longer.
Shane doesn’t step back either. He stays where he is, like if Mateo moved again, he would follow without asking what comes next.

“You’re such a quick learner,” Mateo says, kissing him. Shane kisses him back, biting his lower lip.

“You really are a good teacher.”



Mateo looks at the time, 5:30 PM.

“You must be starving. I never ended up feeding you when you got here,” he says, looking a little thrown, like he failed Shane.

“Oh, you fed me very well, baby,”



“You are so unserious sometimes Shane,” Mateo says, laughing. Shane frowns, he is so used to Mateo calling him some affectionate pet name in Spanish that when he uses his real name, Shane feels like rioting against it.

Mateo looks at him, confused, “What?”

“I am not Shane to you.. I am mi rey, or Carino, or guapo, or mi vida..” Shane says the last one a little slower.

Mateo smiles, a look of relief washing over him as he plants a kiss on Shane’s forehead. “Your pronunciation has gotten very good, Mi Vida.”



“As I said, I have the best teacher.”

“Let’s go get ourselves dressed.”

“Will you pick my outfit? I am having decision fatigue, and I haven’t even tried choosing anything yet.”

“Of course, cariño.”



Mateo looks through Shane’s clothes before picking out an outfit, and then goes to his closet and picks out his own outfit.



They get changed, Shane admiring him as he strips and puts on his clothes for the night.

Mateo is dressed in a black long-sleeve mock turtleneck. It is fitted through his chest and arms, showing all the muscles beautifully. Tucked into black dress pants with a black leather belt and a silver buckle. He is wearing a nice watch and some earrings. He’s wearing black leather dress shoes.



He looks incredible.



Shane is dressed in a dark charcoal button-down that clings to his arms and chest, showing every muscle. He has two buttons undone, but Mateo walks over and undoes a third. He has a chain around his neck and his Rolex on. The sleeves are down to his wrists, buttoned up. The shirt is tucked into dark navy dress pants that sit high on his waist. Also with black leather dress shoes.



“My man looks good,” Mateo says, coming to hold Shane’s waist. “Let’s take a selfie.”



They take a few photos together, then Shane takes a couple of candids of Mateo, and Mateo takes a couple of him.





####





They get into Mateo’s car and drive about fifteen minutes until they are downtown.

They drive past different restaurants, clubs, coffee shops, and gyms.

The streets were filled with people, even in the winter cold.



They turn off a busy street to a slightly less chaotic street that is still packed with people until they are at a building that is labelled “Casa de Rafa”.

Mateo pulls into the back lot and parks in a spot designated for the owner.



That is when Shane realizes where they are.

Rafael Alvarez is Mateo’s younger brother. He is almost 23, half a year younger than Shane.



He has always, just like Mateo, had a passion for hosting, food, and Latin dance.



Rafael knew from a young age what he wanted in the future: he wanted to own a restaurant serving honest Latin cuisine from across different regions with a club attached, where people could go afterwards to dance Bachata, Merengue, salsa, and more.

He worked in different restaurants all throughout high school, getting experience, taking hospitality courses, and event planning courses along the way.



After high school, he did a business course, and then came to Mateo with a presentation of exactly what he wanted to build.

He asked Mateo to be his silent partner, and Mateo accepted happily.



Casa de Rafa has been open for almost three years, and it has done exceptionally well.

It is known in Detroit as one of the top spots for a true Latin experience.



Mateo talks about it a lot, but being in this parking lot with him right now, Shane can see his nerves, like he hopes the place will do justice.



“I am so excited, baby, this is a great surprise,” Shane says, rubbing a hand over Mateo’s, trying to be reassuring.

“Let’s go then,” he says.

Mateo gets out of the car and walks over to Shane’s side, opening it up for him.

When Shane gets out, Mateo pulls him into a hug and plants a kiss on his forehead.

Then grabs his hand and they enter through the back door.



The back door brings them into a busy kitchen. It is loud and vibrant, and people are stopping to greet Mateo with a handshake or a kiss on the cheek as he comes in.



Shane watches as Mateo stops to talk to each person individually, asking about their family, asking about something that happened last week.

Some people he speaks with in English, most in Spanish.

But Shane notices the undivided attention he respectfully gives to everyone.

After each new conversation, he introduces Shane.



They leave the kitchen, and Mateo brings them to a booth nearby that is hidden enough, but still open so that Shane can see the restaurant.



It is beautiful, warm lighting, music playing low enough that it isn’t disruptive but still adds to the vibe, and the place smells delicious.



Mateo takes their jackets and places them over the booth, and they scoot in. Sitting close to one another.

The table is already set, with a candle in the centre.

Water on the table is cold enough that it must have been recently placed.



“What do you think?” Mateo asks, his eyes piercing through Shane.

“It is beautiful, a work of love for sure.” Shane looks around, “Where is the club you have told me so much about?”

“It is in the basement. We wanted separate vibes.” Mateo smiles, “So people who only want dinner didn’t feel disrupted, but for people who are here for both can have easy access.”



Mateo is about to continue talking when a man walks up to them, smiling and scoots in next to Shane in the booth.



Shane recognizes him immediately. Rafael. They have spoken through FaceTime, and Shane has seen many photos of him with Mateo on his social media.



He is handsome, looks almost identical to Mateo, but with longer hair and a little less broad.



“Shane, I am so excited to finally meet you,” Rafael says, warmly, pulling Shane into a hug, the angle awkward from sitting down, but Shane lets himself melt into it easily. The Alvarez boys give good hugs.
Shane exhales, trying to remember the script he had planned, but when Rafael pulls back and smiles at Shane again, he feels this comfort come over him and feels like he can just.. be.. without thinking about it.

“Hi Rafael, it is so good to meet you too, finally.”

“Rafa, call me Rafa.”

“Rafa.”



He smiles at Mateo in a way that says, I am about to pick on you in front of your crush. “I cannot believe my Mateo was able to lock down his number one obsession.”

Shane looks at Mateo, who is blushing. And squeezes his thigh in a way to tell him not to be. “Well, to be fair, I think I am equally obsessed.”



“Why are you being so quiet, Teo?”

Mateo sits up a little taller, “I am honestly not sure.”

“I am excited for dinner,” Shane says, “what do you recommend?”



Rafa recommends some menu items, and Mateo adds some things he thinks Shane will like too for them to share.

Before leaving, Rafa says, Abuelita and Lucia will be stopping by in an hour.



Mateo just nods, smiling.



“I like him,” Shane says, smiling.

“He likes you, too, I can tell,” Mateo says.



“I am nervous to meet Lucia,” Shane says. Lucia is Mateo’s oldest sister. “You told me she is hard to impress.”

“You don’t need to impress her, Shane. Everyone loves you.” Mateo says it like it is a simple fact.

“She is your best friend, you value her opinion, I want her to like me,” Shane says again, nerves coming back.

“She will. I promise.”



They eat.

Shane, scarfing it down. Everything is divine, completely delicious.

They hold hands, talk, laugh and enjoy the night together easily.



“Are you ready to go downstairs now?” Mateo asks, taking a napkin and wiping something off the corner of Shane’s mouth.

“Do I have to dance?” Shane asks, shyly.



“Only if you want to, mi rey, but I am going to be dancing, and I think I will be so irresistible you will want to join.” Mateo says and then adds, “Otherwise, you might have to watch me lead another woman or man through some dance.”

Shane crinkles his nose, “Absolutely not.”

Mateo laughs, “You are quite the jealous type, Shane Hollander.”

“I know I am the biggest hypocrite in the world,” Shane says, feeling a bit embarrassed.

“I like it, I don’t mind, now let’s go get you on the dance floor.”



Mateo and Shane get out of the booth, and Mateo takes both of their jackets.

He grabs Shane’s hand, leading him through the restaurant, and Shane notices a few eyes on them and people maybe recognizing them, but he doesn’t care.





####





They push through a door that takes them into a hallway and find a staircase nearby.

Shane can hear the music now, a lot louder than in the restaurant.

The music from the restaurant is closer to what Mateo plays during the day, while this is what he plays at night, after dinner, sometimes when they are fucking.



Laughter is cutting through the music, and Spanish, lots of Spanish.

At the bottom of the stairs is a bouncer and someone checking IDs.

They see Mateo and let him through, Mateo giving the guy a tight hug.



The lighting is even warmer than the restaurant, with some flashing lights.

Bodies are moving close together.

Shane sees flashes of skin, different sequins, and jewelry catching the lights, and a bar glowing somewhere in the back.



People aren’t dancing the way he is used to when he goes out to the club.

It is far more interactive and knowing, like the dancing is baked into their souls.



Guiding, following, touching, turning. Shane watches people dance with admiration in his eyes. He wishes he could move like that so easily.

He watches someone spin their partner, and how they laugh when they come back into each other a little too hard.

He watches a couple dancing so close, it almost feels private.



There is a group clapping along near the edge of the dance floor, singing the song.

A DJ is near the top of the floor, blending tracks seamlessly.



If upstairs at the restaurant, it was conversations, beautiful music, everyone seated, contained and warm.

Downstairs is constant movement, proximity and the vibe that no one is watching you and everyone is just in it for themselves and the moment.



Shane would usually feel out of control in places like this.

A year ago, he would have fled as soon as he entered. But tonight, he feels pulled in.

He wants to be in the centre of it, lost with Mateo in the movement and rhythm of their bodies pressed close.



People are coming up to Mateo, talking to him, and he keeps his hand on the small of Shane’s back to let him know he is present.

Shane is introduced to a lot of people, and everyone seems to just adore Mateo.



They go and get a drink and are about to head to the dance floor when Mateo is tackled by a beautiful, tall woman with long, curly brown hair.

“¡Ah, hermanito, te he encontrado!”

“Lucía, relájate, un día de estos me matas y se acaba mi carrera en el hockey.”

“Ay, qué dramática eres.. preséntame a tu hombre antes de que yo lo haga y le diga que llevas como diez años obsesionada con él.”

“Eres tan molesta.. uno pensaría que a los 28 ya serías más madura, pero sigues igual de dramática.”

“¿Esa es la manera de tratar a tu hermana favorita?”

“No, no, no, Dani es mi hermana favorita.”

Lucia looks at Mateo like she is challenging him and then turns her body towards Shane.



Shane had just been standing there watching them. He didn’t catch every word, but the tone is obvious, teasing, familiar, and easy.

He doesn’t follow most of it, but it doesn’t matter. It feels easy to exist inside anyway.



Shane doesn’t have siblings, so he doesn’t fully understand this kind of dynamic, but is amused and maybe a bit jealous of not having had someone. Even though he always liked having the singular attention growing up.



Mateo told him before that he thinks the world created Lucia to bust his balls and give him a hard time, and she succeeds at that every time they are together. But she is also one of his best friends and favourite people.



“Shane Hollander, I’m Lucía, Mateo’s older sister. I’ve heard everything about you.” She says, pulling Shane into a tight embrace before pulling back, “For years, all I ever hear about is Shane Hollander. The Canadian hockey player who’s untouchable on the ice, with freckles, a beautiful smile, and insane hockey IQ.”

Shane laughs because this is the second sibling to tell Shane how often Mateo talked about him and admired him from afar.

It makes him feel good. Completely wanted and seen.



“Hi Lucía, I’ve heard so much about you. I’m really happy to meet you,” Shane says, smiling.

She looks over at Mateo with a smile.

“Joder.. es aún mejor en persona. Tu chico canadiense.. ahora entiendo por qué estás tan obsesionado. Creo que está igual de pillado por ti.. se le nota en cómo te mira. Pobrecito.. alguien debería avisarle que eres lo peor. Y sí.. tenías razón con las pecas y esa sonrisa. Guau.”
“Oye, Mateo.. míralo.”
Mateo looks at Lucía, annoyed, but still smiling. “Lucía..”
She tuts softly under her breath. “Mateo, por favor..”
Then she turns back to Shane, her expression softening into something warm and gentle. “Me too, Shane. Me too.”
Mateo just smiles, wrapping his hand around Shane’s waist and pulling him in closer.



Shane looks at him and notices his eyes lighting up.

An older woman walks towards them slowly.

Mateo guides Shane forward, moving towards her.

“Abuelita,” Mateo lets go of Shane for a moment to embrace her tightly and kiss her on the cheek.



“Este es mi amigo Shane Hollander.” Mateo’s abuelita takes her eyes off of Mateo and looks Shane up and down before a warm smile crosses her face. Then she looks back at Mateo and squeezes his arm, “Ay, Mateo.. te luciste, mi sol.”



“Hello Shane, I am Mateo’s Abuelita Carmen.” Her accent is thick, but her words come out clearly.
“Hi, Abuelita Carmen,” Shane says, smiling as sweetly as he can.



She comes over, and he expects her to pull him in for a hug like his family seems to do, but instead she takes her hand and squishes Shane’s cheeks, pushing them together and says, “Ay, qué pecas tan hermosas.. y qué hombre tan fuerte estás.” Before kissing him on both sides of his cheek and grabbing his biceps and saying in English, “beautiful freckles, very strong man.”



Shane blushes and says, “Thank you.”



They spend the next twenty minutes talking. Shane loves seeing Mateo with his family. He is himself, the same version Shane knows, but somehow even softer and childlike. Being openly adored unapologetically by the women in his life.

They are all so affectionate and touchy and kind to one another.



They include Shane in conversations, asking him about hockey and Mateo, and it becomes obvious to Shane that they are keeping the conversation to topics they think he will feel comfortable with.



Shane finds himself completely loose and engaged in the conversation.

Making jokes, they seem to find funny enough to laugh.

Mateo’s hand remains on his lower back, and Shane, at one point, leans over and kisses him on the cheek, and his sister and abuelita both smile.

It feels natural with them.

Something Shane doesn’t usually feel with strangers.





“Ahora voy a llevar a Shane a bailar. Luego nos vamos a casa, ¿nos vemos mañana?” Mateo says, and they both nod.

“Sí, mi dulce niño,” Abuelita says, kissing Mateo’s cheek and then Lucia and Mateo hug.

“We will see you tomorrow, Shane,” Lucia says, hugging Shane goodbye.

“Nos vemos, cariño,” Abuelita says, hugging Shane, pinching his cheeks once more before going. Shane smiles at the pet name.



“Have a good night! I am excited to see you again tomorrow. I had the best time meeting you.” Shane says, hugging them both.



“Creo que estoy enamorada de él.. Es demasiado encantador.” Lucia says, smacking Mateo and giving him a look before they leave.



“I want to dance with you, mi rey.”

“Do you think they liked me?”

“They absolutely loved you,”

“Okay, let’s dance, baby,” Shane says, confidently leading Mateo onto the dance floor.





####





Once on the floor, Shane gets a little nervous.

Mateo doesn’t give him time to think about it, just draws him in until there isn’t space left between them, one hand sliding to his hip, the other bringing Shane’s arm back up around his neck, adjusting it without looking, showing Shane exactly where he wants him.



Once he knows Shane is going to keep his arms there, he drifts his hand to gently hold around Shane’s throat, grazing his jaw with his thumb.



Shane looks around to see if anyone is looking, but everyone is caught in their own moment with their own people.



The music wraps around them.

Shane feels the music through Mateo and the way he touches him, then he hears it, like his brain is catching up to his body.

Mateo moves, and Shane follows. He still doesn’t understand the steps, but he trusts Mateo to lead him through it, the way his hand presses, the way their hips meet and separate and come back together, the way every turn brings him right back into Mateo’s chest.



The way Mateo rolls his hips, the way he dances so sure of himself, the way he spins Shane around, and Shane fully lets himself go in those moments, trusting in what Mateo is doing.



He tries to look down a few times, to figure out what Mateo’s feet are doing, what his feet should be doing, but Mateo’s fingers press into his jaw lifting it just enough to bring his attention back up, keep him where he is, and when Shane lifts his head again, they’re so close he can feel the words coming out of Mateo’s mouth before they’re spoken. His breath brushing against his mouth, his cheek, his neck.



Everything in this moment feels warm and alive and too much in the best way.



Around them, people are moving just as close. Sometimes, they will accidentally bump into another couple, and they just move a little and continue. Everyone is in their own world of passion and closeness.



Shane lets himself fall into it. He stops trying to be good at it, stops trying to understand, and just stays with Mateo.



He lets his hands climb higher at the back of Mateo’s neck, lets his body press closer without thinking who might see it or what it might look like from the outside.



He is so free, unworried about what anyone may think. All he cares about is this moment with Mateo.

His sweet sunshine, Mateo.
Mateo’s leg fits between his, he continues to set the pace and distance so there isn’t anywhere else for Shane to go, and the movement slowly turns into something that feels less like dancing and more like being guided through something private in the middle of a room full of people doing the same thing.

Every step is pulling something out of him he didn’t know was there.



Mateo’s mouth finds his ear, his jaw, the corner of his lips without ever breaking the rhythm, and Shane can feel himself react to it, hips answering without permission, breath catching against Mateo’s skin as his fingers tighten where they hold him, not to control but to keep him close, to keep him right there.



He forgets the restaurant upstairs, forgets the people who recognized him, forgets Boston, forgets everything except this, except Mateo, except the way their bodies move together like it’s always been this easy, like this is where he’s supposed to be, and the thought comes up again, louder this time, impossible to ignore, sitting right at the front of his mouth where it wants to be said.



He kisses Mateo on the dance floor, slowly, as they continue to move.

Wrapping his hands through his hair, pulling him closer if it is even possible at this point.



When he pulls back enough to see Mateo’s eyes fully dilated, he pulls him in for a longer and slower kiss.



“I want you to be my boyfriend,” Shane says into his ear as they continue moving.

“Then I am your boyfriend,” Mateo says, as if it is the easiest thing in the world.
“Okay,” Shane says, kissing him again.

“Okay,” Mateo says.



“We have to talk about stuff,” Shane says, worrying and wanting to make sure they discuss everything so they both feel comfortable.

“We will, cariño.. but let’s dance a little longer, then we’ll go home so I can devour you.”





Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (boyfriend)

Carter Vaughn: New York (recent diagnosis, not coping well)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience, still worshipping)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)

Troy Barrett: Toronto (handled with care, confusing outcome)

Julian Moreau: Vancouver (one-day boyfriend, would try again)
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Mateo's outfit      Shane's outfit (just a chain, not a cross)

Translations for certain parts. They might not be perfect or exact translations.
Mateo to Shane - “Te voy a hacer el amor despacito, mi rey.. voy a sentir cada parte de ti, hacer que te pierdas conmigo poco a poco, hasta que no quede nada más. Te voy a cuidar como te mereces, cariño.. Enseñarte que eres el único hombre para mí, que no hay nadie más. Pero ven acá primero, mi amor.. Déjame tenerte un ratito entre mis brazos.” - I’m going to make love to you slowly, my king.. I’m going to feel every part of you, let you get lost with me little by little, until there’s nothing else left. I’m going to take care of you the way you deserve, cariño.. show you that you’re the only man for me, that there’s no one else. But come here first, my love.. let me hold you in my arms for a little while.



Mateo and Lucía-

“¡Ah, hermanito, te he encontrado!” - “Ah, little brother, I found you!”

“Lucía, relájate, un día de estos me matas y se acaba mi carrera en el hockey.” - “Lucía, relax, one of these days you’re going to kill me and my hockey career will be over.”

“Ay, qué dramática eres.. preséntame a tu hombre antes de que yo lo haga y le diga que llevas como diez años obsesionada con él.” - “God, you’re so dramatic.. introduce me to your man before I do it myself and tell him you’ve been obsessed with him for like ten years.”

“Eres tan molesta.. uno pensaría que a los 28 ya serías más madura, pero sigues igual de dramática.” - “You’re so annoying.. you’d think that at 28 you’d be more mature, but you’re still just as dramatic.”

“¿Esa es la manera de tratar a tu hermana favorita?” - “Is that how you treat your favorite sister?”

“No, no, no, Dani es mi hermana favorita.” -  “No, no, no, Dani is my favorite sister.”



Lucía-

“Joder.. es aún mejor en persona. Tu chico canadiense.. ahora entiendo por qué estás tan obsesionado. Creo que está igual de pillado por ti.. se le nota en cómo te mira. Pobrecito.. alguien debería avisarle que eres lo peor. Y sí.. tenías razón con las pecas y esa sonrisa. Guau.” - “Fuck.. he’s even better in person. Your Canadian boy.. now I get why you’re so obsessed. I think he’s just as into you.. you can tell by the way he looks at you. Poor thing.. someone should warn him that you’re the worst. And yeah.. you were right about the freckles and that smile. Wow.”



“Oye, Mateo.. míralo.” -  “Hey, Mateo.. look at him.”



Mateo and his Abuelita-

“Este es mi amigo Shane Hollander.” - “This is my friend Shane Hollander.”

“Ay, Mateo.. te luciste, mi sol.” - “Oh, Mateo.. you really outdid yourself, mi sol.”

“Ay, qué pecas tan hermosas.. y qué hombre tan fuerte estás.” -  “Oh, what beautiful freckles.. and what a strong man you are.”
Goodbyes-

“Ahora voy a llevar a Shane a bailar. Luego nos vamos a casa, ¿nos vemos mañana?” - “I’m going to take Shane to dance now. Then we’re heading home. Will we see you tomorrow?”

“Creo que estoy enamorada de él.. es demasiado encantador.” - “I think I’m in love with him.. he’s way too charming.”

 
 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    Firstly, I was having the best time on threads connecting, and then it got disabled.
I went to bed last night excited to see the results of the poll and woke up being asked to verify again, which I did.
An hour later, my account was disabled completely, with no appeal available.
Somehow, the Instagram attached is still active, which makes it more annoying.
If you want to find me, I am on Twitter. Misplacedmeta4.
I LOVED connecting with you guys on there. But I am not going to keep trying with the same results.
I am sad about losing that space and being able to share the joy with people who love SHIAS.

SHIAS Roster Poll is live.
You get TWO votes.
Voting does not affect the fic at all, I am just curious.
Click here and make your choices
I know I have been replying to some comments with hostility.
I am aware of it. I feel it when I am doing it.

But I struggle to grasp how 22 chapters in, people still don’t understand this fic is about Shane Hollander in his slut era.
“Shane gets fucked by the NHL in every time zone” was in the initial summary, and people are still mad about under 10 sexual partners in 4 months.
Get a grip.

In my original plan for this fic, Shane was fucking someone new in each city.
I scaled that back to expand on the people he is actually with.

If you are prudes, or have biases around sex or male bottoms, or you find yourself projecting onto Shane, especially because he is an asian bottom, and that often turns into its own weird feminization that is not neutral or harmless, then this fic is not for you.

Genuinely. If it is not for you, then leave.

(THIS DOES NOT GO OUT TO MY LOVELIES WHO GET IT)
I am a Shane Hollander defender until I die.
And before you go on about Ilya again, I don’t need to be an Ilya Rozanov defender.
I can write the angst, the panic, the anxiety, the shame, the way the autism affects Shane, and a lot of y'all will still make it about Ilyas pain.
It gets redirected back to him. Every time.
Shane is treated like he doesn’t deserve to feel things because he isn’t from Russia, never lost a parent, or has an abusive family.

Ilya’s character has never needed me to defend him. Shane’s does.
IDC I SAID WHAT I SAID.

So I stand on making this Shane-centric and showing everyone how fucking fabulous Shane Hollander is.

If you can’t have fun with Shane, then please do not continue.
I know this is meaner, but how do people read 22 chapters and over 180k words and still miss the point?
I love Ilya, and I respect my version of him enough not to rush his progression.

There is a difference between engaging with the fic in the comments in good faith and ignoring what is being said repeatedly and loudly.

I want my author’s notes to be fun, chaotic, and give insight to THIS SPECIFIC CHAPTER, not turn into the same conversation over and over again.

This chapter in Detroit was going to be one chapter, but I decided to split it into three. There is too much happening with Mateo to rush it.

If you read these author’s notes and the fic with an open heart, if you are leaving loving comments, sharing the fic positively, and engaging with what is being written,
I love you.
Seriously.

I want this to be a positive experience.
I want to post and come back to POSITIVE, EXCITING THINK PIECES.
I don't want to see think posts where you misinterpret my intentions or turn Shane into something he is not.
You don’t have the right to leave whatever comment you want because the comment section is open.
It is a privilege that can be blocked.

Stop consuming my fucking creation if it isn’t your cup of tea.
I would never consume almost 200k words just to turn around and shit on it.

TO ALL OF YOU WHO HAVE BINGED THROUGH THIS IN A MATTER OF A DAY OR DAYS, FORGETTING RESPONSIBILITIES, CALLING IN SICK, BEING COMPLETELY ABSORBED IN THIS, YOU ARE MY REASON.

Now go be normal about day 1 in Detroit in the comments.


  


      

  












      Chapter 23: I’m going home to get fucked by my boyfriend
  



    Chapter Notes

      I dropped chapter one of the new companion piece for this fic..
Shane Hollander is a slut: (typing…)
The messages Shane sends, the ones he doesn’t, and the ones he almost does.

SHIAS Roster Poll (Round 2) is live.
You get ONE vote this time.
I loved seeing the results from the first poll, and now I’m curious how it looks when everyone can only pick one.
Voting does not affect the fic at all, I am just really curious.
Click here and make your choice


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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December 16th 2014

Detroit

Shane POV



Shane wakes up in his new favourite place in the world. Mateo’s arms.
He doesn’t move right away. Just stays there for a second, taking it in, the way Mateo is still wrapped around him like nothing changed overnight.



They continued dancing for a bit, getting lost in each other, before going home, kissing and cuddling, whispering sweet nothings until they fell asleep.



Shane sneaks out of bed, going to the bathroom to wash his face and brush his teeth.

He catches himself in the mirror for a second. His lips are swollen, and he is still a little flushed, like something from last night hasn’t fully worn off.



He grabs the electric toothbrush Mateo bought him and puts his favourite toothpaste onto it.



He showers, and after he is done, he washes his face and puts on a face mask, moisturizes, and applies sunscreen.

All things here, without him needing to ask.



He goes to a drawer that Mateo told him was now his, and picks out a pair of boxers, socks and a matching sweatpants and hoodie set.

It shouldn’t feel like a big deal. It’s just clothes. But something about a drawer at Mateo’s feels huge, in the best way.



He goes to the kitchen and starts making breakfast for the two of them.

The space feels easy to move through, like he's meant to be here. He is comfortable.



When he is done, he brings Mateo breakfast in bed.





####





“Baby,” Shane says, poking Mateo in the chest and then the cheek. “Wake up.”

“Mmm, what smells so good?” Mateo asks.

“I made you breakfast in bed,” Shane says, looking over at the food he put on Mateo’s bedside table.

“Mmm, no, you are what smells so good.” He leans over, pulling Shane back down onto him. He starts planting kisses on Shane, holding him tight and tickling him.
And then both of their phone notifications go wild.





####



THE HOLLANDER EFFECT: CASA DE RAFA SIGHTING RAISES NEW QUESTIONS

MONTREAL AND DETROIT CAPTAINS SPOTTED IN INTIMATE NIGHT OUT, FAMILY APPEARING LATER
TMZ has obtained photos and a single video submission from last night showing Montreal Metros captain Shane Hollander and Detroit Red Wings captain Mateo Alvarez together at Casa de Rafa, a Latin restaurant and club in Detroit widely believed to be owned by Alvarez’s brother, Rafael Alvarez.
Witnesses report the two arrived together earlier in the evening and were seated for dinner alone.
According to multiple sources, the setting appeared intimate rather than social, with the two captains spending the early part of the night focused entirely on each other.
At one point during the meal, Rafael Alvarez was seen stopping by the table briefly to greet them, with one source noting the interaction felt easy and expected rather than formal.
After dinner, the night expanded.
Hollander and Alvarez were later seen inside the club portion of Casa de Rafa, where one source confirms they were joined for a period of time by members of Alvarez’s family, including his sister and abuelita, before those family members departed.
By that point, the atmosphere had changed from private to something far more visible.
The video submitted to TMZ shows the two on the dance floor, surrounded by a crowd but entirely focused on each other.
According to the source, Alvarez appeared to be teaching Hollander how to dance Bachata, guiding him through the movements with hands placed at his hips and lower back, cupping his jaw, the two of them moving in close sync as the music played.
“They were on top of each other,” the source said. “That’s how Bachata is, very intimate. Their faces were pressed together. It didn’t feel like they were performing for anyone.”
The footage shows the pair dancing in close contact before eventually closing the distance completely, kissing in the middle of the dance floor.
“They just stayed like that,” the source said. “Dancing, kissing, laughing. No hesitation. No checking who was watching.”
Those around them continued their nights as usual, moving through the space as if nothing about the moment required attention.
The video, taken from within the crowd, shows Hollander and Alvarez moving together with a level of ease that is difficult to interpret as casual. The proximity, the eye contact, and the way they remain locked in with each other, reads as something established rather than spontaneous.
Which raises a new question.
What does this mean for the growing list of NHL players who have been linked to Hollander in recent weeks?
Has Mateo Alvarez moved into a position that looks less like competition and more like exclusivity? Or is this simply the latest development in a situation that continues to unfold in full view, with neither player making any effort to conceal it?
As of now, neither Hollander nor Alvarez has commented.
But if the footage from Casa de Rafa is any indication, whatever is happening between them is no longer subtle and no longer easy to dismiss.




####





@QueerHockeyGirl

they are actually so beautiful together.. look at them on that dance floor, that is not casual, that is something real

❤️ 92.4K 🔁 18.7K 💬 9.3K



↳ @bi_disaster

no like the way they’re looking at each other??? that’s not hookup energy, that’s “you forgot the room existed” energy

❤️ 61.8K 🔁 12.1K 💬 4.8K



↳ @GaySportsWatch

there’s a softness there that’s hard to fake, even in a crowded room

❤️ 44.2K 🔁 8.9K 💬 3.1K



↳ @PuckBunny93

I AM LOOKING RESPECTFULLY AND ALSO LOSING MY MIND, THEY ARE SICKENING

❤️ 130.5K 🔁 41.2K 💬 19.6K

@HockeyIsForAll

it sucks that this came out of a space that clearly felt safe for them. Everyone else in that video is minding their own business. that should have been enough.

❤️ 75.1K 🔁 22.4K 💬 11.2K



↳ @SportsEthicsNow

there’s a difference between public figures and private moments. this crossed that line.

❤️ 38.9K 🔁 9.7K 💬 4.5K



↳ @HollanderNation

you can think they look good together AND acknowledge this shouldn’t have been filmed. both things can exist.

❤️ 29.4K 🔁 6.3K 💬 2.8K



↳ @PuckBunny93

I AGREE WITH ALL OF YOU AND ALSO I HAVE WATCHED THE VIDEO 47 TIMES, I CONTAIN MULTITUDES

❤️ 180.2K 🔁 63.5K 💬 27.1K

@HockeyChaos

two rival captains falling in love mid-season. this is cinema.

❤️ 420.7K 🔁 64.8K 💬 30.9K



↳ @Hollanov2481

it would have been so much more interesting if it were Rozanov and Hollander, but sure

❤️ 58.2K 🔁 11.4K 💬 6.2K



↳ @Shaneo

BABE YOU HAVE TO LET IT GO, HE IS IN DETROIT KISSING MATEO ALVAREZ IN HD

❤️ 210.3K 🔁 77.6K 💬 38.4K



↳ @MetroManiac514

HOLLANOV TRUTHERS WATCHING SHANEO HAPPEN IN REAL TIME LIKE 🧍‍♀️🧍‍♀️🧍‍♀️

❤️ 301.6K 🔁 102.2K 💬 51.7K



↳ @ShaneoCentral

YOU ARE STILL DEFENDING HOLLANOV WHILE SHANEO IS ACTIVELY UNFOLDING ON VIDEO???

❤️ 350.7K 🔁 120.5K 💬 60.8K



↳ @HockeyDad

i opened twitter to check the score

❤️ 88.4K 🔁 12.3K 💬 5.1K

@MetroManiac514

no, because this is giving open relationship energy, i’m sorry

❤️ 168.2K 🔁 42.6K 💬 25.1K
↳ @StatsHockey

The current data set suggests multiple overlapping interactions with no evidence of concealment. model outcome: non-monogamous framework possible

❤️ 48.3K 🔁 10.2K 💬 6.1K



↳ @bi_disaster

or maybe they’re just hot and minding their business, and we’re all insane

❤️ 97.5K 🔁 28.4K 💬 14.2K



↳ @Shaneo

I SUPPORT WHATEVER STRUCTURE RESULTS IN MORE CONTENT, THANK YOU

❤️ 155.6K 🔁 49.8K 💬 22.7K



↳ @GaySportsWatch

labels aside, what matters is that everyone involved seems comfortable and present. We don’t actually know their boundaries

❤️ 120.6K 🔁 20.4K 💬 9.8K



↳ @MetroManiac514

I KNOW NOTHING BUT I FEEL EVERYTHING

❤️ 500.2K 🔁 180.7K 💬 110.3K

@OldTimeHockey88

this is embarrassing for the league. captains used to have standards. now it’s this circus.

❤️ 12.4K 🔁 3.1K 💬 19.8K



↳ @MetroManiac514

GRANDFATHER PLEASE LOG OFF

❤️ 402.7K 🔁 150.3K 💬 88.6K



↳ @QueerHockeyGirl

“standards” = not liking that people are happy in public

❤️ 190.5K 🔁 62.7K 💬 31.4K



↳ @PuckBunny93

YOU WOULD NOT SURVIVE ONE MINUTE AT CASA DE RAFA

❤️ 275.8K 🔁 94.1K 💬 46.9K
@MetroManiac514

QUOTE TWEETING @OldTimeHockey88

“this is embarrassing for the league”

this is why your kids don’t call you

❤️ 600.4K 🔁 210.3K 💬 120.6K

@unwell4shane

THE WAY HE IS HOLDING HIS FACE??? THAT IS NOT CASUAL, THAT IS “I THINK ABOUT YOU WHEN YOU’RE NOT HERE”

❤️ 222.6K 🔁 70.3K 💬 33.8K



↳ @MateoAlvarez19 ✓

❤️

❤️ 1.2M 🔁 410.8K 💬 260.3K



↳ @ShaneoArchive

logging this under: “evidence of emotional escalation - detroit chapter”

❤️ 118.9K 🔁 31.2K 💬 12.6K



↳ @HockeyChaos

we have officially left the “hookup” era and entered the “something is happening” era

❤️ 140.4K 🔁 39.7K 💬 18.2K



↳ @Shaneo

HE SENT A HEART. HE LIKED IT.

❤️ 600.7K 🔁 210.5K 💬 130.9K

@QueerHockeyGirl

they look like they’re in love idc idc idc

❤️ 210.4K 🔁 60.2K 💬 28.9K



liked by shane_hollander24 ✓ 



↳ @HockeyDetective

HE LIKED IT

❤️ 700.8K 🔁 240.3K 💬 130.5K



↳ @MetroManiac514

HE LIKED “IN LOVE” HE LIKED “IN LOVE”

❤️ 820.1K 🔁 300.4K 💬 170.2K



↳ @Shaneo

CONFIRMATION??? CONFIRMATION???

❤️ 410.6K 🔁 120.8K 💬 60.7K



↳ @Hollanov2481

this means nothing

❤️ 90.3K 🔁 12.7K 💬 8.9K



↳ @bi_disaster

this means EVERYTHING

❤️ 500.9K 🔁 150.6K 💬 80.3K



####





They are on Mateo’s bed scrolling through the tweets, half horrified but also laughing out loud.

“They love us,” Shane says, laughing. He is sitting between Mateo’s legs, his head on his chest as they scroll.

“Who can blame them?” Mateo says.

“You replied with a heart?” Shane says, smiling.

“You liked a comment about looking in love,” Mateo says, taking a bite of his shoulder.

“Maybe we soft launch on Instagram.. or put out something, just saying we’re seeing each other,” Shane says.

Mateo is about to answer when..
Shane’s phone rings. It is a FaceTime from his mom.

He is fully dressed, still tucked between Mateo’s arms and legs. Mateo, however, is shirtless. He answers anyway.
“Hi Mom,” Shane says casually.

She takes in the scene, lets out a breath and then puts on her perfect Yuna Hollander, PR smile.

“Shane, Mateo..” she says, her real smile breaking through the perfected one.

Shane doesn’t care at this point. His mom and dad know he is seeing Mateo. They like him.

If this were a girlfriend, he wouldn’t feel weird about answering like this, and the whole point of coming out to them was to be able to live authentically.



“Hi, Mom. I know the video isn’t.. great, but-” Shane starts, but Yuna cuts him off.

“The video is fine, Shane, the response is good, you and Mateo are doing nothing wrong.”

Shane feels a bit of relief. He didn’t think they were, but hearing his mom say that and stand by him means everything in this moment.



“I could get Rafa to look at video footage, see if we can find the person who sent the video, maybe not allow entry anymore.”

“No, Rafa’s is such a beautiful place full of love. Don’t start policing it, it will make people feel like they cannot be, and everyone deserves to go there and experience it without worry,” Shane says, thinking about how happy he was there last night. Then adds, “We weren’t trying to hide anything, we both knew the risk.”
“Can I ask if you guys have defined this relationship yet?” Yuna says, knowing Shane has been wanting to ask him to be his boyfriend.

“We are boyfriends,” Shane says, smiling, then adds, “we haven’t talked about what that means fully yet, I mean, I am kind of seeing some people and Mateo, and I have kind of um.. an open dynamic.”



Since coming out, there isn’t much he keeps from his mom anymore. She knows enough.

It is awkward telling her all this information, but she is his manager and mom, and it’s important for her to know the truth.



“Okay, that is what I thought.” She tilts her head slightly, already moving ahead. “But if you are boyfriends, maybe we should think about putting out a joint statement, or a soft launch on Instagram, maybe. Something simple. That way, if people see either of you out with another man, it would be more speculation or chatter, not anything they could prove as truth.”



Shane looks at Mateo for a moment. He has been quiet, just listening to him and his mom go back and forth. “I’d be happy with making an Instagram post, something simple.” Shane pokes Mateo’s arm. “What about you, baby?”

“Of course. I’d post you everywhere. Change my bio to Shane Hollander’s boyfriend.”

Shane and Yuna both laugh at the same time, with the same laugh.



“Maybe, if you guys have any pictures without your faces in them, holding hands, or showing distinguishable features, like your arms, and caption it with a heart,” she starts. “Anything that says, yes, this is true, without fully confirming you’re in a relationship.”

“Okay, yeah.” Shane nods.

“Yes, that works,” Mateo says.



“The breakfast I made is going to get cold. I will call you either tomorrow or Thursday.”

“Okay, sounds good. I love you both,” Yuna says, and it shocks Shane a bit to hear, but also warms something in his whole body.

“Claro que sí, Yuna.. yo también la quiero mucho (Of course, Yuna.. I love you very much too),” Mateo says before Shane says, “I love you too, Mom.”
After they hang up, they both sit there for a moment in silence.

Shane breaks it first. “I have these few pictures, without our faces.. what do you think?”

He shows Mateo, who shows him a few he took, and then they settle on both posting Instagram posts at the same time, with their respective photos and adding the caption, “Mine❤️.”
“I have so many cute photos of your face, I wish I could post,” Shane says.

“Same, cariño, but one day soon. Let’s take baby steps for the world.”

“We still need to establish what our relationship guidelines are,” Shane says, wanting to talk about it.

“I agree, but let’s eat your breakfast and get ready for my parents’ house. Then talk before the game?” Mateo says, as a statement with a bit of a question mark at the end.

“Okay, sounds good, baby.”
They post the pictures and turn off their phones.
 
 


####
@HockeyChaos

they did not soft launch, they HARD LAUNCHED WITH “MINE ❤️” TWICE

❤️ 402.7K 🔁 140.2K 💬 88.4K
↳ @MetroManiac514

THIS IS NOT A SOFT LAUNCH, THIS IS SAYING, THAT’S MY BOYFRIEND WHAT OF IT

❤️ 520.8K 🔁 180.3K 💬 102.6K
↳ @bi_disaster

matching captions is CRAZY WORK

❤️ 210.5K 🔁 60.7K 💬 30.1K

@PuckBunny93

THE SNUGGLING IN BED, HAND ON HIS BACK??? THE MIRROR PIC??? THE GYM PIC??? I AM UNWELL

❤️ 610.9K 🔁 210.4K 💬 120.8K
↳ @unwell4shane

YOU FORGOT THE CAR PINKY HOLDING, I AM ON THE FLOOR

❤️ 480.3K 🔁 160.7K 💬 90.2K
↳ @Shaneo

THEY GAVE US A PHOTO DUMP LIKE WE ARE ENTITLED TO THEIR LOVE STORY

❤️ 390.6K 🔁 130.5K 💬 70.4K

@HockeyDetective

timeline update:

mutual posts

identical caption

physical contact across multiple settings

no attempt at concealment

conclusion: confirmed

❤️ 290.4K 🔁 90.3K 💬 55.7K
↳ @StatsHockey

data set updated: relationship status = public

❤️ 180.2K 🔁 50.1K 💬 22.6K
↳ @MetroManiac514

“relationship status = public” YOU ARE SICK

❤️ 340.8K 🔁 110.6K 💬 60.9K

@Hollanov2481

this feels forced idk

❤️ 70.2K 🔁 12.4K 💬 18.9K
↳ @ShaneoCentral

YOU ARE LOOKING AT TWO GROWN MEN HOLDING EACH OTHER LIKE THAT AND SAYING FORCED????

❤️ 410.5K 🔁 150.2K 💬 90.3K
↳ @bi_disaster

the only thing forced here is you staying in denial

❤️ 380.7K 🔁 140.8K 💬 85.6K
↳ @HockeyDad

i don’t know what any of this means anymore

❤️ 120.4K 🔁 14.2K 💬 6.3K

@ShaydenIsReal

no, because i still think this is somehow a throuple with Hayden, and nobody is ready for that conversation

❤️ 182.6K 🔁 44.9K 💬 29.7K
↳ @JJane

i was literally about to say the same thing, but with J.J. instead

like you cannot convince me those three don’t have something going on

❤️ 167.3K 🔁 39.2K 💬 24.5K
↳ @ShaydJeo

you’re both thinking too small

open your minds to all four of them together and ascend with me

❤️ 241.8K 🔁 68.5K 💬 51.2K
↳ @ShaydJeo

Shane. Mateo. Hayden. J.J.

tell me that doesn’t solve every problem in the world

❤️ 263.4K 🔁 74.1K 💬 58.9K
↳ @WingedChaos

THIS IS THE FUTURE LIBERALS WANT

❤️ 198.7K 🔁 52.3K 💬 33.6K
↳ @ShaydenIsReal

no, because now that you’ve said it out loud, i can’t unsee it

❤️ 156.2K 🔁 37.8K 💬 21.4K
↳ @PuckBunny93

i need someone to draw this immediately

❤️ 174.9K 🔁 41.6K 💬 26.8K

@GaySportsWatch

there’s something very intentional about choosing softness for a first public post like this

❤️ 160.3K 🔁 40.7K 💬 18.2K
↳ @QueerHockeyGirl

it’s not even loud, it’s just.. certain

❤️ 140.2K 🔁 32.6K 💬 14.1K
↳ @PuckBunny93

IT IS LOUD TO ME

❤️ 300.9K 🔁 100.4K 💬 55.2K

@MetroManiac514

HE POSTED HIM IN HIS ARMS.

IN HIS ARMS.

❤️ 500.6K 🔁 180.3K 💬 120.4K
↳ @HockeyChaos

not a situationship. not a rumour. ARMS.

❤️ 260.4K 🔁 80.2K 💬 40.7K
↳ @unwell4shane

THE CUDDLED IN BED, HAND ON HIS BACK, I WILL NEVER RECOVER

❤️ 420.3K 🔁 150.6K 💬 88.8K

@InternetHockeyHistorian

in years to come, historians will refer to this as “the Mine ❤️ posts”

❤️ 210.7K 🔁 60.4K 💬 28.3K
↳ @HockeyChaos

a cultural reset

❤️ 180.5K 🔁 50.2K 💬 24.1K
↳ @StatsHockey

engagement levels unprecedented

❤️ 120.3K 🔁 30.6K 💬 12.7K

@OldTimeHockey88

this is exactly what’s wrong with the league

❤️ 9.4K 🔁 2.1K 💬 15.8K
↳ @MetroManiac514

NO, THIS IS EXACTLY WHAT’S RIGHT WITH IT

❤️ 600.7K 🔁 220.4K 💬 130.9K
↳ @PuckBunny93

I HOPE IT GETS WORSE FOR YOU

❤️ 450.8K 🔁 170.3K 💬 95.2K
↳ @QueerHockeyGirl

Two beautiful, strong men. Hockey gods. Showing softness for each other and the world? What could be more right?

❤️ 600.5K 🔁 230.2K 💬 104.6K

@HockeyDad

are they still playing hockey

❤️ 180.2K 🔁 20.4K 💬 9.7K
↳ @bi_disaster

technically yes, emotionally no

❤️ 320.4K 🔁 90.8K 💬 44.2K
↳ @MetroManiac514

THEY ARE PLAYING WITH MY HEART

❤️ 500.9K 🔁 180.7K 💬 100.3K

@unwell4shane

“MINE ❤️” FROM BOTH OF THEM??? BACK TO BACK???

I NEED A MINUTE

❤️ 620.3K 🔁 220.6K 💬 140.8K
↳ @HockeyDetective

timestamp difference: 2 minutes

coordination level: high

❤️ 310.2K 🔁 100.4K 💬 60.3K
↳ @Shaneo

THIS WAS A TEAM EFFORT

❤️ 280.6K 🔁 90.2K 💬 50.1K

@MateosBrainCell

so are we calling this a Mateo Alvarez coming out, or are we just moving past it like nothing happened

❤️ 200.4K 🔁 63.8K 💬 41.1K
↳ @AlvarezRedWings

Rumours have been circling for years btw

❤️ 100.9K 🔁 21K 💬 15K
↳ @Alvarez19Updates

i’ve heard pansexual rumours forever, he just doesn’t care enough to label it publicly

❤️ 190.7K 🔁 31.6K 💬 29.6K
↳ @DetroitClubbing

If you’ve ever been anywhere near the club scene in Detroit, this man has absolutely NOT been limiting himself to any gender or sexuality.

❤️ 230.8K 🔁 44K 💬 34.1K
↳ @Feral4Alvarez

we LOVE an unbothered king who just does whatever he wants actually

❤️ 100.6K 🔁 22.1K 💬 10.8K

@AlvarezBabe

Dominican. those eyes. that body. that face. AND pansexual???

❤️ 58.2K 🔁 14.7K 💬 7.5K
↳ @AlvarezBabe

Shane Hollander you are the luckiest man alive

❤️ 72.9K 🔁 18.3K 💬 9.6K
Shane_hollander24 ✓ liked
↳ @RedWingsInsider

oh they are about to be unbearable, i can already tell

❤️ 99.3K 🔁 23.9K 💬 12.5K
Shane_hollander24 ✓ liked

@HockeyChaos

just to confirm. they posted “MINE ❤️” and are now expected to face off against each other TONIGHT???

❤️ 480.7K 🔁 170.2K 💬 95.6K
↳ @MetroManiac514

PUCK DROP IN 7 HOURS AND THEY ARE IN LOVE, THIS IS NOT REGULATION HOCKEY

❤️ 620.4K 🔁 220.6K 💬 130.8K
↳ @bi_disaster

how do you take a faceoff against someone who just posted you like that

❤️ 300.9K 🔁 90.4K 💬 44.2K
↳ @HockeyDad

thank you, finally someone mentioning the game

❤️ 150.2K 🔁 20.3K 💬 9.1K
↳ @PuckBunny93

I NEED A LIVE CAM ON THE FIRST FACE OFF, I AM BEGGING

❤️ 410.6K 🔁 140.8K 💬 70.4K

@unwell4shane

i just know Shane’s other boyfriends are somewhere smiling and supporting him right now

❤️ 620.3K 🔁 220.4K 💬 150.7K
↳ @JJBoiziau ✓ liked

↳ @haydenPike35 ✓ liked

↳ @CliffMarlow ✓ liked

↳ @ElijahKnots ✓ liked

↳ @CarterVaughn ✓ liked

↳ @JulianMoreau liked
❤️ 2.8M 🔁 1.1M 💬 780.6K
↳ @HockeyDetective

MULTIPLE VERIFIED LIKES. REPEAT. MULTIPLE VERIFIED LIKES.

❤️ 900.4K 🔁 320.8K 💬 200.3K
↳ @MetroManiac514

THEY ARE NOT EVEN HIDING IT ANYMORE., WHAT IS THIS

❤️ 1.1M 🔁 400.7K 💬 250.6K
↳ @PuckBunny93

THIS IS A SUPPORT GROUP

❤️ 800.3K 🔁 280.6K 💬 180.4K
↳ @Shaneo

THIS IS A COMMUNITY

❤️ 720.5K 🔁 250.4K 💬 160.2K
↳ @Hollanov2481

notice who didn’t like it

❤️ 210.7K 🔁 40.2K 💬 30.6K
↳ @bi_disaster

BECAUSE THEY ARE RIVALS???

❤️ 600.9K 🔁 200.3K 💬 120.7K
↳ @ShaneoCentral

oh my god, not everything is about him. PLEASE!! STOP TRYING TO MAKE HOLLANOV HAPPEN.

❤️ 620.4K 🔁 210.3K 💬 130.6K
↳ @MetroManiac514

YOU ARE UNDER A POST WHERE SIX MEN LIKED “OTHER BOYFRIENDS” AND THIS IS YOUR TAKE???

❤️ 780.2K 🔁 270.4K 💬 160.8K
↳ @Hollanov1221

HE DOES NOT NEED TO LIKE IT FOR THIS TO BE REAL, BE SERIOUS

❤️ 540.6K 🔁 180.2K 💬 100.4K
↳ @PuckBunny93

maybe he saw it and went outside. maybe he logged off. maybe he is MINDING HIS BUSINESS FOR ONCE

❤️ 690.3K 🔁 240.5K 💬 140.7K
↳ @Hollanov2481

Maybe he is depressed, and unlike these other men, doesn’t like sharing the one he loves.

❤️ 420.8K 🔁 140.6K 💬 80.2K
↳ @HollanderGirl

Ilya Rozanov??? The man photographed with a new girl every night doesn’t like to share???

❤️ 645.8K 🔁 140.6K 💬 80.2K
↳ @HockeyDad

i am once again asking what any of this has to do with hockey

❤️ 220.4K 🔁 30.1K 💬 14.2K



####





An hour later, they are parked outside Mateo’s parents house.

They are holding hands, and Shane is rubbing his other finger along the inside of Mateo’s wrist.

“You look nervous.” Shane glances over at him. As a statement, but also kind of a question. He noticed this yesterday too, outside of Rafa’s, this hesitancy to Mateo he isn’t used to. “What’s wrong, mon chum?” Shane asks.
Mateo rubs the back of his head. “I get anxious sometimes.” He exhales. “Like, you are incredible, and my family is incredible, and I just want everything to go well. I know it will, but I sometimes just get a little in my head when I really care about a situation. I just want it to go perfectly.”
Shane understands that so deeply.

He just kisses Mateo’s cheek. “It is going to be fine, and if it isn’t, that is fine too, because I have you by my side. We are good, it will be good,” Shane says, reassuring him.

“I know it will be, I know everyone will love you, they already do. I just want everyone to be happy and comfortable.”

“You care about everyone so much, Mateo, that is what I love about you.”
Mateo looks over at him, his eyes wide and dilating. “What you love about me?” he says, repeating it back.
“Yes, Mateo, I am falling in love with you,” Shane says, smiling, then reaches over the seat to pull him in for a kiss.

“I have already completely fallen, I’m gone to another dimension, I am so in love with you,” Mateo says, holding Shane’s face between his hands, squishing his cheeks together.
Shane laughs. “Well, yeah, obviously, you have been obsessed with me for years.. it is actually kind of concerning.” Shane continues, already feeling proud of himself. “Am I going to find, like, posters of myself in your room?”
“You are full of jokes now, aren’t you?” Mateo says, slugging Shane on the arm softly. “This wasn’t my childhood room, remember, I don’t have much of my stuff in it.” He smiles, then continues, “My room growing up, however..”
They laugh and kiss again, and then get out of the car.


####





Mateo’s parents house stretches out the moment Shane steps inside, the hallway opening wider than he expects, rooms branching off in both directions, voices carrying from somewhere deeper in the house like he’s walked into something already in motion.

He told Shane his house growing up was quite cozy; he and his brother shared a room, and his sisters shared a room. They all shared one bathroom.
When they first moved to Detroit, they rented for a while. Rafael was the only one who lived at home.
But once Mateo was more established in his career, and his mom’s new dance studio was doing well, along with her studio back home bringing in more income, and his dad had found more clients in Detroit, they were able to buy something bigger.
Mateo insisted on helping out, but they didn’t take much from him.

They wanted a house that was big enough for each sibling to have their own room, so when they came and slept there on Christmas or whenever they were comfortable and had their own spaces.



They also have a room for his grandparents, even though they have a house down the street that Mateo bought, even though they said no.

It became an argument that Mateo would not drop, insisting that they retired early to be able to take care of him and his siblings full-time when they were growing up, and he would not take no for an answer.
“Hola, nosotros estamos aquí,” Mateo calls out, and within seconds, Abuelita Carmen is there greeting them. (Hello, we are here."

“Cariños, déjenme quitarles los abrigos.” Abuelita Carmen says, clearing her throat and saying in English, “Let me take your coats.” 
Shane starts to hand over his coat, but Mateo takes it from his hand and hangs them up.

Abuelita pulls Shane inside by the hand, bringing him into the kitchen before excusing herself for a moment.
Lucía, Rafael, and Mateo’s dad are in the kitchen, standing around the island in a passionate debate.

When they see Mateo and Shane, they look a bit worried. Shane doesn’t know what is happening.



Lucía comes over and hugs Mateo before coming and hugging Shane. “Hola, Sweet Shane,” she says.
“Me alegra que te hayas unido a nosotros, señor “mío”.” Lucia bumps her shoulder into Mateo’s, grinning like she’s just said something she’s been waiting to say out loud. (I’m glad you joined us, Mr. “mine.”)
“Solo tienes un modo, y es molesto,” Mateo says back, pulling her into a headlock. (You only have one mode, and it’s annoying.)
She laughs into it, not fighting him at all, like this is a routine they’ve done a hundred times.

“Solo te tomó diez años, pero finalmente conquistaste a tu hombre públicamente.. Qué lindo.” (It only took you ten years, but you finally won your man publicly.. how cute.)
“Shane no entiende, intentemos hablar inglés, ¿de acuerdo?” Mateo says, nudging her. (Shane doesn’t understand. Let’s try speaking English, okay?)
“Yes, let’s speak English in front of Shane,” Rafael says as he comes to embrace his big brother, kissing him on the cheek before turning to Shane and pulling him in for a tight hug.
That is when Mateo’s dad walks over to them. Shane hasn’t met him yet, only knows him by stories.

He is incredibly handsome. Mateo, Rafael, and their dad all look like clones of each other.

He is also very in shape.

Shane thinks that if Mateo looks half as good as his dad at his age, Shane will be very happy.
“Hola, Shane, I am Miguel, these kids father.” Shane goes in to hug him, since they all seem to do that, but his dad puts out his hand to shake. “I have been following your career for a long time. You are a very good hockey player. We are very happy to have you here.”
Shane shakes his hand, embarrassed, about to go in for a hug, but when the handshake is done, his dad pulls him into an embrace.



“I always like to shake a man’s hand first, show respect. But we are a family of huggers, what can I say?”

“Thank you for having me. Your house is beautiful.”

“Thank you, Shane.”
“Where is mom?” Mateo asks, looking around.
“Tuvo que quedarse en el estudio porque una instructora llamó para avisar que estaba enferma. Lamenta no poder asistir.” Miguel says to Mateo. (She had to stay at the studio because an instructor called in sick. She’s sorry she can’t be here.)
Mateo looks visibly upset. “Ella sabía que esto era muy importante para mí. ¿Es que nunca puede anteponer eso a su estudio?”(She knew this was very important to me. Can’t she ever put that before her studio?) The words come out faster than everything else in the room, cutting across whatever Lucía had been saying to Rafa in a side conversation, enough that she stops mid-sentence and looks at him.

Mateo’s holding his own hands, rubbing his fingers over his knuckles. 
“Mateo, ¿qué es esta actitud? Tenle un poco de paciencia.” Lucía chimes in. (Mateo, what is this attitude? Have a little patience.)
“Estamos aquí y nos alegra que Shane esté presente. Hablaremos con ella por videollamada más tarde.” Rafael says calmly, like he is trying to be the voice of reason in whatever is happening. (We’re here, and we’re happy Shane is here. We’ll talk to her later on a video call.)
Mateo brings his hands up and scrubs his face slowly, like he’s trying to pull himself back into the room. “Estoy siendo un idiota. Claro que tiene que estar ahí. Simplemente siento que, cada vez que Shane está cerca, en videollamada, donde sea, ella no se esfuerza y no sé por qué.” (I’m being an idiot. Of course, she has to be there. I just feel like every time Shane is around, on video call or in person, she doesn’t make the effort, and I don’t know why.)
“Esto no tiene nada que ver con tu novio, nos alegramos mucho por ti. Sabes que a tu madre no le molesta.” Miguel says to Mateo, rubbing his hand over his in a way that screams affection and warmth. (This has nothing to do with your boyfriend, we’re very happy for you. You know your mother doesn’t mind.)
Shane steps in closer to Mateo, putting his hand on his lower back.
“I’m sorry, cariño, that is rude of us. It is just easier sometimes to communicate this way when we are all together.”

“It’s okay, I don’t mind. I like listening and watching,” Shane says, and he means it.

“Mom won’t be here today. She had to stay at the studio,” Mateo says, looking upset as he says it.
Shane feels a bit bummed, too. He wanted to meet Mateo’s mom, but he didn’t want to say that in this moment.

“That is okay, next time,” Shane says.
“Yes, next time, Mateo,” Lucía says.
“So we see you guys went ‘Instagram official,’” Miguel says, smiling. “We are happy, but Mateo, yes, next time you need to let me know first. I am still your manager, even though I am papá.”

“I’m sorry someone did that at my club, it shouldn’t have happened,” Rafael says, looking down a bit ashamed as he says it.

“No, no, don’t apologize,” Mateo says, and Shane can see him step into comfort mode, wanting to protect his brother and his feelings.



“It’s our fault, we weren’t being careful,” Shane jumps in.

“You should not have to be careful, you were enjoying the moment. You guys look beautiful together,” Lucía says before she strokes Mateo’s cheek and says, “Realmente parecías estar muy enamorado.” (You really looked very in love.)

“Shh, ya basta,” Mateo says. (Shh, that’s enough.) “I am going to go introduce Shane to Abuelito.” 



###




Mateo grabs Shane’s hand and moves him towards the living room, where Abuelita Carmen and Mateo’s Abuelito are sitting.
Shane hears the familiar noise of wrestling and instantly perks up.
When they walk into the room, his Abuelito stands up. Mateo’s Abuelito is a sweet-looking older man.

Tall, like Mateo, his brother, and father.

A bit more frail, but you can tell by his build that he still keeps active. His eyes are the same piercing blue as Mateo’s.
“Abuelito, este es Shane Hollander,” Mateo says to his Abuelito. Then he turns to Shane, “Shane, this is my Abuelito Ramón.”
“Hi, Abuelito Ramón,” Shane says, putting his hand out to shake.

His Abuelito grabs Shane into a tight hug and kisses him on the cheek. “¡Ah, por fin voy a conocerlo!” (Ah, finally I get to meet him!)
“Happy to meet you, Shane.” His English is a lot less clear than Abuelita’s, but Shane still understands him.

“Can I watch some wrestling with you?” Shane says, pointing to the screen.

“Yes,” he says, pulling Shane down onto the couch.
He places Shane in the middle cushion, and Mateo’s Abuelita comes and sits down on the other side of Shane, squishing him in between.
“It looks like you have replaced me, I am sure in no time they will be giving you snuggles and head scratches,” Mateo says, laughing, leaning down over the back of the couch to rest his chin on top of his Abuelito’s head.

His abuelito reaches his hand back and holds Mateo there, stroking his cheek.
“If they are anything like your head scratches and cuddles, I wouldn’t mind,” Shane says.
Abuelita grabs Shane and pulls him in for a snuggle, and Shane, who usually would be freaking out in this moment with people he barely knows, lets himself fall into the touch of this grandma.
Shane’s dad’s parents both died when he was young, and his mom’s parents moved back to Japan after she got married, so they don’t see them much.
Shane never had siblings or grandparents around. He just had his parents.

They were very close, but not affectionate in a touching way, the way Mateo’s family is.

Everyone seems on top of each other, in the best way.

Shane usually would hate all the touching, but with Mateo’s family it feels familiar for some reason.

His body doesn’t tense the way it usually does. He doesn’t count the seconds until he can step back.

He just.. stays in their touch.
“Are you okay here for a little, cariño?” Mateo asks. “I just want to go talk to my siblings and dad for a minute, then I need to help Rafa get lunch ready.”

“Yes, I am happy here, watching wrestling with your grandparents, don’t worry about us.”
Mateo comes to the front of the couch, lifts Shane to his feet, and kisses him in front of his grandparents.

Just a soft kiss on the lips before putting him back down and walking out of the room.
Shane glances over at Abuelito for a second and sees a tear in his eye.

He smiles and wipes it away before grabbing Shane’s hand and squeezing it.
“You like Roman Reigns?” he asks.

“Yes, I do,” Shane says.
They watch wrestling together for a bit, Abuelito and Shane talking about wrestling and hockey. Abuelita is talking about Mateo as a young boy, telling all sorts of stories.





####




Eventually, Mateo comes and gets them, and they all go sit at the dining room table for lunch.
It is set beautifully, the cutlery, the china, the glasses. It feels formal for lunch, but Shane doesn’t mind.

He sits down next to Mateo, and Rafa is on his other side.
Lunch is delicious.

They talk a lot while eating, the noise of the banter and laughter echoing through the room.

Music is playing in the background, everyone talking on top of each other yet still listening to each other.

Plates get passed without asking, Miguel refills his glass before he notices it’s empty, Mateo’s knee pressed against his under the table like a quiet check-in.
They are all talking in English for the most part, for Shane’s sake, and part of him wants to say it’s okay to speak in Spanish, I just like listening to all of you, even if I don’t know what you’re saying.

But he doesn’t, because it also feels nice to be included.
Abuelita Carmen is deeply affectionate and very playful.

Shane sees her watching whoever is speaking at the moment with so much love in her eyes.

Shane can feel she is the emotional anchor and the heartbeat of this family.
Abuelito Ramón is a lot quieter. Mateo always said he expresses love through action and not words as much.

Shane sees that in the way he had wrestling ready for him when he got there.

Mateo told him, while they were washing their hands for lunch, that Abuelito asked what he could do to make you feel most comfortable when Shane got there, and Mateo jokingly suggested having a wrestling match on. So that is what he did.
Lucía is chaotic and loud, but deeply protective and affectionate.

She is also very smart.

She loves to tease her brothers relentlessly, but never in a harsh way.

The teasing now seems to extend to Shane, and he kind of loves it.

She has something about her that is completely disarming.
Rafa is warm, yet playful.

He likes to instigate things with his family, and then immediately softens the energy if it gets too passionate.

He is physically affectionate in the same way they all seem to be.

He also seems very observant.
Miguel is present.

He seems to know everything about his kids, and he listens closely when they speak.

He lights up when talking about hockey the same way Mateo does, the same way Shane does.
He mentions something about a joint campaign, which makes Shane laugh because his mom mentioned the same thing through a text earlier. “I’ll need to get you in touch with my mom,” Shane jokingly says.
The way he talks about Mateo, about all of his kids, you can tell he really believes in them.

Like their success is his success, no matter how big or small.
None of them seems to care that Shane is a man. Not even in the slightest.

It isn’t ignored. They aren’t pretending Mateo isn’t sitting here with a man he just announced as his boyfriend.

It just doesn’t seem to be something that matters to any of them.

They aren’t pausing, or adjusting, or being careful in the way they speak to him or about him.

It just feels normal. They just seem happy that Mateo is happy.

They ask Shane a lot of questions, and all listen carefully to his responses.
They finish lunch, and the chairs from the table all scrape against the floor as they pull back to get out.

Voices overlap as conversations continue. Rafa starts clearing plates while Lucía is deep in a story that Mateo keeps adding to.



They start to move towards the door, and Shane gets pulled into a hug, then another, then another, before he fully registers who’s who.
“Please come over next time you are in Detroit, Shane,” Miguel says.

“We love you both, drive safe,” Lucía says, kissing her brother on the cheek and then coming to kiss Shane too.
Abuelita squeezes his face between her hands before letting him go, Abuelito pulling him in one more time like he forgot he already did it.
Once outside, the quiet hits all at once, and Shane lets out a deep breath he didn’t realize he’d been holding the entire time.
“Are you okay? I know they can be overwhelming.”

“Yes, it was overwhelming, but in a really good way,” Shane says.
Mateo smiles, and they get into the car to drive home.


####





On the ride home, Shane looks at Mateo and asks what he was upset about earlier.

“I guess I am upset my mom didn’t make the effort to show up, I told her this was important to me,” Mateo admits.
Once, Mateo told Shane that he and his parents were very close growing up, but they worked a lot, and he sometimes resented them for it.



He had his grandparents, and he knew he was lucky to have the kind of love he had in his home.

But he loved his parents so much and missed them when they weren’t around.

As he got older, he understood they were making these time sacrifices for him and all his siblings’ lives.
But once he got to the NHL, he wanted to buy them nice things and support them, so they didn’t have to work as hard.
Growing up, he and his dad bonded over hockey, and he and his mom bonded over dancing.

When he fully committed to hockey, he did lose out on time with his mom.
“Sometimes I get angry in moments like these, with my mom,” he says. “But then I remember, just like hockey is my passion, dance is hers. Her students are hers. She gave up her already established studio and all her friends to move to Detroit for me,” Mateo continues. “She gave up being a professional dancer to have us kids.”
He looks a bit ashamed of himself, and Shane grabs his hand and squeezes it.

“I feel bad for how I reacted,” he says, quieter now. “It’s like.. I know exactly why she’s not here, and I still can’t stop wanting her to choose this instead. I am acting like a selfish brat.”
“You aren’t selfish. You can understand her reasoning for why she isn’t here and still feel disappointed,” Shane says softly.“Cariño, you are so good,” he says, squeezing Shane’s hand.


####





When they get back to Mateo’s, they change back into sweatpants, and Shane climbs into Mateo’s lap on the couch, straddling him.

“I am so fucking into you, you have no idea,” he says, grinding into him and kissing him.

“I know, mi vida, I feel it,” Mateo says, grinding his hips up, their cocks brushing against each other through their sweats, pulling a moan out of Shane.
“Okay, we need to talk, though, about us, about being boyfriends,” Shane says seriously.

“Okay, let’s talk,” Mateo says, grabbing onto his waist, gripping his fingers into Shane.

“Now that we are boyfriends.. not just.. whatever we were before..,” Shane says, searching for it as he goes. “This is real. I want this to keep going. I want.. a future with you.. forever, even maybe.”
Mateo doesn’t interrupt, but a smile crosses his face, one that he can’t contain.

“Do you want me to stop fucking other people?”
“Mi rey.. is that something you want, or something you think you’re supposed to offer me?” Mateo asks. His hand comes up to Shane’s cheek, his thumb moving over it while his other hand stays firm on his waist.
“Not really,” Shane says, too quick, then softens it. “But I would, if that’s what you needed. I want this. I want you.”
“I like that you don’t hold yourself back from exploring. I like knowing you’re out there trying new things, and then you come back and want to tell me about it. I love being part of that with you when you want to include me, sharing that with you, and still knowing what we have emotionally is only for us.. that we’re each other’s. Does that sound fucked up?” Mateo asks, a little shy about it. “As long as that’s what you want to.”

He brushes his thumb along Shane’s cheek in slow circles.

“As long as you feel safe in this. I would be content if it were just you and me, but I don’t need that to feel fulfilled. I like it this way, too.”
They have talked about this so many times before, but that was when it was a fun new dynamic they were both feeling out.

That was during late-night phone calls when they were both horny and telling each other what they were into.

That was when they both felt like this was something, but it wasn’t defined yet.
“I like it,” Shane says, already flushed. “I like being with other men. I like figuring out what I want, what feels good, how different people.. are.”

He leans in closer, his voice dropping. “And I like telling you after. That’s part of it.”Shane says, blushing.



His mouth brushes Mateo’s ear, and he whispers into it, “Sometimes, I will have just been fucked so good, I’ll still have a dick inside me stretching me out, or cum on me drying, and I will think, I can’t wait to tell Mateo about how I was just fucked so hard I cried.” He nibbles on Mateo’s ear after saying it, and Mateo lets out a low, deep moan.
“Fuck,” Mateo says. Then he pushes Shane away, just a bit. “Mi vida, we’re supposed to be talking,” he says, trying and failing to sound serious. He bites into Shane’s lip, his eyes dilating and giving himself away.
Shane grinds himself onto Mateo before smiling like a little brat. “So.. we’re together,” Shane says, watching him carefully. “And I still get to be with other people. And you want to be part of that when you can.”
“Yeah.. hearing about it, joining you, the plug.. we can try other things too,” Mateo says. “But yeah, I’d like to be a part of it in whatever way that looks like.”
“And this feels fair to you?” Shane asks. He doesn’t look away when he says it. “Like I’m not taking advantage of this.. like you’re not getting the shit end of the deal.”
“I know exactly what I’m choosing,” Mateo says, not even hesitating. “You’re not taking anything from me. I’m here because I want this, I want you. Our relationship is open, but what we have is ours.” Mateo pulls Shane into a kiss now.
“But you’re not, like.. seeing anyone else?” Shane asks, a little meek, knowing what he wants the answer to be, but knowing it is deeply selfish and hypocritical.
“I don’t need anyone else,” Mateo says. “I’ve done that already. Hooking up, one-night stands, relationships. This.. is enough for me. Being with you, exploring sexually together with other people.” Then he adds, “I am happy, I am so fucking deeply happy with us, Mi rey.”
“So we’re not limiting each other,” Shane says slowly.

“No,” Mateo answers.

“We’re just.. choosing each other anyway.”

Mateo smiles. “Exactly.”

“That is perfect.” Shane hesitates for a second, then adds, “And.. it’s okay that it’s not just sex, sometimes. That I am forming connections with people?”

Mateo doesn’t even pause. “I would expect you to.” Mateo adds, “Your heart is so big, you care about people deeply.”
Shane nods, then adjusts slightly in his lap, thinking it through as he says it.

“I know I already have.. people,” he says. “But maybe moving forward, if it’s someone new.. we can do it together. I don’t need to add anyone new on my own.”
Mateo watches him for a second, not answering right away.

“I’d like that,” he says finally. “I want to see you in it. I want to be part of it with you.”

His hand slides back to Shane’s waist.

“But if something comes up and I’m not there,” he adds, quieter, “you don’t wait. You don’t hold yourself back because of me.” He plants a kiss to Shane’s clavicle.. “As long as you’re with me, and we stay honest, I’m good. We just check in with each other.” He lets out a deep exhale like he is about to say something big. “Because Shane?”
“Yes, baby?”

“I also want forever with you,” he says. “I don’t take us lightly.”

“I don’t either.”
They both go quiet for a second, just looking at each other, like they’ve said something they can’t take back and don’t want to.
Shane presses closer into him, like he needs Mateo to feel it, his hand sliding from Mateo’s shoulder down his chest.
Mateo’s grip tightens slightly at his waist, his thumb dragging once along his skin, and neither of them says anything else after that.
Shane leans in again, kissing him deeper this time, not careful anymore, not trying to stay in the conversation, just following it through to where it’s been building the whole time, his hips rolling once against Mateo’s like a question that doesn’t need to be asked out loud.
Mateo answers it anyway, pulling him closer, his mouth opening against his, and that’s it.
Shane pushes up from his lap just long enough to stand, already reaching for the drawer by the TV where Mateo keeps the lube.
He pulls Mateo’s sweater over his head, pushes his sweats down, then drops to his knees to take the rest off him.
He comes back into Mateo’s lap, straddling him, slicking his hand before taking them both in his grip, stroking them together as he rolls his hips up.
“Holy fuck, mi amor, you’re everything,” Mateo breathes into his mouth.
Shane keeps stroking them together, both of them moaning into each other’s mouths, kissing hard, tongues sliding back and forth between them. When they pull apart, Shane kisses him on his lips, his cheek, his neck, his eyes.
Mateo bites into his neck, sucking a bit, his hand holding Shane’s waist as Shane continues to stroke.
Their cocks gliding together feels so intimate, so powerful, and Shane wants to cry with how close he is to Mateo.
“Así.. qué rico.. así, amor.. mírame,” Mateo says. “Look at me, cariño.. look at me.” (Like this.. so good.. like this, love.. look at me.)
Shane looks at him, still moving, still stroking, and the second their eyes meet, something hits him all at once; he is so overwhelmed by it. “I’m so in love with you,” he says into Mateo’s mouth as he cums.
“I fucking love you so much, mi amor,” Mateo says as he cums too.
And unlike with J.J., Shane doesn’t feel the need to take it back after. It maybe feels like the truest thing he has ever said. 


####





Shane pushes through the locker room doors, running a few minutes late.

The whole team is already in there.

Voices are already overlapping, Berkes is laughing way too loudly at a joke that seems to have already been over and done with.

He finds himself smiling as soon as he enters the room.

It feels like it’s been longer than a couple days since he last saw his team.

He missed them.
A few guys look up when he comes in.

Berkes clocks him immediately, his eyes lighting up before he says anything, but doesn’t just yet.
Schneider turns halfway around on the bench, already watching Shane, like he is waiting for something.

Across the room, Andropov glances up, smiles at Shane sweetly, then looks back down at his gear, like he’s giving Shane space to enter.

Roy’s eyes are on him, watching, like he is trying to gauge something in Shane.
Shane drops his bag at his stall, sits, and starts pulling his gear out like nothing is different.
The room keeps moving for a few seconds, until everyone notices Shane there, and then conversations start to trail off, Gagnon stopping mid-sentence.



Gagnon leans back where he is, arms crossed, chewing slowly on some gum, watching without saying anything.



Shane glances up now, taking in the room. Everyone is looking at him.

He pauses, one skate half unlaced in his hands. “What?” he says.
Berkes is the first to break, turning fully on the bench, his grin big. “So what’s the deal with you and Alvarez now?”

A couple heads tilt in, waiting for the answer like this was something discussed before Shane entered the room.

“He’s my boyfriend,” Shane says, no hesitation.
The reaction hits instantly.

A whistle cuts through the room.

Schneider lets out a sharp “ohhhh shit,” leaning forward like he just got handed some good information.

Berkes claps once, loud. “Captain, my captain!!”
Mitty lifts his head from across the room like something just clicked into place in his head.

Comeau lets out a quiet exhale through his nose, shaking his head once, like, of course.
“Okay,” Schneider says, pointing at him, “okay, but-” he gestures vaguely. “What about the other guys?”
Shane’s eyes flick over to J.J. without thinking.

J.J. is leaning back against his stall, his arms hanging loose, watching everything unfold like this is all very normal, but when Shane looks at him, J.J. is already looking back.

He doesn’t look away right away. They hold each other’s gaze, and Shane sees his jaw tighten just slightly, the look of jealousy again, possessiveness.

He wants to go tell J.J. not to worry, that their time together is not going anywhere.
Hayden is a few stalls down, elbows on his knees, not looking at Shane at all.
Shane feels bad. He should have texted at least the two of them today and let them know they were now official.
They are his best friends, and even though they both know how he feels about Mateo, and that they were leading in this direction, he should have reassured them that things don’t have to change between them.
Shane looks back at Schneider. “We’re open,” he says. “I’m still.. um.. seeing other people.” He doesn’t know how to best word that, even though he is now in a relationship, he is still free to fuck other people.
There’s a half-second where the room processes it.

Then Mitty stands up so fast as he comes barreling over towards Shane. “OH THANK GOD.”
The room cracks.

Berkes doubles over laughing. Schneider slaps a locker door. Even Olsson huffs out something that almost counts as a laugh.

Laine just watches Shane, his head tilted slightly.
Mitty points at him like this is life or death. “Cap, with all due respect,” he says, completely serious, “I mean Alvarez seems really cool.. but you know..” he gestures vaguely, then doubles down, “you cannot stop. This is part of the system now.”
“Jesus Christ,” Gagnon mutters, not moving.
Mitty keeps going, half the team bracing themselves for whatever nonsense is about to come out of his mouth. “You need to be able to fuck before or after every game,” he says. “It’s a ritual.”
“Mitty,” Olsson says flatly, “you can’t assign our captain a sex schedule.”

“Why not?” Mitty shoots back. “Look at the record.”



“Doesn’t have to be full sex every time,” Berkes cuts in, already leaning forward like he’s solving something. “You can mix it up.”

“Yeah,” Schneider says immediately, nodding, “blowjobs count.”

“Handjobs count,” Olsson adds laughing.

“Mutual pleasure,” Berkes says.
“Even without cock, I am sure he has his hand.. or a nice dildo or two,” Berkes adds, like he’s building the list out properly.

There’s a pause, like everyone is gauging each other’s reactions to where this conversation is going.

Then J.J.’s voice slides in, easy. “Or a plug.”

The room loses it again.
Hayden drops his head, dragging a hand across his mouth like he’s trying not to laugh.

Andropov smiles faintly, looking a little red, his eyes lowering for a second before he looks back at Shane.
“And what,” Schneider says, pointing now, “we’re all just assuming Cap’s a bottom?”

“I hope he is,” Berkes says immediately, turning toward Shane. “He’s always in control out there. He deserves to get taken care of.”

“Jesus-” Shane starts, laughing now, hands up.
“Let him relax,” Schneider adds. “He works hard.”

“Our captain,” Berkes continues, pointing at him, “so pretty, I bet he takes it so good-”
“Guys,” Shane cuts in, laughing harder now. “I am right here.”

“Yeah,” Berkes says. “We know.”

“We’re invested,” Schneider adds.
Roy looks at Shane and gives him the same 'you all good or do you want me to handle this?' look he has given him so many times before throughout the years. Shane just smiles at him and gives him a little head nod, saying, 'I’m fine.' Roy’s shoulders relax a bit, and he lets the chaos continue.
Mitty slams his stick once against the floor.

“It’s a ritual.”

That’s all it takes.

Berkes hits his stick down.

“It’s a ritual.”

Schneider joins in.

“It’s a ritual.”

Andropov joins, quieter, looking at Shane to make sure it’s okay, and Shane nods.

“It’s a ritual.”

More pick it up, the rhythm building fast.

“It’s a ritual.”

“It’s a ritual.”

“It’s a ritual.”
Shane shakes his head, smiling, letting it roll over him.
From the side, Laine speaks. “If it ever came down to it..”

A few guys turn toward him.

Laine shrugs slightly. “We’d take care of you.”

There’s a second where the room actually considers that.



Then heads start nodding.
“Yeah,” Berkes says immediately.

“Obviously,” Schneider adds.

“Team support,” Mitty says.
Shane looks around at them, eyebrows up. “A lot of you are married.”

“Okay,” Schneider says, thinking, “married guys sit out.”

“Or supervise,” Berkes adds.

“Not helpful,” Gagnon says.

“Boundaries,” Comeau mutters. “You guys need better boundaries.”
Shane adjusts slightly where he stands, reaching for his jersey, and when he glances back across the room, J.J. is still watching him.

He isn’t laughing or joining in with the rest of them, he is just there, taking Shane in.

J.J. finally moves.

He straightens himself up, pushing off his stall, stepping forward just enough to be right beside Shane.

“Hey,” he says. The noise dips a fraction. “Cap’s fine,” he says. “He doesn’t need you throwing yourselves at him.”

It sounds light and casual, but Shane knows enough to hear the possessiveness behind it, and he kind of likes it. “Have some respect.”
Berkes lifts his hands. “We do have respect,” he says quickly. “That’s why we’re offering.”

A couple of guys laugh.

“Relax,” Schneider says.
From the other side, Hayden finally looks up. He doesn’t move closer.

He just watches Shane for a second, then looks back at the room.

“Yeah,” he says. “I think Cap’s got it handled.”

Roy moves a little in his stall, then says, “That would be my assessment as well.”
Once Roy speaks up, everyone else in the room starts to quiet down.
Shane exhales a little through his nose. “Anyway,” he says. “We’re going out after the game. Gigi’s. It’s a gay bar.”
That gets everyone’s attention again.
“Okay,” Berkes says immediately.

“Good to know,” Schneider adds.

“If you’re trying to fuck men,” Shane continues, “you’ll probably find some there.”
More laughter. “But I’m going home to get fucked by my boyfriend,” he adds, grinning.
A few whistles again.
“Respect,” Mitty says, nodding like this is exactly what he wants to hear.

They start banging helmets together as they move out, the noise building again.



Right before Shane turns, Schneider catches him. “Cap.”

Shane looks at him.

Schneider scratches the back of his neck, suddenly less loud. “We didn’t make you uncomfortable, right?”
Shane laughs. “No, I am a praise slut, I love hearing all of you want a taste of me.”
The room explodes again.

Shane just grins and heads out toward the ice.





####




The Metros step out onto the ice, and the noise meets them all at once.

Somehow, the noise is even louder than the last time the Metros and Red Wings hit the ice together in Detroit last month.
They are cheering for both teams.

More signs than last time showing support for Mateo, and Shane and Mateo together.
The love is overwhelming.

It feels like Shane is being wrapped in it like a warm hug.
By the time the game starts and he skates to centre ice, he can already see Mateo there waiting for him, his stick resting easily in one hand, watching him like Shane is the best thing in the world.
At their face-off, Mateo leans in just enough, his voice low and close to Shane. “You look so hot and powerful right now, capitán,” Mateo grins, like this is just another version of how he talks to him when no one else is around. Except everyone is around.
Shane doesn’t overthink it. He just looks him right in the eyes and simply says, “Love you, baby,” meaning it, but also trying to throw Mateo off a bit.
Mateo’s eyes dilate, and his smile widens.

It’s not subtle, something in his face giving him away for a second before the puck drops, and Shane gets possession and is already moving.

Mateo snaps back into it quickly following right behind.
The game is hard fought.

No one is slowing themselves or pulling any punches because of the dynamics at play.

They are all professionals, all craving the win.
Detroit is up 2-0 by the end of the first period.

By the end of the second, the score is 2-2.
The game ends, and the Metros have won.
Away vs Detroit Red Wings

Montreal 4 – Detroit 3

33–0
Their undefeated streak continues, and now it is time to go out all together and drink, party, enjoy each other and have fun. 
Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (boyfriend)

Carter Vaughn: New York (recent diagnosis, not coping well)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience, still worshipping)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)

Troy Barrett: Toronto (handled with care, confusing outcome)

Julian Moreau: Vancouver (one-day boyfriend, would try again)

 

 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    Mateo doesn't have tattoos, or he can if you want. I just liked those photos.

I have seen a lot of “Mateo is perfect,” both positively and with some skepticism.
Mateo is mostly seen through Shane’s POV, and to Shane, he is falling deeply and reciprocally in love.. and Mateo is an incredible human and partner.
So to Shane, he is perfect.
Mateo has the biggest heart.
But he has flaws because he is human.
We see more of his insecurities in this chapter, with him wanting to make sure everyone always feels safe and comfortable.
Mateo deals with anxiety around making everyone happy.
We also see that even though he knows he is privileged, he still has feelings that come up, like towards his mom, that he knows maybe he shouldn’t but can’t help.

Also, I considered adding pictures of Mateo and Shane for the hard launch on Instagram.. but because of my fancast for Mateo, and that he is not actually part of HR, I felt uncomfortable using his likeness and decided against it.
I asked on Threads and Twitter for questions while I answer some FAQ.
If you have more, reach out on Threads misplacedmetaphor__ (two underscores) OR Twitter @Misplacedmeta4 and I’ll answer in the next chapter.
Mateo’s background is Afro-Dominican.
I have fancasted Tyriq Withers for Mateo, and the bartender from episode 4 as Elijah.
Is Shane on PrEP? Yes, it is mentioned in one of the chapters that Shane got on PrEP. He also uses condoms.
Who knows about Ilya? Mateo knows because Ilya told him. Elijah implies he knows, but they never use a name. Shane hasn’t told anyone else, not even Hayden or J.J.. they just know he has an “ex.”

Will Scott Hunter be added to the roster? No, Scott will remain a friend and support for Shane.
How many chapters will this be? I was originally aiming for 28–32. But this Detroit trip was supposed to be chapter 14–15, I think.. so I am clearly very behind.
I haven’t fully reoutlined and keep adding more once I start writing.
I am hoping for 40 at most.. praying it will be less.. i need my life back.. we will see

Can we actually trust Mateo? Is he just a diversion until we get Ilya back? Yes, I promise. Mateo is a very good person. His intentions are pure. He is not a placeholder for Ilya.

Is Ilya going to be crawling out of his own grave? Yes. We still aren’t at rock bottom for Ilya yet. It is going to get worse in our Boston chapters, but 2015 will be a better year for Ilya. Some healing will begin.

Are Shane’s relationships influenced by people-pleasing or masking?
None are outright about people pleasing. (I mean, he likes to please in bed), and Shane obviously does have people-pleasing tendencies, but his connections are real.
He enjoys and is happy with his current people.
In regard to masking, Shane does have a small mask up with everyone.
He is a bit of a chameleon. Which is very common for autistic people.
He is the most unmasked with Mateo, Hayden, and J.J

More roster additions? Is Hayden open to mmf with Jackie?
I can’t spoil roster additions, but there will be a few more. Hayden is up for anything with his wife, so yes. It may come up, but I won’t be writing those scenes.

Is Rose going to appear in the fic? I don’t think so. I did think about adding Rose, or more Jackie, but I am already running a full NHL season, a social media ecosystem, twelve emotional arcs, and a rotating cast of men in various states of crisis. It is too much to add another character.
End game end game end game? I understand the want for end game, but I made a decision not to reveal that, and I am sticking to it.
I think as the fic goes on, it will become more obvious. Everyone will have a happy conclusion.

I remember something about your Shane not listening to a lot of music (correct me if I’m wrong!), so I was wondering if he interacts with other art forms -
Shane not listening to music was something I took from the book, I think.. or atp it could be a fic, my brain is mush.
For Shane, hockey is his art. Watching wrestling is like art to him.
Sex is his art form. He feels creative during sex and like he is exploring his self expression.
He is also learning to like music more through Mateo and his love for music and movement.
He also likes to read and loves watching movies..

I hope I answered everyone’s questions efficiently.
I see a lot of people being excited or inspired to start their own slut era, and i LOVE that for you.
But remember this is fiction.
Most people in real life are not as incredible as the men in this fic.
Be safe and take care of yourselves.
BUT LET YOUR SLUT OUT AND HAVE FUN.
Thank you for all the continued love on this fic.
It has been so fun connecting on social media.
I cannot believe I hit over 7000 kudos, that is insane to me.


  


      

  












      Chapter 24: Cap, you’re not the only gay guy in this world who wants to be fucked
  



    Chapter Notes

      Hi guys,
I just wanted to let everyone know I started a texting fic companion piece that coincides with each chapter.
I have written 3 so far.
Check it out in my related works.
Shane Hollander is a slut: (typing…)

 

Content warning:
Shayden
Shaneo
light ShayJ
TWO TEAMS COMING TOGETHER.
KOLYA ANDROPOV YOU SLY DOG
CUTE DATES
love love love.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (boyfriend)

Carter Vaughn: New York (recent diagnosis, not coping well)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience, still worshipping)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)

Troy Barrett: Toronto (handled with care, confusing outcome)

Julian Moreau: Vancouver (one-day boyfriend, would try again)



December 16th 2014,

Detroit

Shane POV



Shane is showered and changed, walking out of the locker room toward Mateo’s car.

He’d been given private underground parking for the game, tucked far enough away that paparazzi couldn’t access it.
The team was meeting at Gigi’s at 10:00, which left just enough time for everyone to change, and for his teammates to maybe stop at the hotel bar for a drink before heading over. Shane, though, would be getting ready at Mateo’s place.
He’s almost at the private entrance when a hand catches his arm and pulls him back.
He turns, and it’s Hayden.
“Hayds,” he says, a little thrown off. “What’s up?”

“I was just going to text you, but I thought I’d follow you. I was calling after you for like five minutes, man. You must not have heard me. You were in your own world.”
Shane was in his head, thinking about how excited he was to see Mateo, even though he had just been with him.

He was lost in thought about their time with his family, about their future, creating scenarios about a life with Mateo, a home, maybe kids. The kind of thoughts that came easily when he didn’t interrupt them, when he let them play out just a little longer than he probably should.
His mom used to complain about it a lot when he was younger, when he would get into his head and get lost for hours inside the vividness of his imagination.
He became removed from the world in those moments, lost in his own mind and fantasies, missing things and time without realizing it.

He later found out it was called maladaptive daydreaming.

He used to do it a lot when he was younger.
Besides hockey, he didn’t stay present for a lot, always somewhere just out of reach, pulled into whatever version of things he had built in his mind instead.
But it has gotten better over the years, especially since he came out.

He found himself more present, more in the moment, taking each experience as it came, not needing to disappear from it in the same way.
But sometimes he loved the feeling of getting lost again, in beautiful fantasies, letting himself drift just enough to feel what it might be like, before pulling himself back.
“Sorry,” Shane says. “Is everything okay?”

“Yes, I just wanted to remind you that I can only come out for a bit tonight. It’s Jackie’s birthday tomorrow, and I want to be back at the hotel for 12:30 to call her,” Hayden explains.

“Why not 12?”

“She is going to be out.”

“With her boyfriend?” Shane asks it matter-of-factly, and Hayden doesn’t seem to mind.

“Yes, Asher,” Hayden says.
Shane doesn’t remember Hayden ever telling him his name before. “First name basis now?”

“She wants us to meet soon,” Hayden says, looking a bit flushed.

“Whoa, Hayds, is that something you want?”

“I mean, this has been going on for a while between them, and she seems to think I will like him.”

“In what way does she want you to like him?” Shane asks, a smile already pulling at his mouth.
Hayden’s blush deepens. “Um, I think for now she just wants to see if we can stand each other..”

“Have you seen any pictures of him?” Shane asks, pushing it a little.

“Yes,” Hayden says, and somehow his cheeks are even redder.

“And?”

“Very tall, very strong, tattooed, green eyes, brown hair,” Hayden says, being vague yet very detailed.

“So, hot?”

“Yes. Very hot,” Hayden says.
“How fun would it be if you, Jackie, and Asher could all just fall in love and fuck every day?”

“Shh, dude, we are still in public.”
Shane leans in and whispers into Hayden’s ear, “I will really miss fucking you though.”

Hayden pulls back and looks Shane dead in the eyes, almost annoyed, and quietly says, “Why the fuck would we need to stop fucking, I don’t want that.”
“Once you’re in a committed relationship with your wife and her boyfriend, I’ll be left alone without my favourite crooked dick,” Shane says, jokingly frowning.
“I haven’t met the guy, and Jackie has not said anything about any of that. I don’t even know if he is into all that. I mean, Jackie said he is bi, but who knows what he wants from me.” Hayden continues to say quietly.
“But you have thought about it, haven’t you?” Shane says.

Hayden doesn’t say anything for a moment. He just looks at Shane, half-annoyed, half-smirking. “Buddy, I just wanted to remind you that I will be leaving early tonight.”

“Okay, Hayds, I’ll see you in a bit.”
Shane looks around and sees no one there, then grabs Hayden and brings him into an even more closed-off area, tucked out of the way.

He pushes him against the wall and kisses him. Hayden melts into him, kissing back, giving in to it easily.
“We haven’t hooked up in a long time,” Shane says into his mouth.

“It hasn’t been that long,” Hayden says, letting out a soft moan as their kiss deepens.

“I know, but I miss it.”

“Me too..” Hayden says, wrapping his hands in Shane’s hair, holding him there. Then pulls back just enough to say, “in the new year? I don’t know when we will have the chance before that.”
“Aww, look at us, Hayds, planning our fucks like an old married couple.”

“If you didn’t have plans in Boston..”

“We will figure something out.”
They pull back, but then Hayden moves in for one last sloppy kiss, not quite ready to leave it yet.
Shane loves kissing Hayden.

Every time he kisses him, he remembers how much he loves it.

He misses just lying in bed making out with him, even though it wasn’t actually that long ago.
“Okay, see you in a bit,” Shane says, pinching Hayden’s ass. Hayden returns the favour by grabbing both Shane’s ass cheeks roughly and kissing him again, lifting him for a second before setting him back down.
“See you soon,” and they both walk away from each other. 





####





Shane gets into Mateo’s car.
“What took you so long, mi rey? I was about to send a search party.” He brushes Shane’s cheek, taking inventory of his red lips and tousled hair. “Having fun without me?” he adds, smiling.
“Hayden just wanted to remind me that he was leaving the club early because it is Jackie’s birthday,” Shane says, “he also mentioned Jackie wanted to introduce him to Asher.”
Mateo’s eyes perk up. “Asher is the boyfriend?”

Shane nods. “Yup.”

“I love this development, how fun for them,” Mateo says. “Is Hayden freaking out?”

Shane nods faster, a smile pulling at his mouth at how easily Mateo reads his best friend. “Yup.”

He looks Shane over once more. “And are you feeling a bit jealous about the potential loss?”

Shane tries for mock annoyance, even as it gives him away how well Mateo reads him. “Yup.”
Mateo laughs, and Shane laughs too. They start driving back to his place.

“So how did your team take it?” Shane asks.

“Cariño, you know they have wanted me to lock this down since before you came out. They were hyped,” Mateo says, one hand on the steering wheel, the other resting on Shane’s lap. “What about your team?”
“They were all happy.. Mitty was concerned about what this means for when you are not around because apparently I need to get fucked either before or after each game,” Shane says, laughing.
“Your team is ridiculous,” Mateo says.



“Laine even offered that the team would help me out if I needed it. I know they were joking, and I would never.. but like, could you imagine me just getting gang banged by my team?” Shane says, a little quieter.

“I think you could imagine it,” Mateo says. Then he pauses, glancing at him briefly before adding, “How did J.J. take it?”
“He seemed a bit upset. I mean, we talked about it the other day, he knew how I was feeling about you, but I think he feels like that means we won’t have our time together anymore.”
Mateo doesn’t interrupt, just listens as Shane keeps going.
“I wish I could tell J.J., hey.. no.. you can literally have me wherever and whenever you want. I can be in the middle of something, and you can tell me you want to fuck me right now, and I will drop it for you..” Shane pauses, glancing over at Mateo, watching for his reaction before continuing. “Well, unless I am with you. But in that case, if he wants to join us, I would want him to do that.”
Mateo is smiling, still driving, and Shane can see him turning it over in his head. “So you want to grant J.J. some free use access?”

“Free use?”

“Yes. I mean, it is pretty much what you explained. A bit dom and sub, you are consenting at all times, and he can come and use you when he wants.”
“That’s hot,” Shane says, the answer coming easy.

“Yeah, I mean, you would need to talk about it and create rules and boundaries, but..”

Just as he says that, they pull into Mateo’s parking lot, and he puts the car into park.

Shane pulls him in for a kiss. “I love how much you understand and support my kinks.”

“You’re a kinky boy, loquito,” Mateo says, laughing. “I live for it.”





####





Mateo and Shane get to the club first because they want to be there to greet their teammates as captains and set the vibe so everyone gets along.



When you play the same teams over and over, you start to recognize people without ever really knowing them.

Names, numbers, the way someone moves on the ice, the way they finish their checks, the way they chirp.
It doesn’t mean anything off the ice. Unless you crossed paths earlier, juniors, mutual friends, something that actually sticks, most of it stays surface level.

A nod at an event. A quick “hey.”

Or nothing at all, because it’s easier to carry whatever you’ve been told about them instead.



Shane was never one to not like anyone. And he knew from his relationship with Ilya that what the media portrays and what is actually the truth can be a huge difference.

But when it comes to the Red Wings, he doesn’t like or dislike them. He didn’t know much about them before Mateo.
He did know they were always respectful to him.

They were never a team that hurled slurs at others.

And they seemed to be a team that actually liked each other and gelled well.
But since knowing Mateo, seeing how they have supported him openly for years, hearing the bonds he has with them, the way they show up for each other, how excited they have been for him and Shane.

Shane is itching for them to get here and start the night.

Especially Avi.
Avi is like Mateo’s Hayden, except they never slept together.

His ride or die, his best friend.

So yeah, Shane was excited.. and a little nervous too.



“Who do you think will show up from your team first?” Shane asked.

“Avi for sure, he’s going to come barreling in and attack you,” Mateo says with a smile. “I can’t wait for you guys to meet.”
Almost on cue, Shane hears someone scream across the bar, “MATI, HOLLZY,” and Avi Cohen walks in, with most of the hockey guys calling him Cozy.
He walks straight past Mateo and picks Shane up into a bear hug. It isn’t the kind of picking up that Mateo does. It’s louder, rougher in the way that still knows exactly where the line is. The kind that big men do to other big men in a male-dominated sport without thinking twice about it.
He then turns to Mateo, gives him a shoulder grab, and then looks back at Shane. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you how deeply invested I am in this relationship and how happy I am that you guys are now official.” He says it casually, but there’s real energy behind it.
Shane smiles at him, something in it a little unsure. He can’t place why.
He’s always felt a bit off around hockey guys, and it’s better now, easier, but mostly because he leads with sex, or queerness, or connection. That’s where he knows how to exist. With his team, he is their captain, and their dynamic has fallen into place. Small talk or new introductions in situations like this are still hard.
Avi.. Avi is Mateo’s number one person after his family. That matters more than he wants it to.
Mateo and Avi pass a look between them, like they are having a silent conversation, and Shane sees Mateo start to speak, but Avi cuts in, “I’m sorry, dude, I need better boundaries. I came in here at a ten. I just feel like I know you already.”
Shane feels himself ease a bit at that, and looks at Mateo, who is looking back at him with a soft smile.
“Same, Mateo talks about you a lot. I am excited for us to all hang out tonight.”

“Me too, man, but I think next time we need to do something more intimate, like dinner, maybe next time you’re in town, you and Mati could come by, I know Noa would love that.”

“Yes, that sounds nice. I’d really like that.”

“I know tonight may get chaotic, our teams all together, so if it ever gets to be too much and Mati gets pulled away, come find me, and we’ll step outside or something.”
Shane looks at Mateo again, and Mateo reaches for his hand, squeezing once.
“Thanks, Cozy, that means a lot.”

“Do you want a drink? Come here,” he says, grabbing Shane’s other hand and pulling him towards the bar, so in turn Shane is pulling Mateo too.

“I can buy my boyfriend a drink,” Mateo says, laughing.

“Well, you haven’t yet, so I will buy you and your boyfriend both drinks.”

“Such a gentleman,” Shane says, a little flirty, as a joke. Mateo and Avi both smile at that.


####





A few minutes later, the Metros all walk in, minus Roy, Laine, and Comeau, who don’t go out that often.



J.J. comes over right away, grabbing Shane into a hug, wrapping his arms around his waist. “I need attention,” he says into Shane’s ear, already pulling him closer like he expects it.

“I know, J.J., you have my attention.”

“We need to talk,” he says, and Shane glances over at Mateo again, who is standing with Hayden and Avi. Mateo and Hayden are both watching it happen, laughing, while Avi is too caught up in whatever story he’s telling to notice.
“I know,” Shane says, patting him on the back, then pulling out of the hug. “Later.”
Just then, the Red Wings come into the bar, filling in around them, conversations overlapping, easy, loud.
Shane watches as Mateo greets every one of his teammates with a hug.

The way they reach for him, the look of admiration and respect and love written all over all the guys when he is close, like none of them are holding back how much they like and care about him.

It warms his heart every time he sees Mateo interact with others, the way they respond to him.

It lets Shane know he isn’t making this up in his head, his goodness, the way he truly cares, the way he locks into each person, how his presence seems to put others at ease, the way it does for Shane.
He takes the time to introduce Shane to everyone individually, even though Shane knows who they are well enough.

He feels their love for their captain in the kindness and gentleness they are extending to Shane, because he matters to Mateo.
After the teams are together for a bit, mingling and getting more comfortable, Shane gets an idea.

“Let’s do shots,” Shane says to all of them.

“Cap, since when do you do shots?” Berkes asks.
“Since we are celebrating beating the Red Wings,” Shane says, a bit smug, winking at Mateo.

“Your boyfriend is funny, isn’t he, Captain?” Maksim Romanov says. Most people call him Maks or Roms.
Mateo described him as an instigator, the kind that never really lets anything go. He and Mateo are close, but they bicker and chirp at each other like brothers, always pushing at each other a little.
“Thanks, Maks,” Shane says, pretending it was meant as a compliment before handing him a shot.



“Careful,” Avi says as he slides in closer to Shane, bumping Mateo’s shoulder on his way through, already mid-conversation with someone else. “Mati gets wild after two.”

“You love it,” Mateo shoots back without missing a beat.

“Obviously,” Avi says, grinning, “Why else would I be here?”
All the guys finally get their shot glasses and clink them together, a messy chorus of “cheers” overlapping, some louder than others.

“To finally dragging Cap out,” Berkes adds, louder than everyone else.

“He’s been out,” Schneider argues immediately.

“Not with us, not for a while,” Berkes shoots back.
The burn hits fast.

Shane scrunches his face, exhaling hard through his nose as he lowers the glass, a small laugh slipping out as it moves through his chest and throat.
Around him, the reactions fan out in different directions. Berkes is already asking the bartender for another round. Schneider coughs like it personally offended him. Avi is already laughing before he’s even swallowed.
“That’s awful,” Schneider says, still coughing.

“You’re soft,” someone throws from the side, half-laughing.

“Captaine, since when are you leading the charge like that?” J.J. says, shaking his head.

“Since tonight,” Shane shoots back, easy now.
“It’s about to get rowdy in here,” Axel Wallin, also known by most of the guys as Axe or Wally, says sarcastically somewhere off to the side, not even looking up. He hasn’t talked to Shane much, just a few glances between them, holding a second longer before Axel gives an almost approving nod. Mateo has described him to Shane as the protector of the group, someone who sits back and observes. He is sarcastic and grounded.
“Everyone pace themselves,” Gabriel Hughes says, already grabbing another glass. “Or at least pretend to try.” Most of the hockey boys call him Hughesy or Hugs. Mateo says they are the most similar, both being caretakers of the team.
Shane notices that as the night goes on, after each shot or drink they take, a few minutes later, Hughesy comes by and drops water into everyone’s hands.
After three rounds of shots, and everyone getting increasingly louder and the big bodies of all these hockey players moving around a bit more, Nolan Langley comes up to Mateo and Shane. “Are you guys having a good time? Are you good?” Shane notices this a lot with Langer. He comes by with a squeeze of a shoulder or a light smile and just checks in.





####




The night keeps moving around them. Shane sets his empty glass down and doesn’t reach for another. He doesn’t want to deal with the aftermath of it.
He looks around instead. All of them here, pulled into the same space, talking over each other, staying close without meaning to. His body feels light, and he feels happy.
Conversations overlap until none of them finish cleanly. Someone is always cutting in, someone else pulling another person closer. The space keeps folding in on itself, people drifting a step away and then back again like they don’t want to lose each other.
Avi leans in toward Shane and Mateo. “Okay, we are not standing around all night,” he says, already half turned toward the dance floor, glancing back at them. “Come on.”
He doesn’t wait for an answer. He grabs Shane’s wrist and pulls.
The stage is empty, with no shows going on tonight, but the floor is filled with people.

The music and the energy hit differently now, or maybe Shane is just finally hearing it.

Shane had been so focused on the boys that he wasn’t taking in the room around him.

The bass cuts through everything. Bodies are packed together, lights catching on skin, on sweat, on movement.
Mateo catches Shane’s other hand before he can get lost in it, laughing as Avi drags them both forward.
Hands catch wrists, shoulders, shirts. Avi disappears into the crowd. Maks follows slower, watching everyone.

Langer hangs back for a beat before stepping in.
Shane feels Mateo’s hand briefly squeeze his, then they’re pulled into it with everyone else.
The circle they were starting to form doesn’t last long.

People break off in different directions, turning toward whoever catches them first.
Someone gets tugged forward, someone else follows, bodies slipping past each other, laughter swallowed by the music.
Shane finally lifts his head and lets himself take it in. Men pressed together everywhere he looked, no space between them, no one holding back.

Before, his focus was solely on the teams. Now, he notices all the hot gay men surrounding them.
Hands, mouths, bodies pressed together without hesitation, without the second layer of overthinking who is watching.
He and Mateo start dancing close, moving together like they did last night at Rafa’s.

It doesn’t take long before J.J. and Hayden press into them, Mateo pulling Hayden in by the hand, spinning him once before letting him fall back into place with them.
J.J. grabs Shane by the waist, and they start dancing, his rhythm looser, less controlled than Mateo’s, more just movement, limbs getting in the way and not caring.
Shane glances over at Mateo and Hayden, still caught up in each other.

If their teams weren’t there, and they weren’t in the middle of this public dance floor, Shane would be trying to make this a thing right now. The four of them.
Avi, Maks, and Gabriel find their way closer to them now, Berkes, Schneider, and Andropov not far behind.

Mitty is dancing in a circle around everyone, jumping, pacing, looping back around, doing whatever it is that Mitty does.
The rest of them end up pressed together, no real space left between bodies.

Grinding, laughing, hips moving, shoulders bumping.

Just having fun, no one is checking themselves. No one is pulling back or second-guessing where their hands land or who they land on.


####





Shane catches Andropov’s hand and guides him a few steps out of the centre of it, just enough space to breathe without losing the music.
He turns him toward him, hands coming to rest on his shoulders, giving him a small shake to pull him back into it.

“You feel okay being here?” Shane asks, leaning in so it doesn’t get swallowed by the noise.

“Maks is here too. He is really nice,” Andropov says, blushing.

“Maks is really nice?” Shane is confused because Maks is known to be kind of a dick.

“Yeah.. we have been talking. I think he was flirting with me.”

“Maks was flirting with you?” Shane asks, even more confused now.

“I think so.”



Shane reaches back, catching Mateo by the wrist, pulling him in close enough to speak into his ear, “Is Maks into men?”

Mateo smiles and laughs, “he is pretty bicurious, I would say. Why? Are you interested?”

“No.. I was just wondering.”

Mateo leans in, brushing a quick kiss against his mouth before slipping back into the crowd to dance again.
“I think you should go for it,” Shane says to Andropov. “He is Russian too, you can talk in your language, which would probably make you feel more comfortable.”
“What do I say to him?”

“I can help you if you want. Wingman.”

“Would you?”

“Yes.”
He doesn’t let the moment stall. As soon as Andropov gives him the green light, Shane grabs Maks by the wrist, bringing him in with them.



“I know you have an open relationship, Hollz, but I am not going to fuck my best friend’s boyfriend,” he says dryly, his Russian accent a lot thicker than Kolya’s, and Shane feels something twist in his stomach before bringing himself back to the moment.



“But you would fuck a man if they weren’t your best friend’s boyfriend?” Shane says with a smile, letting his fingers trace lightly along Maks’s arm.

Maks steps closer, his attention narrowing. “Do you have someone in mind?” he asks, with a small smile.

Shane’s eyes dart over to Andropov, just enough to give it away, and Maks follows the look when it clicks. His smile widens, and he turns more towards Kolya.
Maks holds his attention for a second longer, then starts to speak.

“Ты хочешь меня? (Do you want me?)”

Shane doesn’t know what he said, but he sees Kolya turn bright red. “Может быть.. (Maybe..)” He replies.

“Хочешь поехать ко мне? (Do you want to come to my place?).” Maks asks, closing the space between them.

“Да. (Yes.)”

Maks glances once toward Shane. “Он в курсе? (Does he know?).”

“Это Шейн.. он не скажет. (It’s Shane.. he won’t say anything.).” Kolya says, his voice lower now, more certain.

Maks studies him, then gives a small nod.

“Тогда попрощайся и выходи через десять минут. Чёрный «Мерседес». (Then say your goodbyes and meet me outside in ten minutes. Black Mercedes.)”

“Хорошо. (Okay.)”

Maks’s eyes move over him once more before he steps back, disappearing into the crowd like it never happened.
“What just happened?” Shane asks.

“I am going home with him. We are going to leave separately.”

“Holy shit,” Shane says, then looks at Kolya and squeezes his arm, “Are you like, prepared for this, I mean, mentally?”

“Cap, you’re not the only gay guy in this world who wants to be fucked.”

Shane bursts out laughing. “Okay, go say your goodbyes to everyone.”

Then he adds, “text me when you’re there safely.”

“Okay dad,” Kolya laughs mockingly.

“Okay, Kolya.”
Shane walks back to the group in time to overhear Mitty telling Mateo he is his hero and how much good he has done for our season.

“But Hollander needs to be able to still fuck on the road, it’s very important to our team’s flow,” Mitty says. Mateo leans back against the bar, head tipping forward as he laughs.

“Okay, man,” is all Mateo says before Shane grabs his hand and brings him back to dance with him.
Everyone dances for a while, an hour, maybe two.

Shane is sweating, and high off the endorphins of being with the man he loves, all the men he loves, his team, Mateo’s team.


####





He, Mateo, J.J. and Hayden all go walk towards the bar for a breather.

J.J. is standing behind Shane and pulls him in, wrapping his hands around his waist, holding him close so Shane’s ass rubs up against his cock, and J.J. grinds once, Shane letting out a little moan, Mateo standing in front of them watching it happen.
J.J. nuzzles into Shane’s shoulder, breath warm against his skin, his grip firm enough to keep him there.

Mateo steps in close, close enough that Shane can feel him before he actually touches him.

Then he does.

A slow kiss, like he’s letting it build instead of forcing it.

J.J. doesn’t move away.

If anything, he presses his face in further.

Shane feels it from both sides, the pull of it, the way it could turn into something else so easily if no one stops it.
“I wish I could kiss you right now,” Mateo says to J.J., voice low, not joking.
Shane makes a sound before he can stop it, pushing back into J.J. without thinking, caught in it, wanting to see how far it goes.

J.J.’s hand slides up, fingers curling into Shane's shirt, holding it. 

“Fuck,” he says, quieter this time.

No one moves away.

For a second, it hangs there. The possibility of what could happen next.
Then Hayden steps in and wraps his hand around J.J.'s wrist.
“I am about to leave, but some of the guys are watching you, and I don’t think this is a smart decision right now.”

“It’s fine,” Shane says. Knowing Hayden is right. He doesn’t care, Mateo doesn’t care, J.J. doesn’t care. But Shane knows the noise of the outside world is not worth it in this moment.
“No, it’s not,” Hayden says, his voice lower, carrying more weight this time, like a parent giving you a stern talking-to.

His hand is still around J.J.’s wrist, firmly holding him there without forcing it.

“People at the club have their cameras out, Shane.”
He looks at Hayden properly then, he doesn’t look annoyed or angry, it is something deeper than that. Hayden is being protective.
“You’re going to wake up tomorrow and have to deal with whatever this turns into. Just.. not like this.”

Hayden keeps hold of J.J.’s hand. “You’re coming back to the hotel with me.”

“No,” J.J. says, annoyed.

“Yes, because you guys are all drunk, and you’re going to do something publicly you don’t want to do, J.J.” then Hayden looks at Mateo and Shane, “you guys just announced your relationship two seconds ago, let’s hold off on the rumours and TMZ articles about hooking up with J.J. in the middle of a gay bar at least for one week.”
“Fine,” J.J. says, removing himself from Shane. “I’m going to come over on Thursday before the game,” J.J. tells Shane.

“Okay.”

“Goodnight, Mateo,” J.J. says, pulling him in for a hug, easy in a way that doesn’t draw attention.

“Goodnight, J.J.,” Mateo says, before pulling Hayden into a friendly hug, “goodnight Hayden.”

Hayden flushes lightly, then says goodnight.





####




Soon after, Mateo and Shane say goodnight to everyone, and they leave, too.
“Hayden reprimanded me,” Shane says, a quiet laugh slipping out with it.

“He was probably right, though,” Mateo says.

Shane thinks about it. “I know, I just love you three so much I can’t help it.”

“I know, cariño,” he says.
By the time they get back to Mateo’s, neither of them says much.

Clothes come off in pieces, dropped wherever they land.

Shane barely makes it onto the bed before Mateo is there too, pulling him in without saying anything, his body finding him without needing to think about it.
Everything from the night is still there, softer now, coming back in pieces he doesn’t try to sort through.

The music still echoes somewhere in his head, hands still lingering in the memory of it,

the way it all fit together for a second without anyone pulling it apart.
Mateo’s arm is tight around him.

That’s the last thing he notices before sleep takes him.




####





Shane gets woken up to Mateo kissing him gently all over his face, slowly, like he’s been awake for a bit already, like he’s been watching him before this.

“Good morning, mi rey,” he murmurs, as Shane leans up to get a proper kiss, chasing his mouth instead of just meeting it. Swirling his tongue in Mateo’s mouth, not thinking about anything else, even his morning breath, just wanting more of him.
“Mmm, how do you taste good even first thing in the morning, cariño, you’re like a drug, I’m addicted.”
Shane responds by flipping Mateo over onto his back and straddling him, pinning his hands down, and Mateo lets it happen easily, like he always does.
He kisses down Mateo’s body, slower than he needs to, dragging it out on purpose, knowing Mateo will let him take his time, before taking his cock into his mouth.
He swirls his tongue around the head, watching how he reacts, before licking the slit that already has precum coming out of it, humming quietly around it.
He licks his tongue up and down the length of the big vein, slowly following the same path twice like he’s checking it, before flicking his tongue roughly on the head again.
He is taking his time, Mateo’s hands in his hair, his fingers spreading through it, not pushing him down lightly holding him there.
“Can I eat you out, baby, while I stroke you?” Shane asks, already moving before he’s finished asking it.

“Mm, you can do whatever you want, mi amor,” Mateo says, his voice softer than it was a second ago.
Shane takes his cock in his mouth, deeper this time, faster, his hand working him in sync, jerking him off. “Me vuelves loco (you drive me crazy),” Mateo says, his head tipping back, “I love you so fucking much.”
Shane answers by taking him even deeper instead of saying anything, before pulling his mouth off him just enough to breathe, and planting a few light kisses to his cock again before his tongue moves down to his taint, kissing, licking, and sucking it.
Shane is still stroking him with one hand, and with the other, he pushes Mateo’s thighs up, guiding him into it. Mateo grabs them, and Shane pushes his tongue into him, and Mateo reacts right away, his body giving into it, letting out a loud moan, “Coño.. mi amor, you are perfect.”
Shane continues for a while, building it slowly, watching every reaction, before a thought comes into his head. “I want to lie on my back, and I want you to come sit on me and fuck my throat,” he says, pulling himself away from Mateo. “Then I want you to cum all over my face.”
Mateo looks at him for a second, like he’s checking him, before smiling as Shane moves back up toward the head of the bed.
“Is that what you want, mi rey?”

“Please, baby, I want your cum all over my face. I want you to paint me with it.”

“Get on your back.”
Shane does without a second thought, moving fast onto his back.
Mateo straddles his chest, pinning Shane’s arms down under his thighs, holding him there, and Shane opens his mouth, tongue out, waiting.
The tip of Mateo’s cock brushes against Shane’s lips, dragging there for a second longer than necessary, before he pushes it in and starts fucking into it.
Shane is gagging, and he loves it, the sound catching in his throat, his body reacting before he can control it. He wants to push for more, to take him deeper, to feel it harder, but he can't ask for it, his mouth too full.

But like he is reading his mind, Mateo starts to pick up the pace.
Mateo puts his arm behind him and grabs Shane’s cock, stroking it while he is fucking into his mouth, the rhythm staying even between both of them.
The sensations are overwhelming, Shane can feel tears coming out of his eyes, his vision blurring as he keeps looking up at him anyway.
He looks up at Mateo, something catching in his chest, something he recognizes even before he can name it. Is it possible to feel more in love each day? “No sabes lo bien que te ves (you don’t know how good you look). Eres hermoso (you are beautiful),” Mateo says, and with his free hand, he brushes Shane’s cheek gently.
They hold eye contact the whole time, neither of them looking away, Shane moaning around his cock as it presses in deeper, more tears rolling down his cheek, Mateo’s hand stroking him faster. “Mira cómo te pones (look at how you get),” Mateo says, and drives into his mouth harder, not breaking that eye contact.
Shane lets out a whimper around it, cumming on his thigh and Mateo’s back, his body pulling through it, before Mateo pulls out of his mouth and cums all over his face, neck, and hair.
Then he drops his body down onto Shane, pressing into him, both of them panting.
“I love you so much, I don’t want to leave tomorrow,” Shane says, his voice softer now, still full.

“I know, I don’t want you to either,” Mateo says before lifting his head and smiling, “and I love you too.. and I love my cum all over you.”

“Take a picture. I want to see,” Shane says, still smiling.

“You can see when we go to shower,” Mateo says, sitting up.

“No, I want a picture so we can both remember this until the next time you can jizz on my face.”
Mateo laughs, then takes out his phone and takes a picture. “Smile, cariño.”

And Shane does.. a big, wide smile.
When Mateo shows him the picture, he feels turned on again, his cock hardening, already reacting again.
“Oh my god, guapo, we don’t have time for round 2, we actually have to shower and get ready for our outings.”

“Any hints?”

“No, let’s go,” he says, lifting Shane off the bed and carrying him to the bathroom.





####





After they shower, Mateo pulls open a drawer and starts going through it.

He grabs a pair of boxers, socks, sweat pants, a T-shirt, and a sweater, tossing things towards Shane as he grabs them.

Shane catches them and gets dressed without thinking about it.



They eat breakfast and then head to Mateo’s car.

The drive is quick, around ten minutes.

Just long enough for the shape of the arena to come into view and for his brain to trip over it.

He turns in his seat, looking at Mateo, his eyebrows pulling in. “What are we doing here?”



Mateo parks first, then looks over like he’s been waiting to tell Shane this for days. “I talked to one of the guys and worked it out. We have the ice for a few hours. Just us.”

Shane’s reaction hits him fast, his whole body lifting, bouncing in his seat like he forgot how to play it cool. “Wait, seriously? But I didn’t bring my skates.”



Mateo didn’t even blink. He stepped out of the car and opened his trunk. He brought everything. Of course he did.

Shane moves towards him in the empty parking lot and presses into Mateo’s cheek, unable to stop smiling. “Baby, this is amazing.”



By the time they step onto the ice, the rink feels different. It is quiet, the lights are dim, the sound echoes, it is just for them.



Shane pushes off, his body answering without thinking, skating long and easy strides as he glides around the ice.

Mateo falls in beside him, matching his pace, their shoulder brushing once before they drift apart again, circling each other, talking about nothing that matters.

Just together, in a space that means so much to them.



Shane is skating and talking at one point, and Mateo has stopped answering.

When he looks over, he catches Mateo just watching him, really watching him. His expression is filled with love, pride, and happiness.

Shane feels it throughout his whole body. He feels Mateo watching him under his skin.

He wants to show off for him.



He pushes harder into his next stride and cuts into a tight turn, spraying ice behind him as his feet cross over each other quickly, one stepping over the other as he keeps turning without slowing down, building speed through it instead. He leans more into it than he needs to, making the turn tighter and faster on purpose, like he’s pushing it just to show he can, before dropping low and dragging one hand along the ice. Then he spins out of it and comes back around right in front of Mateo, close enough to crowd him, already grinning before he fully stops.



Mateo is beaming and laughing and smiling, watching him, his head shakes like he expected nothing less.

Shane just skates around him in a circle.



At some point, they grab their sticks and a puck.

It starts easily. Passing back and forth, testing each other, the puck moving faster with every exchange until it turns into shots on the empty net.

Then one-on-one plays, Shane trying to pull something flashy, Mateo reading him just enough to disrupt it, both of them talking the entire time, chirps slipping in between movement.

It never turns serious. It can’t, not like this.

There are no systems, no pressure, no one watching.

Just the two of them, skating for the sake of it, stealing touches, pushing each other, laughing and kissing, then doing another play.

They stay out there longer than they need to because neither of them is ready to be done.





####



Eventually, Mateo says they need to go to their next destination, but he won’t tell Shane where. He hands him a change of clothes, and Shane puts them on without thinking. A wrestling tee and a pair of jeans.
They get in the car, and Mateo tells him the drive is about forty-five minutes. He puts on some of his music, quietly, then looks over at Shane and pulls him in for a quick kiss before starting the car.
Ten minutes into the drive, Mateo is singing along under his breath, fingers tapping lightly against the wheel, while Shane watches the buildings pass outside his window. He sits with it for a moment, then finally works up the nerve to say something he hasn’t wanted to bring up.
The day after the phone call with Ilya, Mateo asked how it went, and Shane said it didn’t go well.

Mateo didn’t push to ask more, and Shane didn’t push to tell. He felt embarrassed.

He had realized Mateo had this protective energy around Ilya that he didn’t quite understand, and he didn’t want to let him down by telling him what Ilya had said.
He felt embarrassed that he let Ilya talk to him that way for so long. That he kept going back to someone who continued to have the same behaviour toward him.
But Mateo is his boyfriend, and just because he didn’t push to know doesn’t mean he doesn’t deserve to know.

Their relationship works because they are honest, and he feels like this is something he has hidden from Mateo, even though it isn’t.

He just wanted to be ready before telling him.
Mateo notices him drifting and asks, “What is going on in that pretty little head of yours, mi rey?”
“I want to tell you about my phone call with Ilya,” Shane says quietly.

“Okay,” Mateo says, in a way that tells Shane he’s listening.
So Shane tells him.

He tells him how he tried to call and talk, and how Ilya wasn’t interested, his tone instantly rude, how eventually he tried to turn it sexual.

When Shane didn’t give in to that, Ilya started pushing, asking questions about his sex life, getting defensive, and Shane kept trying to defuse it.

He tells him how he said he was different from the other guys, but when Ilya asked how, he said it meanly, aggressively, and Shane started to feel unsafe in the conversation.
He tells him how Elijah called because Shane was supposed to call him, and he stepped away for a minute to tell Elijah he would call him back later, and when he came back, Ilya started interrogating him about who was on the other line. Shane tells him he kept trying to defuse the situation, and it wasn’t working. Ilya just got meaner, nastier, more vindictive.
Mateo doesn’t interrupt.

His hands stay on the wheel, fingers pressing in until the colour drains from his knuckles. He keeps his eyes forward.

His jaw moves once, then again.
Shane’s hands won’t stay still. He keeps dragging his thumb along his palm, over and over. His body starts to shake. “I said to him that I wanted to talk, I wanted to see how he was doing. I wanted to know why he ignored me when he came to Montreal. I wanted to know how he had been feeling since the phone argument, or with the online speculation, and if he was mad at me after the Cliff FaceTime.”
Mateo just nods, letting Shane know he’s still with him.
“He basically said we hooked up once in a while, it was simple, and now that I am run through, he’s over it. He isn’t interested anymore. That I have Marlow in Boston and probably men in most cities. He said it like I was the most sickening person he has ever known, like the thought of me disgusts him.”
“I asked him if he wanted me to stop seeing Marlow because if it bothered him, I would, and he told me he doesn’t care. He said he’s happy his best friend could get his dick wet and that he prefers I leave him alone.”
He looks up at Mateo, who is still just listening, one of his hands resting on Shane’s thigh, squeezing once in a way that lets him know he’s there.
“And I went off on him, I couldn’t believe that he, of all people, was talking to me about being run through, and that I am done playing these games with him, I was done with him, and that we need to leave each other alone. His voice softened, and he said Hollander, almost like he was asking me to take it back, and I told him he was a mean and hateful person, and the shit he is saying isn’t okay and he needs to grow up, and he said Hollander again, and I told him I am blocking his number and that I was done.”
Shane lets out a deep breath, getting it out, finally telling Mateo what happened, but the feeling creeps back in, that same sick feeling, the shame and self-hatred right behind it. That’s when Mateo finally speaks.
“And did you?” Mateo asks.

“Did I what?” Shane asks, confused.

“Block him,” Mateo says quietly, like he already knows the answer.

“No.”
“Elijah texted me the other day, said I needed to tell you to stay away from Ilya because you’ll listen to me, that he’s worried about you.”

“Elijah said Ilya’s name?” Shane asks, because even though it was implied, neither he nor Elijah ever said it out loud.

“Yes,” Mateo says.

“And what did you say?” Shane thinks maybe he should be angry at Elijah, but he isn’t. Elijah does things out of love, out of wanting to protect him from the hurt Ilya has been causing.
“I told him I would never tell you who to talk to, I would never tell you to stay away from someone, it isn’t my style.” He says. Shane almost wishes he did. Mateo lets out another breath. “But what I will say, Shane, is I won’t tell you to stay away from Ilya, but I don’t think your dynamic is healthy for either of you. I think it’s become toxic, and it is causing you damage.” He pauses, choosing his next words. “I think Ilya lashes out when he is hurt, and he says things he doesn’t mean, and I don’t think he intends to hurt you, but it doesn’t matter what his intentions are. He is hurting you. He is saying things he cannot take back, things you are internalizing about yourself.”
Shane looks over at him, and Mateo has a tear in his eye. It isn’t obvious, not falling yet, but Shane sees it. “I don’t want you to think those things about yourself. There is nothing shameful or wrong about anything you have been doing. You are not run through. You are beautiful, you light up every room, people are drawn to you, and you are deeply loved by the people you have been forming connections with. No one should make you feel wrong about that.” The tears start to fall, and Shane wipes them away.
“Mateo,” Shane says softly.
Mateo wipes his face, like he’s trying to pull himself back together. “I love you, Shane. I don’t want anyone to harm you. I don’t want anyone to speak to you like that. And I am angry at myself for defending him, I am angry at myself for telling you to call him, and I am even angrier that part of me still wants to defend him.”
“You care about Ilya,” Shane says simply. He doesn’t fully understand why Mateo feels so strongly, but he knows his heart, and something about it makes him love him more. The fact that he cares about Ilya.
“Yeah, I do. I don’t really know him much. We had one interaction a long time ago, and it stuck with me. And I worry about him. I probably shouldn’t, the kid’s a dick on the ice, always talking shit, plays dirty against me, but I see through it.”
“Did you guys have sex?” Shane asks, and he knows that shouldn’t be the question he has in this moment, but it is.
“No, nothing like that. I want to tell you, I just.. I don’t know, it’s something I have held close to my chest for years, and it feels like a betrayal to tell, even you, at least right now.. is that okay?”
For some reason, it feels completely okay to Shane. Mateo is fiercely loyal, one of the things Shane loves most about him.

Shane trusts him completely. If he doesn’t want to tell him something, he’ll wait until he’s ready. Even if that never comes.
“It is okay, baby,” Shane says.

“Are you going to see him when you are in Boston?”

“I don’t think so,” Shane says before adding, “Cliff is insisting I go out with his team after the game.. so I’ll bring J.J., Hayden, maybe Andropov, Berkes, and Schneider if they want to go. Cliff said Ilya won’t be there, but I know there’s a chance he might be.”
“Okay,” Mateo says.

“If he talks to me, I’ll be nice, I won’t make a scene, but I’m there to see Marlow.”

“Okay,” Mateo says again. “Just protect yourself, okay? I love you.”

“Okay, baby, okay, I love you, okay.”



They drive in silence for a few minutes. It isn’t awkward, just the kind of silence that sits between people after they have a hard talk.
Mateo finally breaks it. He squeezes Shane’s hand, like he’s trying to move them into something lighter. “We are almost here, cariño.”





####





A few minutes later, they pull up to a building in Monroe, Michigan.

They get out of the car, and Shane is confused. There’s no sign saying where they are.

Mateo grabs his hand and brings him to the door, knocking.

A man opens it, with long hair, a big beard, and a bit eccentric.
“Mateo Alvarez?” he asks, and Mateo simply says, “Yes.”
The guy opens the door wider, letting them in.

They walk through a hall, and then they step into a big room, maybe 2,000 square feet, and Shane’s eyes light up, his attention snapping from one section to another so fast he doesn’t know where to look first.
He doesn’t know what he was expecting, but it wasn’t this.

This room is filled with wrestling artifacts.

Thousands of items. Championship belts, rows and rows of them, some in glass cases, some mounted along the walls, some replicas, some rare editions.

Ring-worn gear from different wrestlers, shirts, tights, jackets, and Ric Flair’s robes.

It isn’t merch, it’s history, and Shane can feel it in the way everything is set up, like none of this was meant to be treated casually.

Walls covered in signed posters and photos.

Shelves packed with figurines, old and new.

Rare pieces from the 80s and 90s.

VHS tapes, magazines, vintage tees, and even arcade machines.
This man has been collecting items since he was a kid and turned it into a museum where people can book tours.

Wrestlers come through and do signings.

And Shane is here, standing in it.



They walk through it together, the man guiding them around, telling stories about items, how he got them, who he bought them from, and what match they came from.



Things Shane is allowed to touch, and things the guy stops him on before he even gets too close, like he already knows what people reach for first.

He looks at Mateo, who isn’t even looking at the room anymore, just watching him take it all in.
They spend two hours in there.

With the package Mateo bought, they let Shane try on certain pieces.

One of Ric Flair’s robes, then the big gold heavyweight championship belt, and he refuses to take it off, walking around the rest of the tour wearing it.



The owner is telling them a story, and Shane cuts him off, finishing it.

Mateo asks something slightly wrong, and Shane corrects him instantly, the answer coming out before he even thinks about softening it, and the guy looks impressed.



The guy walks away for a bit, Shane keeps showing things to Mateo, already explaining what they are before Mateo can even ask, words coming out faster the more he recognizes, and Mateo doesn’t try to slow him down or redirect it, just lets him run with it, stepping in only when he actually needs clarification.



Shane catches it mid-thought, how much this means to him, how much Mateo is just standing there letting it be his, and it hits harder than he expects. and Shane feels himself fall even deeper in love with him.
When their time is coming to an end, Mateo brings him into the front shop area near the entrance

“Go wild,” he says, like he’s already decided there’s no limit to it.

Shane looks at him, blinking. “What do you mean?”

“Get anything you want. Get multiple things.”

“It’s expensive,” Shane says, looking at the price tag on one of the high-end championship belts from the early 2000s, John Cena’s spinner belt. The tag reads $10,000.

“I am rich, get whatever you want, Shane,” like it’s the simplest thing in the world. And Shane laughs, because yeah, they are both rich. His rich boyfriend could buy him a $10,000 belt, but Shane would never let him.
So instead, Shane walks over to the vintage merch and grabs a bunch of shirts.

He picks up a few old DVDs and magazines, a few signed posters and biographies, three figurines, a Roman Reigns pillow, and a few other things.

He brings it to the checkout, thinking maybe everything will cost around $500, when he sees Mateo set the spinner belt on the counter without saying anything, along with the big gold WWE heavyweight championship belt Shane loved, around $650.


He pays for it, and they go out to the car.

As soon as they get in, Shane can no longer contain his excitement.



“Holy fuck,” he says, smiling, bouncing in his seat. “Mateo, my sugar papi.”

Shane laughs, and Mateo smiles and pulls him in before he can keep going.

“You looked so cute in there.”

“Wrestling means so much to me, Mateo. It’s tied to my childhood, to my obsession, it feels so ingrained in who I am, and you brought me that. You brought me here.”



“I like seeing you happy, I like seeing you in places where you don’t have to hold anything back, where you can just be yourself.”
He pulls Shane in, kissing him again, slower this time.

Shane doesn’t rush it. He stays there for a second longer than he usually would, just letting it sit.
“I love you, Shane Hollander.”

“I love you too, Mateo Alvarez.”



He looks back at the belt in the bag Mateo is still holding, then up at him again, something lighter creeping back in.

“Do you want to oil me up and fuck me with nothing but the championship belt on?”

“I would love nothing more.”



####


Dec 18, 2014

Home vs Vancouver Canucks

Montreal 3 – Vancouver 1

34–0



Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (boyfriend)

Carter Vaughn: New York (recent diagnosis, not coping well)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (religious experience, still worshipping)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)

Troy Barrett: Toronto (handled with care, confusing outcome)

Julian Moreau: Vancouver (one-day boyfriend, would try again)
 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    I removed guests from commenting.
I didn’t make the decision lightly.
I am a one-person show, writing this, editing it, posting in real time and moderating comments.

I have had far too many hateful comments or ones trying to miss the point.
I am going to start blocking people who leave hateful comments.

Hateful comments include:
Telling me characters in this fic should commit suicide.
Saying horrible things about a character's mental health or worth.
Slut shaming Shane in any capacity.
Accusations of me hating Ilya.
Being rude to me about how I am writing this fic.
Pitting Shane and Ilya against each other as one is bad and one is good.
Hating on an original main character.

If it becomes a pattern, you will be blocked.

Most of the worst comments were coming from guests, so I took that ability away, because I am unable to block guest users. It was becoming too much.
I do apologize for the respectful guest commentors and hope in the future to bring the ability back.

I want to remind people that I have created Elijah and Mateo from my own brain. Constantly telling me you hate them or mistrust them is exhausting.
One of the main reasons I stopped my other fic was the constant blatant dogpiling on Elijah, even after I had done everything to show he was a good character.
The same thing is happening with Mateo.
You don’t need to like characters, but you don’t need to continuously tell me.

On to notes about the actual chapter:
When it comes to the wrestling store, I knew I wanted Mateo to take Shane on a date like this, so I searched places in Detroit and found this. I have never been there before, but I did some research into it. If someone has been there before, I hope I did it justice.
Also, I know it wasn’t open in 2014, but this is time-bending, the real world vs what I want to show up in this fic.

If anyone is weird about me using the word Jizz.. get over it.. I always use cum, and Shane is a jock. A jock would totally use the word jizz.

Hayden and Shane are besties who love to kiss and fuck, but also are still just besties.

J.J. is possessive and obsessive, but it’s still not in a bad way. Shane and he both like this dynamic.
They are both really into the sex and closeness, but they aren’t necessarily feeling relationship vibes, just best friends who are a little too obsessed with each other's vibes.

I wanted to show in this chapter that Mateo and Shane, even though they are now official, are still freaky in bed together and still trying new things.
Like, yes, they are in love and in an open relationship, but also, Shane wants Mateo to fuck his face and cum on it. They aren’t vanilla, their dynamic is fun and exciting and ever evolving.

Oh and also, the $10,000 belt I know seems excessive but I want to remind everyone they are millionaires and one of Mateos love languages is gift giving so like….. yeah.

As for Mateo and Ilya, before the speculation runs wild, there is nothing sinister happening here.
You will find out what happened when the time is right.
I will say that there is nothing sexual in nature that happened.
It was a moment years ago where Mateo did what Mateo does: showed up for someone in a huge way.
But Ilya likely does not remember.

The next few chapters will be in Boston.
Please remember to mind all the tags.

But I am deeply excited for these chapters.
Most of it I wrote weeks ago, and I cannot wait.

MAKS AND KOLYA.

Thank you for all the comments, love, and support in my comments and social media spaces. I love you guys, truly.

I will end this here.
Shane Hollander is a slut.
Shane Hollander is going to get sluttier and kinkier.
Pearl clutchers, I love you, but be prepared.
My kinky sluts, you’re in for a ride.
LOVE YOU.


  


      

  












      Chapter 25: You could say the word football
  



    Chapter Notes

      This chapter is a short interlude before we get into the Boston chapters.
I wrote this in a few hours, so I hope it’s good, as I didn’t obsessively edit it the way I usually do.
This is a fun break before things are going to become a lot more chaotic.

Also remember to check out my new companion texting fic:
Shane Hollander is a slut: (typing…)

Content warning: Quick hot sex, free use negotiations, feelings talk.

ShayJ ShayJ ShayJ


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  December 18th, 2014,

Montreal

Shane POV



It is 2:00 pm on a Thursday. Shane had gotten home from Detroit that morning at 9:00 AM.

He probably should have come home to sleep, but instead, he got home and started researching free use.



J.J. was going to be coming over in a few minutes. He told Shane at the club on Tuesday that he was coming. It wasn’t really a question, he was telling him, and Shane liked that he told him.



Maybe he should be bothered by how possessive J.J. has become towards him, but he isn’t. He likes it.

He loves J.J., he trusts him, and he wants to give his body and his mind and that trust over to him.



He is going to bring up free use to J.J., and if he is interested, Shane is going to take it seriously.

He is going to go over a list of things he has written down and then make J.J. sign a contract with him. Not anything serious. Just an agreement between the two of them that can be broken at any time, if it is no longer working for the other person.



He thinks J.J. will be into it. He hopes he will.





####





The knock comes, and Shane runs to the door, opening it, pulling J.J. in and dragging him into the kitchen.

He jumps onto the kitchen island and pulls J.J. in between his legs, kissing him.
“Bonjour bébé.. (hi baby..)” J.J. says, pulling Shane’s shirt over his head and kissing him.
“I want to talk about something,” Shane says into his mouth.

“I’m so horny, Shane, I’ll be quick, and then we can talk?” He half asks, half tells.

Shane realizes it is probably a better idea to fuck first and talk when they both are in a more rational brain.
“Okay,” Shane says, pulling J.J.’s shirt off, pulling him closer and kissing his neck.

J.J. pulls Shane off the counter and takes off the rest of his clothes before taking off his own.
“Turn around and bend over this counter,” J.J. says, turning Shane around.
J.J.’s mouth is already on him again, moving down his spine, faster now, like he doesn’t want to waste a second. Shane’s back curves, his hands catching the edge of the counter as his head drops forward.
The feeling runs through him, spreading all throughout his body, making his toes curl against the floor.
Then J.J. is on his knees, spreading Shane’s ass cheeks open and pressing in with his tongue.

Shane moans out, his hips pushing back before he can think about it, chasing it, needing more of it.
“Do you have lube in here?” J.J. asks, with a bit of urgency to his tone.

“In the drawer,” Shane says, one hand lifting, pointing without looking, his other hand still gripping the counter.



J.J. takes no time adding fingers and working Shane open.

It isn’t slow or gentle. He pushes one finger in, and Shane lets out a whimper, his hands slipping on the counter and his back arching without him meaning to.
“Fuck-” it comes out rough, cut off as J.J. pushes another in, stretching him wider, faster than Shane can adjust.
A third follows, and Shane’s head drops forward onto the island, his mouth open, trying to stay still and failing, his hips pushing back even more instead, wanting more of it.
Within a minute, he has four fingers pushing in, opening Shane up and hitting in the right spot over and over again, and it’s too much and not enough at the same time, the rhythm making Shane feel like he is slowly losing his mind, his body on fire with pleasure.
“I want to fist you one day,” J.J. says, his lips are resting on Shane’s back dimples, planting kisses, sucking and biting as his fingers are moving in and out fast.
Shane makes a sound he doesn’t recognize, his fingers tightening against the edge of the counter as he pushes back harder.
“Okay- fuck- okay, J.J.” His voice breaks with need.
J.J.’s fingers don’t slow. They are curled inside of him, hitting that same spot, and Shane’s knees nearly give, his whole body reacting before he can think.
“Bon garçon..” (good boy) J.J. murmurs, against his skin.

“Please-” Shane doesn’t finish his thought. He just pushes back again, giving himself what he wants instead of saying it.
And J.J. does, he puts on a condom fast, pushes Shane down more over the counter, and presses in, slow for half a second, just enough to feel it, before driving all the way in hard.
Shane chokes on the sound it pulls out of him, his head dropping against the counter again, his body going with it, before J.J. puts his hand around Shane’s waist and pulls him back up.
He wraps his other hand around Shane’s neck, adding a bit of pressure, pulling his head backward as he starts ramming into him, kissing up the back of his neck while he does.
“Holy fuck, J.J.”
“Comme ça.. bouge pas.” (like that.. don’t move) J.J.’s voice is low against his ear as he drives into him again, harder, deeper, without any mercy.
Shane tries to stay still and just take it, but he can’t. 

He is too needy and too greedy for every inch of J.J.’s cock. He can’t miss a beat without it.

His hips move back, meeting him, every time J.J. slams in, Shane drives himself right back, losing the rhythm and finding it again.
“You like that, mon p’tit? Yeah, I can tell.”(my little one) J.J. says, biting on Shane’s shoulder as he keeps fucking him hard.
“Yeah- yeah- fuck-” Shane is whimpering and whining. He isn’t subtle or quiet in his need for him.
J.J.’s hand tightens at his neck, Shane letting out an even louder moan.

“T’es à moi là.. comprends?” (you’re mine right now.. understand?)
Shane nods before he can even think about it, his body answering first, every nerve in his body is overstimulated and screaming out for more.
“J.J.- wait-” he can feel himself on the edge, the feeling too overwhelming, he tries to slow down for a second so he doesn’t cum yet.

“Tell me,” J.J. says, his grip closing a bit more around Shane’s neck, kissing at the top of his spine.

Shane tries to hold it, just for a second, but he can't.

It feels too good and hits him all at once. 
“Je suis à toi, J.J. Je suis à toi (I’m yours, J.J. I’m yours),” Shane gasps as his cock twitches hard and he comes untouched all over the cabinets, his whole body jerking with it.
“Retourne-toi.. je vais jouir sur ton ventre. Un jour.. bientôt.. j’vais jouir dans ton cul. (Turn around.. I’m going to come on your stomach. One day.. soon.. I’m going to come in your ass.)” J.J. says, flipping Shane around, he yanks off the condom, jerks himself off for a second, his hand moving fast, his breath loud and then comes over Shane’s stomach and cock.
Then he moves closer to Shane, rubbing their cocks against each other and kissing him hard, messy, not slowing down. Shane is still shaking through it, his body reacting in small aftershocks, his hands gripping at J.J.’s sides. He looks over at the clock, and it has only been five minutes. It doesn’t make sense. His body still hasn’t caught up to it.
“T’es tellement bon.. (You’re so good..).” J.J. says, panting into his mouth.
He lifts Shane and brings him into the bathroom, placing him down on the side of the bathtub while he goes and gets a washcloth and wipes them both down. The touch is different now, slower and more careful.

Before he plants a kiss back onto Shane’s lips.
“Round 2?” J.J. asks.

“I want us to talk first, J.J., there is something I want to discuss with you.”

J.J. looks at him, and the change happens quickly. His focus snapped into place on Shane.

“Are you okay?” he says, quieter now, watching him closely.

“Yes, just come to the living room with me,” Shane says as he goes into his room and grabs a new pair of sweats.

J.J. walks into the kitchen and grabs his pants, and they go sit on the couch.


####





“What is going on captaine, your whole vibe just got very serious,” J.J. says, worried.

“Have you ever heard of free use play?” Shane asks matter-of-factly.

“No.. What is free use play? Probably something freaky if you’re asking for it.” J.J. says intrigued.

“It’s basically.. I want to give you standing permission to fuck me whenever and wherever you want. Like, if I am in the middle of something or we are out somewhere and you want to fuck me, you can fuck me.”



J.J. is listening, his mouth open a little, his eyes wide.



Shane continues. “So like, my body is yours to use when you want. But we would have to make some rules, negotiate terms. It also doesn’t mean anything goes no matter what. You still have to pay attention to me. If I’m not into it, if I pull away, if I tell you to stop, then you stop.. Immediately.”



J.J. is still frozen, processing, so Shane keeps talking.

“I mean, I would prefer if we don’t have a safe word.. But I know we probably should, maybe also a safe action.. I don’t think there will be many circumstances where I am not into it, or want you to stop, but it is also about you being able to read me enough to know when it isn’t right.” Shane says, he is talking slowly, so J.J. can take it all in. “So, it’s not about ignoring consent. It’s that I’m giving it ahead of time, and trusting you to know when it still applies and when it doesn’t. Is that something you would be interested in?”



“T’es tellement parfait.. sexy.. j’peux pas croire.. pis en plus tu réalises tous mes fantasmes, chéri..” J.J. says, and pulls Shane in for a rough kiss. (You’re so perfect.. sexy.. I can’t believe it.. and on top of that you’re making all my fantasies come true, baby..) 



“No, none of that right now,” Shane says, pulling back. “We talk and negotiate, and then we sign a contract, and then I am all yours.”



“A contract, Shane?” J.J. says, letting out a little laugh.

“Yes, J.J., this is like dom/sub dynamics, and it needs to be safe, and rules need to be in place. I am trusting you with my body.” Shane says seriously.



J.J.’s face turns serious, “Ok.. j’suis désolé.. ouais, j’veux.. on en parle, dis-moi.” (Okay.. I’m sorry.. yeah, I want this.. we’ll talk it through, tell me.)



Shane takes out his reading glasses and puts them on, then grabs the paper of notes he wrote earlier.



“Since when do you wear glasses?” J.J. says, letting out a small sound under his breath.



“They are just for reading,” Shane says, confused.

“You are so fucking hot, it’s unbelievable.”



“Okay, so these are the notes I wrote down that we need to talk about,” Shane says, going back to the topic at hand.

“You do not need to ask each time you want to have sex with me, but you do need to assess me each time beforehand to figure out my mental state.” Shane says.

“Okay,”



“If I am not genuinely present, responsive or physically okay, you should not proceed.”

“Of course, that is obvious, Shane.”

“I want to cover all the bases.”



“We need to figure out what cancels or pauses this for me. Even if I’m acting like it’s okay.”

“Meaning what?” J.J. asks.

“Meaning it’s okay if I’m drunk or tipsy, but not if I’m completely wasted.”

“You are never completely wasted.”

“I know, but still. If I am completely wasted, if I am in a panic spiral, dissociated, shut down, sick, or in pain beyond what we agreed..”

“Shane, I know all of this.” J.J. says, quietly. Seemingly a little upset, Shane is even saying any of this.

“I know J.J., but once a dynamic like this starts, it can escalate pretty fast. So, pretty much you cannot use the standing permission when I am not in a state to be safely handled.”

“And if I push too far?” J.J. asks, quieter now.

“We need a clear stop system. We would have to figure that out, maybe a physical signal, or a certain word.”

“You could say the word football.”

“Football?” Shane says, laughing.

“You hate football, so if you say the word, I know it means stop.”

“Okay, fine, football, but what if my mouth is occupied. Maybe a physical action,”

“Tap on your nose.”

“J.J., this is supposed to be serious.”

“I am being serious,”

“Okay, I’ll tap on my nose..”

“Okay.”



“Do you know what I look like when I am not okay?”

“Yes, I think I know you pretty well.”

“So you would know if I went blank, or what I sound like if I am forcing myself to just get through the sex, or when I feel overwhelmed, or what if I freeze instead of refusing.”

“Yes, and I would make sure to be even more in tune with you, and check in on your mental state beforehand.”



Shane smiles. “We need to talk about personal safety rules now.”
“Okay, tell me what the personal safety rules are,” J.J. says, hiding a smile, trying to keep up with how serious Shane is being.

“Well, because I am having sex with other people, we need to always use condoms, and I think you should get on PrEP.”

“I already am on PrEP. Hayden and I went to the clinic.”

“Wow.. you went on a clinic date without me,” Shane frowns, offended.

“Shane..”
“Okay, sorry, so yes, condoms are non-negotiable. One of us has to have lube on hand.. I am going to start carrying around lube packets with me, and you should too.”



“Okay.”

“I filled out a questionnaire about the things I would feel comfortable being done to me, so you can go over it to know what is off limits for me physically.”



“I need to see this questionnaire.”

“You will when we are done talking,” Shane says sternly.

“You are taking this very seriously, I love it.”



“Okay, we need to talk about aftercare.”

“We hang, we snuggle, we spend time together after sex.” 

“Yes, we do,”



“So that is aftercare, no?”

“Yes, but what about in situations where we are in public or aren’t able to be with each other after it?”

“Okay, how can I best take care of you in those situations?” J.J. asks.

“Maybe just make sure we both feel safe and good after the interaction, before we leave each other. Then after maybe a text or a check in.”
“Okay. Easy.”



“Okay, what would happen if I needed you to stay with me after the sex, even if it was somewhere where that wouldn’t be easy?”



“I would stay with you and take care of you, Shane, you know that.” J.J. looks at Shane for a minute and then grabs his hand, “Captaine, I think you want a level of dom/sub that I am not sure I fully know how to give. I think it is good we are going over all of this, you obviously researched a lot, and it's good to cover bases.. but I am just wanting to maybe, fuck you whenever I want. I am not going to put you in situations that will hurt you.”



“Okay, you’re right.. I got lost deep down the rabbit hole of BDSM and the dom/sub dynamic, but I guess we aren’t going fully into that. This is more about wanting you to have access to me whenever you want.”



“Yes. That is what I want.” J.J. hesitates for a second, then asks, “What if I just want to have sex with you normally sometimes?”

Shane looks at him.

“Like what if I just want to have sex where I ask for consent, ” J.J. adds. “Like I want to do this, but I also like what we do now.”
Shane smiles, like he is happy J.J. is asking questions. “Then you ask.” J.J. watches him. “This isn’t the only way we have sex,” Shane says. “It’s just.. an option.”
J.J. nods once, satisfied. “Okay.. continue.”
Shane nods once, thinking for a second before adding,

“Okay, so.. if you show up at my place, you don’t have to wait.”



J.J.’s eyes flick up to his.

“Same rules apply,” Shane says. “You don’t have to ask once you’re there.”

J.J.’s grins widely at that.



Then Shane adds. “So.. I am obviously with Mateo, he is my boyfriend.. so a rule for me is, the only time you cannot have complete free use of me is when I am with Mateo. But in those scenarios, you can be welcomed to join, and you can have free use of me there and also tell Mateo how you want him to use my body.”



“And that is okay with Mateo?” J.J. asks.

“It was his idea.”

“Man, I love your boyfriend.”



“He loves you too,” Shane says and then exhales and continues. “Okay.. so we don’t tell people about this.. Like the free use part. I mean, we can tell Hayden, and if we have sex all together, we’d have to do what makes Hayden comfortable in those moments.”



“Of course.”

“And would you share this with anyone else?”

“I only really tell you and Hayden things.. maybe I’d tell my cousin.”



Shane nods, then adds, a little more casually, “And if we’re not together.. You can call me or FaceTime me for phone sex.”

J.J. perks up.

“I don’t have to answer,” Shane continues. “And if I don’t, that’s your answer.”

J.J. watches him for a second, then nods once. “Okay.”



“Okay.. now.. do you care if people know we are sleeping together?”

“I don’t want to like scream it from the rooftops, but if people know, they know. I am not too worried, I am comfortable with my sexuality.”

“We may need to talk about more things, but at this time, I am kind of exhausted and feel like we covered a lot,” Shane says, yawning. This conversation feels serious to the point that it is mentally exhausting him, but he knows it is important.



“You don’t have to ask every time. You have free access to me. That does not mean you stop paying attention. If I go quiet in the wrong way, you stop. If I use the word or signal, you stop. If I’m too drunk, out of it, or upset, you stop touching me.. You do not get to pretend you didn’t know when something is off. You do not leave me wrecked and disappear.”



J.J. is nodding like all of this is obvious. Then his face softens, “You sure you won’t hate me for it later?” J.J. asks.

“I won’t hate you, J.J., as long as you keep me safe.” Shane says, “You keep me safe, or you do not get this.”



“Okay, I agree, where do we sign,” J.J. says.

Shane looks down at the paper in his hands, adjusting his glasses, exhaling softly.

He taps the corner of it once against his knee.

“One more thing..” Shane pauses. “Do you have feelings for me?”



J.J. looks at him for a moment. His brain is working. Then he asks, “Do you have feelings for me?”

“Yeah, I do, I mean.. It’s not like Mateo, but I am learning that relationships or love come in all different shapes, and I really care about you so deeply. I love you so much, I crave to be near you and to have sex with you. But I also think you’re my best friend, and that is why I care so much.”
“Yeah.. I think you explained how I feel. It’s maybe been a bit confusing, and I feel a bit possessive, and I know that probably isn’t great.”
“I love how possessive you are. I love that you can’t keep your hands off me. Why do you think I wanted to do this? Because I wanted you to know, Mateo and I being together doesn’t mean we have to lose time together. You still have me.” Shane says.



“Good.” J.J. says, then he continues, “I don’t think of us as purely sexual at all. I love being around you, I admire you, I love sleepovers and cuddles.. But I still don’t think I could see myself in a long-term relationship with a man. Like I think when I look at my life, I still see a wife, and kids.. and I don’t feel like this is me in some sort of self-hatred, I accept that I like men.. but I-“



“J.J..” Shane cuts him off, softly, because he can see that J.J. feels like he is saying something wrong. “If I have learnt anything over the last few months, it’s that I don’t judge how queer people show up. If you enjoy men, and like sleeping with men, but feel like long term you would want to be in a relationship with a woman, I don’t think that makes you homophobic or self-hating.”



Then Shane laughs. “I am a gay man, in an open relationship with my pan boyfriend, sleeping with my best friends and multiple players in the league.. who the fuck am I to judge your journey..” Then Shane continues, “I know you are possessive, but Mateo and I are the base of this for me. We are happy with you being in our dynamic. But I wanted to make sure I am not hurting you at all. I never want you to feel used.”



“You’re the least judgmental person I have ever met, Shane. You make me feel more comfortable in myself than I ever have before. Thank you. I promise you’re not putting me through some emotional warfare. I am exactly where I want to be in this dynamic.”
“Okay, good.”

Shane pauses, then adds.



“So we are not in a full like dom/sub dynamic with chains and whips and BDSM, but my asshole, and all my other holes are yours when you want them.”

“Yes, deal.”



“Okay, I have been writing it all down, so let's sign this, okay??” 
 

THE NEGOTIATIONS

(as written by two idiots on Shane’s couch)
This agreement is entered into by:

Shane Hollander

and

Jean-Jacques Boiziau



Effective immediately.
—



1. Standing Permission



Shane gives J.J. ongoing permission to initiate sex without asking each time.

If Shane is with J.J., J.J. may act on that permission without prior verbal consent.



If J.J. comes to Shane, the same permission applies.

He does not have to wait or ask once he is there.



This is not the only way they have sex.

J.J. may ask for consent normally at any time.

Shane may choose to engage without this dynamic.



—



2. Responsibility



J.J. is responsible for paying attention to Shane at all times.

If something feels off, looks off, or is off, J.J. does not proceed.



He does not ignore it.

He does not push through it.



—



3. State of Mind



This permission does not apply if Shane is not in a state to be safely handled.



This includes but is not limited to:

- being completely intoxicated

- panic, shutdown, or dissociation

- illness or injury

- physical pain beyond what has been agreed to



If any of the above are present, J.J. does not initiate.



—



4. Stop System



If Shane says “football,” everything stops immediately.

If Shane signals physically (tap on nose), everything stops immediately.



No delays or arguments.



—



5. Reading Shane



J.J. agrees to know what Shane looks like when he is not okay.



This includes:

- going quiet in the wrong way

- not responding

- forcing participation

- freezing instead of refusing



If this happens, J.J. stops.



—



6. Physical Safety



Condoms are non-negotiable.

At least one of them will have lube available.



J.J. agrees to respect all physical boundaries outlined by Shane.



—



7. Aftercare



If possible, they stay together after.

If not possible, J.J. ensures Shane is okay before leaving.



A check-in after is required.



—



8. Privacy



This dynamic is not to be shared freely.



Hayden is allowed.

Mateo is allowed.



No one else without discussion.



—



9. Mateo Clause



When Shane is with Mateo, this agreement does not apply in the same way.



J.J. may be invited to participate, but does not assume access.



—



10. When You’re Not Here



When not physically together, J.J. may initiate (calls, FaceTime, messages).



Shane is not required to answer or engage.

If Shane does not answer, that is the answer.

If Shane does engage, the same dynamic may carry over.



—



11. Accountability



If J.J. breaks this agreement, the permission is revoked.



No debate.



—



12. Core Principle



J.J. keeps Shane safe.



If he does not, he does not get this.



—



Signed because apparently we’re doing this:



Shane Hollander (very serious about this) (signed)



J.J. Boiziau (did not read all of it) (but signed, immediately) (Shane sent him home with a laminated copy anyway)
 






  
    Chapter End Notes

     I don’t have too much to say because it is late and I am tired from cranking this out.

The sex scene is short, but it did what it needed to do.
Don't worry, there will be more very soon.

I did my best to do research on free use, but I don’t think all of it fully fits Shane and J.J. and their dynamics, so I made it more catered to them.

J.J. doesn’t want to become a full-time dom, and Shane cannot be his full-time sub.
But this dynamic should be fun and allow J.J. to feed into his possessiveness in a fun way.

I looked over a few contract ideas, and I hope this does it justice enough for the situation at hand, with Shane jotting it all down quickly in his slutty little glasses.

I love you guys for showing up in my comment section with love.
You filled my heart with so much joy today.

I love the Mateo and Ilya guesses.

The next chapter is going to be chaotic.
The chapter after that is going to be highs and lows and in between.

Thank you for all the kudos, kind comments, and for sharing the fic with your moms, sisters, and friends.

FOLLOW ME ON THREADS @misplacedmetaphor__ (two underscores) and TWITTER @misplacedmeta4

ALSO, I FORGOT TO POST THE RESULTS FOR THE POLLS, SO HERE THEY ARE.
For the two-vote option:
Who is currently your favourite roster member for Shane on SHIAS

Mateo Alvarez 34.69% (1,174 votes)
J.J. Boiziau 29.73% (1,006 votes)
Carter Vaughn 8.84% (299 votes)
Hayden Pike 7.59% (257 votes)
Troy Barrett 6% (203 votes)
Cliff Marlow 5.11% (173 votes)
Elijah Knots 4.79% (162 votes)
Julian Moreau 3.25% (110 votes)

For the one vote option :
Who is currently your favourite roster member for Shane on SHIAS

Mateo Alvarez 51.66% (451 votes)
J.J. Boiziau 27.72% (242 votes)
Hayden Pike 5.27% (46 votes)
Carter Vaughn 4.58% (40 votes)
Troy Barrett 3.89% (34 votes)
Cliff Marlow 3.21% (28 votes)
Elijah Knots 2.52% (22 votes)
Julian Moreau 1.15% (10 votes)

POOR HAYDEN CATCHING STRAYS.
I’d love to know whose votes yours went to if you want to share!!!
ALSO THANK YOU FOR RIDING SO HARD FOR MATEO AND SHANEO 💖

OK NOW IT IS TIME FOR ME TO STOP TYPING AND STOP READING. MY BRAIN IS MUSH.


  


      

  












      Chapter 26: You were being fucked in that bathroom tonight
  



    Chapter Notes

      Reminder, the description I’ve given for this fic is: a slow emotional horror story inside a romcom porno.

This chapter is the epitome of that.

There is a lot of smut in this chapter. A lot happens. It is long.

I’ve been working toward this for weeks. I put my heart into it.
I know from past Ilya chapters that a lot of people cling to his moments, and his moments in this chapter are important, but I hope you can enjoy all the chaos here.

Also remember to check out my new companion texting fic:
Shane Hollander is a slut: (typing…)

 

Content warning:
Insane sex. More insane sex. Drunk sex.
Big cocks are mentioned way too much in dirty talk.
Three POVs swap throughout.
Shane is as cock drunk as ever.
Angst.  Delusion. Oversharing hockey boys.
A 2 AM decision.
A talk.

Have your toys charged, and your tissues near.
If you have anxiety, maybe proceed with caution.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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Boston Raiders





	
BYE WEEK








Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)
Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (boyfriend)
Carter Vaughn: New York (recent diagnosis, not coping well)
Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)
J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (free use, religious experience, still worshipping)
Cliff Marlow: Boston (this feels like trouble)
Troy Barrett: Toronto (handled with care, confusing outcome)
Julian Moreau: Vancouver (one-day boyfriend, would try again)

See end for updates

December 19th 2014
Boston
Shane POV

After their game against Vancouver yesterday, Shane came home and passed out.
He didn’t eat dinner, he didn’t call Mateo, or Elijah, or Barrett, and he didn’t answer Marlow’s messages confirming anything.
He got into bed, still in his outdoor clothes from the arena, and fell asleep immediately.
After the Boston game, they have a bye week.
He will be able to get a lot of rest then, but his body feels tired. It feels like it has to recharge in preparation for something. He doesn’t know what, but he listens.
He woke up just in time to get everything ready for Boston, do his manifestations, and meet Hayden and J.J. downstairs for carpool.
He got in the backseat, and the vibe was normal between them. They were three best friends, teammates, carpooling to the airport for their next game.
“You all good, Captaine?” J.J. asks, looking back at Shane.
“Yeah, I was just so tired yesterday I slept hard and woke up drowsy,” Shane says, stretching before clipping in his seatbelt.
“We can stop for some Timmies on the way, get you some coffee?” Hayden says. “And while we’re driving, you can tell me what the fuck free use means.”
Shane looks over at J.J., who is already smiling, shoulders lifting in a small shrug.
“I kept trying to explain, but the thoughts kept coming out in French,” J.J. says.
They get Timmies, and Shane explains to Hayden what he and J.J. are doing in great detail.
Hayden asks questions, and Shane answers them.
“Okay, but not in my car, never in my car,” Hayden says, and they both agree.

####


Once they land in Boston, the Metros head to the hotel, but Shane doesn’t join them, grabbing his bags and heading for the exit.
He slides into the back of a cab with an address already sitting open on his phone.
Marlow’s.
They text almost every day. A constant back and forth, things that don’t need replies, but always get one.
FaceTimes or calls a few times a week that start with one thing and end up somewhere else entirely.
Somewhere in there, he got to know him. Actually know him.
The way he talks when he’s not thinking about it, the way he jumps topics and then circles back like he never left.
Shane likes him. More than he expected to.
He is..
Endearing, in the way he talks too much and then apologizes for it after, even when no one asked him to.
Annoying, in the way he keeps going anyway, adding details that don’t matter until they do.
Attractive, obviously.
And then there’s the part he doesn’t like naming.
Ilya.
He thinks about it, how bad he feels knowing Cliff has no idea.
When he isn’t bringing up Ilya, Shane can forget about the connection.
He sees Marlow as his own person, separate from him.
But he wishes he could be honest about this part, so it doesn’t feel like he’s hiding something
Marlow doesn’t seem to hold anything back.
He doesn’t come across like he has depth. He’s too open, too quick to give things away.
But it’s there. It shows up when he actually focuses, when he stops talking over himself and locks in on what someone is saying.
He told Shane once that trying like that hurts.
That it takes effort to track everything, to read people properly, to keep up with what’s being said and what isn’t.
That he only does it with certain people, when it matters enough.
Shane didn’t ask what made him qualify, but he is one of them.
Marlow is funny and interesting, in a way Shane pays attention to. He says things that pull Shane in, things that make him want to stay in the conversation, even when it’s already gone longer than it should have.
And like Shane, he gets stuck on things. If he is obsessing over something, he is not able to simply drop it. He’ll keep going on it, come back to it later, and add more to it like he’s been building on it the whole time.
Shane recognizes that part.
There are parts about Shane’s brain that he feels like, out of everyone in his current life, Marlow and Barrett understand the most.
Not just in the way Mateo, Hayden, J.J., and Elijah do, where they learn him, support him, and show up for him in all the ways that matter, but in a different way.
They understand him because they’ve taken the time to know him. Marlow doesn’t have to.


####


He gets to the house, which is in the suburbs and is really nice from the outside. He knocks, and the door opens quickly. Marlow is standing there, his hair looking like it is fresh out of a shampoo commercial, his smile as big as ever, in sweatpants and a hoodie.
“Hey, you,” he says, grabbing Shane’s bags from his hands. “I can’t believe you are finally here.”
It has been over 5 weeks since their first hookup. It still catches Shane off guard how he can spend so little time with people in person and still have something that feels real with them, most of it built through a phone.
“Marly, you look hot. How do you just look like that?”
“Flattery will get you everywhere, babe,” Marly says, walking closer to Shane.
He lifts Shane’s chin up and kisses him gently. No tongue, just a nice, sweet kiss that lingers before he pulls back.
“I am glad we get to spend some time together before the game,” Cliff says, smiling, then grabs Shane’s hand. “Let me show you around.”

Marlow walks him around the house, showing him room after room, overexplaining all his plans for each of them, or why he decorated something a certain way, or what his favourite thing to do is in each space, and Shane asks a few follow-up questions about the architecture and room designs as they go.
“Okay, so this one,” Marlow says, pushing open another door, “I wasn’t even going to do anything with it at first, but then I thought it could be like.. a reading room? But not in a boring way. Like, low lighting, big comfy chair, maybe a record player in here too, some fidget toys, or a fuzzy rug, so it feels like somewhere you actually want to sit for a while.”
Shane leans against the doorframe, looking around. “You’d need better lighting than this if you actually want to read.”
“No, see, that’s the thing,” Marlow says, already walking further in, pointing at nothing in particular. “I don’t want it to feel practical, I want it to feel like you’re choosing to be here.”
Shane lets out a small laugh, pushing off the frame and following him in. “So it’s not for reading.”
Marlow grins. “It’s for pretending to read.” He laughs, then adds, “No, I have these lamps that I can change the colours and warmth of, so if you want to read, you can, but it’s also fun to come in here and read a comic book in a red low-lit room.”
“You should come decorate my place, you’re good at this.”
“I would, honestly. It’s so much fun.”
They move through a few more rooms after that, Marlow still talking through everything, still explaining more than he needs to, and Shane keeps up with him anyway. He notices one room, that is closed that Marlow does not show him, but he doesn't ask about it.
They finally get to his bedroom.
“And this is where you will be staying tonight,” Marlow says, blushing.
His room is huge, the whole house is.
Shane walks over to the bed and touches it for a moment before sitting down and bouncing on it. “I think this will do,” he says, laughing.
Marlow doesn’t come to him yet.
He just continues the tour, “this is my closet,” he says, and Shane gets up to follow him into his large walk in closet before Marlow says, “and this is my ensuite.”
Shane follows him through the door and his jaw drops.

His bathroom is huge.
Shane steps in and stops.
The room holds heat. The tile under his feet is warm through his socks. The shower is big enough that it could fit multiple people. It has two shower heads on each end and a rainfall shower head in the middle.

“Is this a steam shower?” Shane asks, walking over to look at it more.
“Yes,” Cliff says.
“Amazing.”
Everything is spaced out, nothing crowded together.

The claw tub sits on its own like it’s meant to be looked at, the vanity stretching with two sinks, long enough that nothing has to share space.
There’s a big chaise lounge set off to the side that doesn’t belong in a bathroom at all, but it works anyway.
The toilet is in its own room.

“Wow, Cliff, this is insane,” Shane says, taking it all in, a flash of jealousy hitting before he can stop it.
“This is my dream bathroom, so when the house was being made I was very specific about it. They kept trying to do different things or not understanding my vision, so I ended up drawing it for them, finding all the pieces and ordering them myself. I wanted what I wanted.”

“I love the way your brain works.”
“No one ever says that to me, but you.” Cliff smiles, looking at Shane with admiration. Before adding, “Okay, I am ready to test out the bed now.”

Shane laughs, but it fades as Marlow steps closer instead of moving past him.
They end up standing there, closer than at the door, not touching, but Shane can feel his breath.
Marlow looks at him, like he’s checking something, then back to his mouth.
Shane doesn’t say anything. He just holds it, lets it sit there.
“Finally,” he says, quieter.

####

They walk out of the bathroom and back into his bedroom.
Shane takes off his shirt and pants and climbs onto the bed, patting a spot for Marly to join him, which he does right away, pulling his clothes off as he drops down beside him.
They are both on their knees, kissing, feeling up each other’s bodies.
The kiss is soft, easy, with just enough tongue.
Shane pushes him down onto the bed and climbs on top of him, grinding their cocks against each other through the fabric of their boxers.
He sinks lower, planting kisses all the way until he reaches his boxers and sucks a light hickey onto his hip bone.
“Fuck, Shane,” he says, his hands wrapping in Shane’s hair. Shane passes over his boxers, leaving them in place, instead kissing his thighs, his calves, his ankles, before kissing his way back up, rubbing his face over his boxers, nuzzling into them before pulling them down.
Marlow’s cock bounces free, stiff, bigger than he remembered.
Shane spits on it, watching it land before wrapping his hand around him and starting a slow stroke.
Marlow’s head tips back, his mouth falling open before the sound comes out. “Fuck,” he breathes, his hips pushing up into Shane’s hand.
Shane watches him, then tightens his grip, picking up the pace just enough to match it.
“Do you want me to suck you off?” Shane says, smiling. “It’s so big I don’t know if it will fit.”
Marly told him once on the phone that he likes it when people remind him how big he is during dirty talk. Shane feels fully capable of deep throating a cock as big as Marlow’s, but he likes playing into it.
“I know you can take it all, baby. I have faith in you,” he moans as Shane strokes him harder.
“Two hands wrapped around it isn’t enough. How will my mouth be? Your cock is just so huge, baby,” Shane says, stroking him faster with his two hands.

“You are going to look so pretty with your throat around my big cock, I want to see, can you try for me?”
“Mmm, I will try for you,” Shane says, opening his mouth wide and swirling his tongue around the head of Marlow’s cock. He looks up at Cliff, their eyes meeting, and Shane slowly opens his throat and lowers his mouth all the way down, his lips meeting the base.
“Holy fuck, baby, you’re incredible,” Marlow says. “You look so fucking good with my huge cock in your mouth.” He holds Shane’s head down, and Shane feels his eyes water, his throat tightening around him.
Shane sucks him off for a bit longer before remembering something else Marlow had told him, how much he liked getting his ass eaten. He takes his mouth off of him, running his tongue down to his taint before pushing his legs up and eating him out.
Shane spends a good ten minutes devouring Marlow’s ass like it is his favourite meal in the world, the sounds coming out of him making his own cock twitch where it’s pressed against the bed.
Finally, Marlow says, “My turn,” sitting up and picking Shane up, throwing him across the bed. Shane lets out a moan. “Oh, so you like being thrown around,” Marlow says, smiling, “noted.”
Marlow spends the next fifteen minutes opening him up, Shane’s grip on the sheets slipping, his mouth not keeping up with what’s coming out of it, before he says, “Stand up, please.”
Shane does. He brings him over to the corner of his room where there are two short dressers, “put your foot up on that one, and your hand on the other one for support,” he says, and Shane does, lifting one leg high onto one dresser, high enough that his thigh is almost level with his hip, forcing his legs wide apart, one hand pressed flat on the other dresser while his other foot stays on the floor behind him, his body bent forward between them.

Shane hears the condom wrapper opening behind him.
A moment later, he feels Marlow lift him a bit before pushing into him, kissing the back of his neck.
From the moment he enters fully, he is hitting Shane’s prostate, and the loudest moan leaves his mouth.
“Holy fuck-” the words cut off halfway as his grip slips against the dresser. His whole body goes tight around him, so much so that all he can think is holy fuck, holy fuck, holy fuck.
He tries to speak again, but it comes out broken, more breath than voice. “Marlow-”
His head tips forward, forehead almost hitting the wood as another sound leaves him, not even a full word this time.
“Do you like taking my big cock, Shane Hollander?” he says into his ear as he keeps thrusting into him. “Yes, fuck yes, I love taking your big cock.”
“Your asshole is so tight and tiny, I am stretching you open so wide.”
“I love being stretched open by you, thank you,” Shane cries out.
“Do you want to try taking my big cock in another position?” he asks.
“I want to take it in as many positions as you will let me, baby,” Shane murmurs out.
Marlow lifts him and throws him back on the bed, before bringing Shane’s legs back so far over his own ears that he is folded almost in a pretzel. Marlow climbs onto the bed and gets on top of him, pushing into him again, deep enough that Shane’s back arches up off the mattress. His head starts banging into the headboard before Marlow reaches out for a pillow and places it behind him.
“Oh my god, oh my god, Marlow, oh my fucking god.”
“You like that, baby?”
“Marlow, what the fuck, holy fuck,” is all Shane can say, “I’m going to cum soon, oh my god.” His back is arching so hard that it lifts him off the mattress
Marlow removes himself, and Shane cries out, “Cliff, no!!”
Marlow lies on his back next to Shane. “Get on top of me,” he says, and Shane does, pushing himself right back on top of Cliff, sinking down onto him fast, filling himself again, as Cliff starts fucking from underneath him. “Come here, baby, I want to kiss you while I cum in you.” Shane moans, grinding his own hips as Marlow fucks him hard. Their tongues meet, rough this time, they are licking and panting and sucking in each other’s mouths, it’s messy, mouths open, breathing into each other, and none of this was what Shane was expecting when he came here.
His cock is rubbing against Marlow’s stomach, and all the sensations are piling in on him at once. He doesn’t even say anything before the cum spurts out of him all over them, and then he can feel Marlow’s cum as he moans, “Oh my god, Shane.”
Shane drops down beside him, his breathing still uneven, his arm falling across his own stomach like he doesn’t quite know what to do with it yet.
Marlow pulls him in without asking, one arm around his shoulders, pressing a quick kiss to his temple like it’s nothing.
Shane lets himself go with it, turning just enough to fit closer, his face tucked into Marlow’s shoulder.
It’s quiet for a second, calm in a way that doesn’t match what just happened.
Shane lets out a small breath against Cliff’s chest, his body still twitching through it.
“That-” Shane laughs, his breath coming rough, the aftershocks still moving through him. “What the fuck was that?”
“I have been left to my own imagination for the last five weeks, the dirty talk, the pictures, the FaceTimes.”
“Well, wow,” is all Shane can say, as he still feels it running through him.
“Why don’t you go take a shower?”
“You can join? Your shower is big enough for like ten people.”
“Okay, I just didn’t want to assume.”
“Let’s go.”
They shower, change, and Marly makes them lunch.
They talk and watch a TV show that Cliff has been mentioning to Shane for weeks, and make out a bit.

Before he leaves, Shane brings up the thing that has been on his mind the most, “You are still good with this just being friends with benefits, and nothing more, right? Mateo is my boyfriend, and our dynamic is open, but I am not looking for anything serious with anyone else besides a connection, and I really like ours.” Shane has found it easier to always be straight up and never beat around the bush.

“Yes, I totally understand. I am still sleeping with people, obviously, but I enjoy our friendship a lot, even if we didn’t have sex. But the sex part is amazing, so yes, I am cool, even if I seem like I am falling in love, I just admire you. I tend to be a lover boy, I don’t mean anything by it.”
“That is what I thought, I understand, I am the same way.” Shane starts before adding, “I know a lot of your team knows we are hanging out and hooking up, and I know you tend to um.. overshare without meaning to, but can you try to refrain from sharing the details of today with anybody?”

Shane says it because he wants to set the boundary.
What Marlow ends up doing is out of his hands, but knowing he asked makes him feel better.
“Yes, I can do that, nothing about today, I promise.”
A while later, Marlow drops him off at his hotel so he can go to the game with his team.

####


Boston
Ilya POV
Ilya woke up this morning feeling good. It had been nine days since his phone call with Shane, and he decided the next morning that the best thing to do would be just let it go and move on.
So that is what he did.
He and Lainey weren’t supposed to go on a date until the 16th, but the morning after the phone call with Shane, he called her and asked if he could take her out that night.
And she said yes.
They met at a nice restaurant. Somewhere he usually only reserved for nights out with Svetlana, not somewhere he would usually bring someone new.
They talked a lot, and it was nice. It was nice to talk to someone new in his own language, not having to plan the sentence before it left his mouth.
She was witty. Her humour was a mix of sarcasm and something sharper that kept catching him off guard.
She was in school to become a vet, which came out in the way she talked about animals like they were people she knew.
He soon found out they had a lot in common.

She was a hockey fan who grew up watching it with her brothers.
She loved fast cars and going out with friends to the clubs to dance.
She loved nights in watching movies and cooking Russian meals.
She danced growing up, a ballerina, and would fly to Russia for the summer to train at prestigious summer camps.
So like Ilya, she was motivated, funny, and dedicated. He enjoyed her.
They ended up spending four hours at the restaurant without a single lull.
When it was time to leave, he thought about inviting her back to his house, but instead decided against it, just kissing her on the cheek, asking if she would want to get together again the next night after his hockey game.
She said yes, so they did, another date, this time to a board game restaurant where you get a meal, then have a huge amount of board games you can choose and sit and play.
Once again, another success.
They ended that night with a nice kiss on the lips.
The following day, she was busy, stressed about an upcoming quiz.
And the night after that, she had plans with her friends, so she declined getting together.
Ilya liked it, he liked that she didn’t drop everything for him. That she was still her own person, didn’t hesitate when she said no.
They had now hung out four times.

After their last date, they got into his car and made out for a long time, things getting hot, hands starting to wander without much thought.
She gave him a handjob while he fingered her. He felt like he was a teenager again.

They would be getting together again tonight.
He made the plans as soon as Marly confirmed that not only are he and Shane going out to a bar after the game, but that some Raiders and Metros would be joining them.
Shane was at Marly’s house right now, probably being fucked really good.
Ilya does not care. They are done with each other.
Shane is in a relationship.
He saw the TMZ article, he saw the bachata video and pictures, he read about how Shane had met Mateo’s family, and they love him.
He saw the Instagram posts, claiming each other, wrapped around each other.
He saw all the tweets and reactions, and he even saw, a few days ago, pictures from the club when the Metros and Red Wings went out after their game.

A series of photos of Shane dancing, happy. Some with J.J., Hayden, Mateo, and Shane, and something about them made him feel sick to his stomach.
Those didn’t go viral for some reason. The account that added them was private.
But Ilya saw them on his burner Twitter account, an account that maybe has more Shane Hollander on his feed than he would ever admit to anyone.
He told himself he was happy for him.
That he was going to stay away.
When Marly asks him again if he wants to come out tonight, he will once again decline.
He has no interest, no pull to be around Shane tonight.
He is happy they are done.
Perfectly content.

####


He gets to the arena and sees Marly in the locker room.
He is all smiles, all teeth, and it makes the insides of Ilya crawl.
“How was your morning cap?” he says, smiling and slapping Ilya on the back.
“Good, how about you, Marly?”
He just smiles, and says, “Good.”
That is all he says. He doesn’t overshare about his morning with Shane, or the things they did, or what they talked about. He says good, and leaves it at that, and Ilya feels a rush of anger run through him, because maybe he wanted the details more than he let himself admit.
“Well, that’s good..” is all Ilya says back.
They get out onto the ice, and he sees Shane for the first time in so long that isn’t a picture or a video online.
He is standing on the ice with Hayden and J.J. warming up.
Different teammates of theirs keep stopping by and talking, and Shane is engaged with each one in a way Ilya never fully saw him be before.
They are all very touchy with Shane, even on the ice, even as the crowd is slowly starting to get into their seats.
But it is different with Hayden and J.J., they don’t even try to hide the open affection and touches.
They are fucking him, Ilya knows it. He might not be able to prove it, but the feeling has been building for months.
Probably both of them, together.
Marlow skates up to them, and Shane smiles, really smiles.
Hayden and J.J. look annoyed that he is interrupting.
Marlow probably has no idea. A social cue could hit Marly right in the face, and he would still just miss it.
He just struggles to get it in the moment.
He is better one-on-one, but in group situations, there is no point expecting him to read the room.
It is always the same: hours later, or days later, he will process it, and it’ll hit him, and he will come to Ilya all confused.
“Rozy, remember that time last week when this happened, and I said this, and the person’s reaction was this. Did I read the energy wrong?”
Ilya will nod his head and awkwardly smile, “Yeah, but it’s ok, Marly, no one took it the wrong way.”
“Okay.”

And they don’t. Marlow isn’t malicious. But it takes too much of his energy to try to understand these things in the moment.
Ilya could help him, but he doesn’t want to point it out in front of people and embarrass him. Marly is charming and has the ability to make it work out in his favour regardless.

So, even though Marly skates up to them, and they are annoyed. A few minutes after talking with him, he skates away, and all three men are smiling, endeared by him.
“What was that all about?” Ilya asks as Marlow skates over. Playing dumb.
“I was just saying hi to Shane’s friends.” Cliff shrugs.
“And to Hollander?”
“No, he was over earlier, I told you that, remember?” Cliff asks, confused.
“Right.” He says, before adding, “You don’t think the way they touch him or look at him is weird?” Ilya asks, trying to make his best friend see what is right in front of his eyes.
“I mean, if you’re trying to say they have sex with each other, yeah, they probably do,” Cliff says it like it’s no big deal, like having sex with your teammates is normal.
Ilya thinks about the number of times he has had threesomes with Cliff, or with other members of his team and feels the hypocrisy of it all.
Ilya doesn’t answer, so Cliff continues, “Are you sure you don’t want to just bring Lainey to the bar and join the team tonight? A bunch of us will be there, and a bunch of Metros, it should be fun.”
He looks at Shane, who hasn’t glanced his way once since the warmups started, “Yes, I will bring Lainey and come.”
He doesn’t know why he is choosing to torture himself, but now that Shane is right in front of him, he needs his attention.


####


During their first faceoff, Hollander never looked up at him once.
Ilya waited there, trying to catch his eyes. He thought about chirping him, but he didn’t want to, not until he got even a moment of eye contact, telling him the banter was still okay.

So he kept his eyes on him, longer than he should have before the puck dropped, just to see if Shane would break first. He didn’t.
He checked him into the boards once, hard, but not too hard. Shane just let the check happen and then skated away like it meant nothing.
Every single faceoff was the same. Shane focused, Ilya looking at him, hoping for one single look.
He starts counting it without meaning to, how long Shane keeps his head down, how clean he takes the draw, how fast he is gone after.
He never got a look back, and he cannot blame him.
He said horrible things to him.
Things that have been replaying in his dreams because he won’t allow himself to think about it during the day.
He will go out with the team, he won’t talk to Shane at the bar, and he won’t talk to him while he is in Boston.
He will be happy, showing Lainey off to his teammates, enjoying time with her, and kissing her if she feels comfortable doing that in public.
Maybe tonight will be the night they finally fuck.
Shane can watch them together for all he cares.

Just as Ilya has the thought, they skate up to centre ice for their last face-off of the night.
The score is currently 3 - 3, Ilya and Shane both scoring 2 each.
He looks at Shane, holding his eyes there, one last time, and he isn’t sure why.
Shane hasn’t looked up once, not even once.
But this time, he does. His eyes move up to meet Ilya’s, only for a split second, and Ilya sees something in his face flicker before it goes back to hiding all emotions.

“Nice backhand shot,” is what Ilya says, not even realizing words were falling out of his mouth.
Shane smiles, a smile that takes over his whole face, “I thought my backhand was weak.”
His smile makes Ilya feel something twist deep in his stomach, his heart flutters, “It is.”
The puck drops, Shane wins the faceoff, pulls it clean, is already moving, he scores another goal, and the Metro wins their 35th game of the season.
The team comes barrelling over to Shane, hugging him and jumping up and down screaming, “It’s a ritual, it’s a ritual, it’s a ritual.”
Shane is in the middle of it, beaming from ear to ear.
God, he was so stunning.

Dec 20, 2014
Away vs Boston Raiders
Montreal 4 – Boston 3
35–0


####


An hour and a half after the game, Ilya is showered, changed and looking good.
Hair is styled, pushed back, he is wearing a button-down shirt with a few buttons fully undone, the short sleeves of the shirt cling to his muscles, and he is wearing a pair of jeans that make his ass look nice.

He went back to Marly’s place after the game, and Shane went back with his team.
But when he entered, Marly’s place felt different.
It smelled different. He could feel Shane’s presence still in it.

Ilya and Marly spent a lot of time at each other’s houses, especially when they were going out. They lived about thirty minutes apart, both in different suburbs, so when they were going out close to one of the others houses they just hung with each other before and sometimes after.

He goes into his room, which is a spare room that Marlow calls his room, decorating it with things Ilya likes.
Because that is his best friend, thoughtful, and detailed, and loves to show up in ways like this.

As he opens the door, Marly walks past and simply says, “I gave Shane a tour of the whole house, but I didn’t show him your room. Don’t worry, I know you like privacy.” For some reason, Ilya hates it.
He hates that Shane didn’t see his room, he hates that he didn’t see how his best friend painted it his favourite shade of green, or how he bought a bunch of little sports cars to put around the room, or the bean bag chair and video game section, or how he got the king-size bedframe and specific mattress Ilya likes.
He hates that he didn’t get to see his bathroom, that even though it is much, much smaller than Marly’s ensuite, he still had a second set of products lined up in there for him.
“Thanks, man,” Ilya says back.
They walk down to the bar, which is about five minutes from Marlow’s place. Lainey is going to meet them there in a bit.
He finally talks about Shane, but doesn’t say much, making Ilya wonder if he was told not to.

When they enter, he sees Shane right away, surrounded by the Metros. J.J., Hayden, Berkes and Schneider all huddled up, laughing.

A few of the Raiders are there too, Connors, Vega, Carmichaels, and St-Simon.
“I am going to go talk to Shane,” Marly says, walking away without looking back.

Ilya walks over to a booth that Marly must have reserved because he sees a card that says for Raiders, sitting on it. He goes and sits down, and within a minute, Connors, St-Simon and Carmichaels are all with him, Vega staying with Marlow.
He can’t help but look at Shane, the way he laughs, the way his hands brush one of his teammates arms, or face, or legs, and none of them flinches
.
The way J.J. is openly attached to him, not trying to hide anything, while Hayden lingers but seems to want to keep a safe distance, very aware of the Boston players with them.

After a while, Berkes and Schneider come and sit at the booth with them, sitting next to Ilya.
He likes them well enough, as much as he likes any Metros, which isn’t a lot.
But Berkes is loud and funny and over the top, in a way that is easy to like. He turns awkward moments into laughter, jokes into shared experiences. He isn’t the worst person to spend some time with or get a drink with.
Schneider, he doesn’t know as well. He was a rookie last season. He seems to be closest to Berkes, also loud but differently than him.
Berkes grew up with Carmichael, so it makes sense they come over to say hi.
They are all smoozing, chirping, laughing, and drinks are being brought over to them. It is easy and fun.
Ilya has stopped looking over at Shane. It is the same thing every time.
Lainey finally arrives, and he introduces her to everyone.

She sits on his lap, turning herself around to straddle him and kissing him, messily. He can smell alcohol on her breath, not a lot, but he knows she went out for drinks with friends before arriving here.
He kisses her hot. She is hot. Her hair’s a mess, her dress slipping, and he can’t stop looking at her.

They make out for a while, forgetting about who is in the bar with him, who is sitting at the booth with him. Just enjoying Lainey and being in the moment with her.
That is, until Carmichael looks at Berkes and says,
“So is it weird?” He says it so plainly, barely even looking up from his drink, that everyone stops talking to try to figure out what he is talking about.
Ilya stops kissing, and Lainey does too, almost like she is intrigued to hear what comes next.

“Is what weird?” Berkes says back, leaning forward, already clocking where this is going.
“Your captain, like, openly hooking up with people.”
“Why would it be weird?” Schneider says, brows pulling together, before adding, “Do you guys not openly hook up with people?”
“Yeah, but he is-” St-Simon starts, glancing around the table, before Berkes cuts him off fast.
“He’s what?” His voice is low in a way that shouts, watch yourself, his eyes locked on him.
“A guy, fucking other guys,” St-Simon finishes, not backing off.
Berkes and Schneider pass a look between each other before Berkes says,
“Yes, we love it.”
“What about Alvarez?” Connors asks, “What’s the deal with them?”
“They are boyfriends.. together,” Berkes says like it is an obvious answer, barely even looking up.
“Well then, why is he going to go home with Marlow tonight?” Carmichael asks, leaning back in his seat.

Schneider shrugs, “It’s an open relationship, but we went out with the Red Wings a few nights ago.” He starts, then Berkes finishes his sentence, “they are cute together. Obsessed with one another. Mateo is very good to Shane. We love him.” Then Schneider picks up from where Berkes left off, “We all went to a gay club, it was a blast. Shane's coming out has brought out a new energy in our team.”
That is when Lainey speaks up, her tone softer than the rest of them, “That sounds sweet, it is good he has such a supportive team, I am sure it could have gone sideways. I love seeing all the photos of you guys out together at clubs, enjoying yourselves.”
Ilya didn’t know that Lainey even knew who Shane was. He was never brought up, not once. I guess it makes sense. She loves hockey. Shane Hollander is hockey.
“Yeah, everyone has been great. We love him, we care about him, we are here to protect him.”
“Weird man,” is all Carmichael says before adding, “So what, you watch Hollander kiss lots of men.”
Berkes looks at his childhood friend, the kind of look that is once again saying, watch yourself, his mouth pressing into a line before he answers. “Yeah, I am sure it’s no different than you guys sitting in a booth next to your captain who is making out with someone, like we just witnessed.”

“But he is kissing women,” St-Simon says, like that should end the conversation.
“So, your captain likes women, our captain likes men, who cares?” Schneider says, a small shrug following it.

“Sounds like you guys want to fuck your captain,” St-Simon adds, falling back into the same hockey guy lewd speak that is common. In this moment, he feels embarrassed that he is the captain of this team, and Lainey needs to witness this.
“We’ve offered. He doesn’t seem to want to go there.” Berkes says, as casual as ever, like it’s nothing.
All eyes turn to them, before Ilya hears himself say, “are you being serious right now?”

Berkes laughs, “Mitty is almost certain that our win streak is tied to how well Shane is getting fucked. So we just let him know, if he had a lull in his schedule, someone on the team would help him out.” He adds, “We were mostly joking.”
“You’d fuck Hollander?” Connors asks.
“Wouldn’t you?” Schneider says back seriously.
“He is the best player in the league, he looks like that,” he says, pointing to Shane, “he is sweet, and hilarious, and from what I hear, it’s wild.”
Everyone laughs, thinking they are joking, but Ilya knows they are being serious.
The conversation changes, and Lainey and Ilya go back to making out. Eventually, the booth empties, and it is just them.
She is straddling him, their tongues messily pushing back and forth into each other’s mouths. Her hands are gripping his hair as she grinds up on him, his hands are on her ass until he feels that her dress isn’t covering it anymore and pulls it back down.
They have been making out for a while, a long time. Thirty minutes, maybe an hour. Sometimes he thinks about looking over to see if Shane is looking. The thought makes him feel bad. Lainey doesn't deserve that thought.
He snaps out of it, forcing himself back into it, letting himself enjoy the moment.

####


Boston 
Shane POV

Hayden, J.J., Berkes and Schneider come to the bar with Marlow, Shane and a few other Boston Raiders.

Hayden and J.J. know about Marlow because Marlow told Shane he doesn’t care if people know about them hooking up.
He doesn’t care so much that it seems like his teammates are all aware that this is why they are together tonight.
But Marlow does not know about them.

They are all hanging out around the bar, and Marlow is lost in conversation with some of his teammates.
J.J. is outwardly being very touchy with Shane, the way he always is. Hayden is more hesitant in public, especially with other hockey players around, but still close, hovering just inside Shane’s space, like he keeps almost closing the distance and stopping himself at the last second.

He and J.J. had a discussion and signed the contract yesterday, starting a free-use dynamic.

So tonight, in Boston, in front of other players at a bar where he knows Shane is leaving with Marlow, J.J. is being very touchy.

One hand around Shane’s waist, holding him close to him, the other hand gently rubbing his arm, in little circles with his finger. Every so often, he will stop rubbing circles on his arm and run his finger up Shane’s back, or lift his shirt a bit and rub them on his stomach.
Shane, as always, is a complete slut for J.J.’s touch, leaning back into him without thinking, letting his body follow wherever J.J.’s hands guide it.

He leans over and whispers in Shane’s ear, “I should fuck you right here in front of all these hockey players, I bet you would like that Captaine, wouldn’t you?”
Shane just moans quietly. J.J.’s fingers grip Shane’s hip harder, brushing further up under his shirt.
Marlow doesn’t seem to be picking up on it, or if he does, he doesn’t seem to mind, but Hayden sure is.
Shane can see the look in his eyes, fixed on J.J.’s hands where they disappear under Shane’s shirt, like he so badly wants to be touching Shane too.
Shane wants to pull him in for a kiss, but knows why he can’t.
He knows they are frustrated that he is going home with Marlow tonight and not them. He hasn’t stayed with them for the last few away games.
But J.J. can have him, he hopes J.J. takes him, even if it is for a brief moment somewhere. He hopes Hayden comes along and joins them. He wants them both so badly.

Hayden tries to disperse this energy, looking around and spotting Ilya.
“Damn, Rozanov and that girl have been going at it all night,” he says. “They are practically fucking in that booth.”
Shane spots Ilya in a booth with a girl in his lap. They have been making out all night. His button-up shirt is completely open, and her dress is riding up enough that you can see her ass in her thong. Ilya’s hands are pulling it down when Shane looks over.
He hasn’t come over once to hang with any of his teammates. Shane has looked over a few times, but Ilya is never looking back, not even once. He is completely lost in this girl. Which is good. That is what Shane prefers anyway.
The game between them was pretty silent. He didn’t feel a rush of anger or sadness or hurt seeing him on the ice tonight. He felt nothing, or almost nothing. He did have a moment, a pang of something, but then he looked over at Marly, or most importantly, J.J. and Hayden, and the thought cuts in before anything else can build, stopping it before it turns into anything else, there are people who love him, and accept him, and don’t find it okay to talk down to him. And he felt better.
That didn’t change the fact that he could feel Ilya’s eyes on him all night. At every faceoff, he could feel them, tracking him, staying there long enough that he notices every single time, practically burning a hole in his helmet.

He didn’t give in, he didn’t look up.
Until he did. At the very last faceoff, he almost made it through the night. Until his body gave in without meaning to, he meant to look just quickly, but when he did, Ilya’s eyes were locked on him.

The moment their eyes met, Shane felt his breath catch for a second. He couldn’t place the feeling. Then Ilya chirped him, and he smiled. He didn’t mean to smile, but he did. Then he saw Ilya smile back, and that is when he shook it off and locked back in.

Because no, the last time they talked, Ilya said horrible things to Shane, again. He is not going to let him weasel his way back in with a chirp. Shane protects his energy now. He is careful about who he gives his time to.
By the time the game was over, and the Metro’s were chanting it’s a ritual around him, all laughing at their 35-0 win streak, Shane’s mind was already back to Marlow, and J.J., Hayden and his team.

J.J. looks over at Rozanov, his head on Shane’s shoulder, “I wish I had you in a booth like that.” Shane nuzzles his face against J.J.’s head, his eyes closed. When he opens them again, Ilya is watching him. Just for a brief second, before he is back fully in with the girl.
But Shane doesn’t care in this moment. He genuinely doesn’t. He couldn't care less what the fuck Ilya is doing, all he can think about is J.J. and Hayden. He can feel the electricity moving through his body, like every nerve is waiting for something from them.
He looks over at Marlow, who looks back at him, smiling, the biggest smile he has.
Shane wants to pinch his cheeks or take a bite out of him.
He sometimes gets cute aggression when it comes to Marlow. He is such a golden retriever.
Lost and happy in his own world in a room full of people, oblivious to everything else.

He does know that Marlow suspects Shane is hooking up with a teammate.
Maybe Marlow wouldn’t mind if he brought J.J. and Hayden home with them.
He probably wouldn’t. But Shane doesn’t think Hayden would want that.
Shane is pulled out of his thoughts when Hayden speaks again, “No, but honestly, they are going to town, maybe they should grab a room or something. Is he always like this at the bar?”
Marlow hears and pipes in, “They have been talking for a few weeks, but went on a date last week, and have been on four dates ever since,” he says, before adding, “I think Rozanov is in love. He never sees the same girl again, unless it’s for a hookup, or Svetlana.”
“She’s pretty,” is all Hayden manages to say.
“Yeah, she is nice. I met her the other day,” Marlow says, “She is Russian too, they laugh a lot together, into animals and hockey, they have a lot in common, it is good to see him happy.”
“Yeah, good for him,” Hayden says, trying to be polite. Shane knows Hayden can’t stand Rozanov.
“Let me buy you guys a round of drinks,” Marlow says to the three of them. Before looking in his wallet, “shit, I thought I had more money in here. I am actually going to go run to the ATM down the street. I should be back in twenty. Is that okay, Shane?”
“Yeah, of course. Do you want me to come?” Shane offers, hoping he will say no because it is cold outside and Shane is cozy in J.J.’s arms.
“No, it’s cold outside, stay with your friends,” Marlow says, smiling sweetly.
Then he pulls Shane forward and kisses him gently on the lips in the bar.
His teammates beside him watch, and Shane doesn’t know what the expression on their faces means.
Marlow doesn’t seem to care.
As soon as he leaves, the Raiders go back into their own world, talking to each other, Berkes and Schneider are deep in a conversation, leaving Shane, Hayden and J.J. alone with one another.

####


“I am going to take you to the bathroom right now and fuck you, Hayden can come too,” J.J. whispers in his ear, and Shane goes to say not now, but then remembers, it isn’t a question, it is what they agreed on, J.J. gets Shane when he wants, and he wants him right now.
His cock twitches at the realization, his stomach dropping with excitement as it hits him, and then he just gives in to it.
J.J. grabs his hand, and Shane grabs Hayden, pulling him behind.
As soon as the door closes, and they see that no one else is in the bathroom, Hayden locks the door.

Once the door is locked, Shane sees Hayden visibly relaxing, and then both of them are on Shane.
Pulling his shirt off, kissing him, kissing his body, touching him.

It all feels frantic. It feels like something they’ve been holding back all night, finally getting somewhere to go.
Their annoyance towards Shane spending days with Elijah, and then Mateo and now Cliff and not with them, is all coming out on his body in this moment, and he doesn’t care. He likes it. He is exactly where he wants to be.
“How are you going to take me?” Shane says, horny as fuck.
“Jesus dude, we aren’t fucking you in a bathroom with the Raiders outside,” Hayden says,
“I fucking am,” J.J. says, and Shane moans.
“Fuck Hayden, I want you to fuck me.”
“I have kids, man, I can’t have a sex scandal.”
“Okay, just come here and kiss me a little bit then.”
And he does, he pushes Shane up against the door, lifting one of his legs with one hand, and his other hand is moving over Shane’s stomach and chest, grabbing his skin.
They make out for a few minutes. It is hot. They are using a lot of tongue, and Hayden is panting into Shane’s mouth.
J.J. is just standing behind them watching, but then slowly moves to start rubbing his body against Hayden’s back and kissing his neck.
Shane puts his hand on Hayden’s cock through his pants, and it is hard.
“Let me jerk you off quickly, Hayds, and then you can leave.” He looks at J.J. “We can jerk you off together, is that okay, hayds?”
Hayden just nods.
Shane pulls his zipper down, and his perfect crooked cock springs out.
Shane and J.J. both wrap their hands around Hayden’s cock together, stroking it while kissing his neck.
He cums fast, within a minute. Part panic from the situation, part him getting off on it anyway.
“fuck you guys, that was hot,” Hayden murmurs, trying to regain his composure.

“Now I am going to fuck Shane in this bathroom, and if you don’t want to participate, Hayden, then I need you to go outside and stand guard,” J.J. says. “Protect your captaine.”
“Fuck you, you guys owe me big time.”
Hayden walks out, and J.J. relocks the door.

He takes a moment to look at Shane, looking him over properly, checking in on him, his mental state, everything they discussed, before nodding his head almost to himself and finally talking.

“Bend over those sinks, I am going to open you up,” J.J. says.
“It is disgusting in here. I am going to be so dirty.” Shane says, finally taking in the nasty bathroom.
“Yes, you will be mon sale petit joueur (my dirty little thing), but once I open you up, I’ll pick you up and fuck you against this wall, just like you like it,” he says, “how does that sound?”
“Mmm, I don’t fucking care, just want you in me,” Shane says, bending over the sink, pulling his pants down just enough.
“Fuck Shane, your ass is perfect.” He says, then adds, “I had lube in my other pockets, I forgot to transfer it over. Is that okay? I’m sorry.” Shane is nodding fast, before J.J. spits on his finger and pushes it into Shane. It burns a lot more with spit than it does lube, but Shane loves the burn because he knows the burn means he will fuck J.J. soon.
Then he remembers, “my pants pocket. I have some mini lubes in there.”
J.J. grabs four small packs out of his pocket and opens one, lubing two fingers and shoving them into Shane, “fuck J.J., hurry up, add more.”
“You’re so greedy, Shane.” J.J. says, “I need to be slow, you’re so fucking tight, baby, so fucking tight and perfect.”
“More J.J.”
J.J. wraps his other hand around Shane’s waist, grabbing his cock and stroking, “I love your cock so much, baby, it’s so big. It’s such a shame, it is so useless half the time, just hanging there. Because it is so perfect, just like the rest of you.” He is whispering into Shane’s ear, nibbling on it as he says it. That makes Shane moan really loud. He claps his hand over his mouth to muffle it.

J.J. now has four fingers pumping into Shane, “Please, J.J.,” Shane says.

J.J. turns him around, pulls his pants down, puts on a condom, lubes himself up, and then picks Shane up, different than usual.
Instead of holding him by his waist, he puts his arms underneath Shane’s thighs, bringing his ass closer to J.J.’s and pushing him back against the door, angles himself in, and starts fucking him. “Holy fuck,” Shane says, louder than he intended.

On the other end of the door, they can hear Hayden talking to someone, but it is muffled.
Shane has the thought that if they can hear Hayden, then the people on the other side of the door can probably hear them.

Shane does not care in the moment, not in the slightest, not when J.J. took him up on his free use offer, not when J.J.’s cock is inside of him.
“Fuck I love you, I love you, I love you,” Shane is saying over and over as quietly as he can as J.J. rams into him.
“Mm,” he whispers in Shane’s ear, “you love my cock so much, don’t you? You’re so obedient for me. You like it when I drag you into dirty bathrooms and fuck you up against a wall, don’t you?”
“You have no fucking idea how much I love this J.J., you have no idea how obsessed I am with having you inside me,” Shane says, “I tell my boyfriend all the time how good you fuck me. I can’t wait to tell him about how good you are fucking me.”
“Yeah, you like telling your boyfriend how you worship my dick,” he says, fucking into Shane harder, "yes, please, come fuck me next time he is with me, I want him to be reminded how good you fuck me.”

“I get to decide when we fuck, Shane, you don’t make those choices, remember?”
“Yes, sorry, yes, I remember, I’m sorry,” Shane says, “fuck me whenever and wherever you want, fuck me every day, live inside me.” J.J. grunts and moans loudly.
He keeps fucking into Shane, slowing down now, when they hear voices outside the door getting louder.
And then there is a bang on the door, “it’s me,” Hayden calls.
Boston
Hayden POV

Hayden loves four things.
He loves his wife and kids, he loves hockey, he loves roast dinners, and he loves hooking up with his best friends.

Since finally realizing he was bisexual, and being able to explore through the safety and connection he has with Shane, then, eventually, J.J., and then Mateo, he has opened up in ways he didn’t know possible.

He feels more himself than ever. More confident in his relationship with Jackie, too.
Fucking your best friends and telling your wife about it, while she tells you about her boyfriend and how he fucks her, does a lot of good in your relationship.

Their sex life has been better than ever, which is shocking because it was always phenomenal.

It has been amazing to watch how open the league has become. Seeing how many men have actually been hiding parts of their sexuality, or are finally feeling open enough to explore.

Shane's coming out was like a domino effect.

He loves seeing how Shane gives no fucks anymore. How he doesn’t care about any judgment that comes his way.
Even seeing J.J., or Mateo, or standing in this bar with Marlow, knowing his team knows, and not caring. Or hearing about how open Vauhgnny has been.

It warms his heart in a specific way. In a way that makes sense to him.
But he can’t be as open. Because he is married, and he does have kids.
He and Jackie have had conversations, of course.
Her relationship with her boyfriend is getting more serious.

She wants them to meet soon.
Hayden knows what Jackie wants is for them to be able to enjoy each other all together.
She wants to see if they could naturally become more. Maybe a throuple.

“Asher likes men, too. He likes to fuck men, and be fucked by men,”
Jackie said it one day while Hayden was in bed, and she was in their ensuite, taking off her makeup by the sink.

“Oh,” was all Hayden said.
When Hayden told Jackie he was bi, she was so excited for his exploration. After his first time with Shane, he went home after Shane had fallen asleep, got into bed and told her all about it.
She was happy, excited, and wanted to hear more.
When he first brought up wanting to maybe try bottoming, her eyes lit up. “Who will you try with? J.J.?”

“No, I don’t want J.J. to be my first time. I don’t know why.”
“What about Mateo?”
“Mateo? Alvarez? Shane’s Mateo?”
“It sounds like something they would be into.”
“Yeah, maybe.”
After his first time bottoming, he went home and told Jackie about it.
“It was really good, Mateo was gentle, Shane and J.J. took care of me.”
“So you liked it? Better than fucking?”
“No, I still love fucking. I like both.”
Their conversations about it weren’t fetishized. They were practical. Sharing information, telling each other everything like they always do.
So when she brought up meeting Asher, and she brought up his preferences, he knew what she was trying to say.
Even though in their marriage they are comfortable with him fucking men, or their relationship being open, they weren’t ready to deal with the backlash of it being publicly known or how it would affect their children.
So unlike a lot of these men, Hayden had more to lose.
In moments like this, at this bar, watching J.J. so casually hold Shane and whisper dirty things into his ear, watching Shane react in the way only Shane can, the way his body gives without thinking, in a way that makes Hayden so hard and yearning to kiss his friend and touch him.
He doesn’t.

As soon as they lock the door to the bathroom, however, and he looks at Shane, everything unleashes. He needs to touch him.

He wants to kiss him. He wishes he could fuck him.
But he can’t. Because they are in a bar, and he needs to think about people other than himself.

Shane and J.J. don’t care about being in a TMZ article or having the internet talking, and they shouldn’t. They aren’t doing anything wrong.

Half the guys in the league have had way more insane sex scandals than anything Shane has been doing.

People fuck each other in public bathrooms all the time at clubs. Hayden has walked in on it more than a few times in his life.
He has walked in on people fucking in bathrooms, in offices, on hockey benches, at parks, and in so many more public places.

So he settles for a handjob, both his best friends hands greedily touching him in the way he likes, at the pace he likes, with their mouths on his neck, keeping him right there in it, focused on his body instead of everything else.

And when he is asked to guard the door, he does it. Because the thought of Shane getting fucked behind it, by J.J., makes him happy.

His friends pleasure makes him happy.
This weird thing between the three of them has quickly become normal.
They are still his best friends.

It is annoying that Shane can’t come back to the hotel with them.
But he and J.J. will cuddle later tonight, kiss maybe, maybe jerk each other off, or give each other blow jobs. Not more than that, never more than that with them.

So he walks out of the bathroom ready to protect the door with his life and stops when he finds Ilya Rozanov on the other side of it.
Was he listening?
“Bathroom is occupied,” he says, looking at Rozanov with a death glare.
He hates this guy.
He is everything wrong with hockey.
He plays dirty, he chirps dirty, and he has this weird obsession with Shane that borders on stalkerish, with how far he goes to chirp him and smash him into the boards every game they play against each other.

“It’s a public bathroom,” Rozanov says, trying to push past Hayden, but Hayden blocks him.
“I said it’s occupied. There is another bathroom right over there,” he says, pointing to the two other bathrooms right beside it.
“Occupied by what?” he asks.
You can hear Shane’s moans coming from the bathroom and the movement inside, clear enough to understand what’s happening.
“I need to be slow, you’re so fucking tight, baby, so fucking tight and perfect.” You can hear J.J. saying, “I love your cock so much, baby, it’s so big. It’s such a shame, it is so useless half the time, just hanging there. Because it is so perfect, just like the rest of you.”

It’s muffled, and Hayden has his back pressed to the door, so he is hoping he can hear it better than Rozanov can.
Hayden’s cock twitches. He can’t help it. He hopes Rozanov does not notice.
But Rozanov’s eyes are fixed on his face. He isn’t looking down. He doesn’t know how to read his emotions.
Anger, disgust, annoyance, maybe sadness?
That is when there is more movement, and the sounds come closer to the door, the persistent bang that makes it obvious they are fucking.
“Fuck, I love you, I love you, I love you,” Shane screams out, and Hayden doesn’t know if he is imagining this, but Rozanov looks upset.
Shane is telling J.J. how he can't wait to tell Mateo about how good he is being fucked. Hayden wants to laugh. Shane is wild.
It quiets down after that. Whispers, instead of screams.
He and Rozanov are at a stand-off, staring each other down. Rozanov tries once more to push through.
“This is low even for you, Pike,” Rozanov says, “Pathetic.”
That is when Cliff comes back into the bar, scans it, sees Hayden and Rozanov together and comes over. “Have you seen Shane?”
“He wasn’t feeling well, let me go check on him, go back to the bar, we will meet you there,” Hayden says,
“Okay, let me know if you need anything,” Marlow says sweetly, with a smile that makes Hayden think for a second he knows what is happening behind the door and just doesn’t care.
He grabs Rozanov by the arm and says, “Let’s go, Roz, let’s give them space.”
Rozanov leaves with Marlow, turning back long enough to shoot Hayden another glare.

####


When he knocks on the door and says “it’s me,”
he hears some movement and then the door unlocks quickly, and he pushes himself inside without letting it open too wide.
When he comes back in he finds them hiding behind the door, J.J.’s cock still inside Shane, holding him against the wall.
Shane is sweaty and fucked out. He looks like he is experiencing pure bliss.
“Holy shit,” Hayden says, already fully hard again just at the sight.

He shakes his head to reset his thoughts before adding, “Cliff and Rozanov were outside the door trying to get in, and all I could think about was how badly I wanted to join.”
“Lock the door, Hayden,” J.J. instructs.
“Suck my dick while he fucks me,” Shane says, not seeming to register what Hayden had just told him.
“How will that even work from this angle?” Hayden asks.
“I don’t know, make it work,” Shane says,
“It isn’t physically possible in this space, Shane.”
Shane looks disappointed, but J.J. keeps fucking him, and Shane reaches out for Hayden’s hand.
He keeps moaning loudly, “He needs to shut up,” Hayden says, and J.J. puts his hand over Shane’s mouth, muzzling him.
They hear four loud knocks on the door.
“FUCK,” Shane says into J.J.’s hand. Shane is cock drunk and so out of it that Hayden doesn’t know if he even knows the difference between right and left in this moment. He sure isn’t worried about whoever is trying to come in.
“I think it’s Rozanov. He is being weirdly insistent on coming in,” he says quietly.
He looks at Shane when he says it, but doesn’t think Shane even hears him.
J.J., however, does, “That is kind of hot.”
Shane finally says, eyes glazed over, “Hayden, come make out with me, no one kisses me the way you do, it’ll help me cum.”
“Fuck, seeing it will help me cum too,” J.J. says. “The door is locked, Hayden, stop worrying.”

Hayden pushes off the door, walks over, and angles himself so he can start making out with Shane.
He reaches between Shane and J.J. and starts stroking his cock, taking Shane’s moans into his mouth.
Shane cums fast, all over Hayden’s hand and his own face.
J.J. leans in to lick it off, then cums while his own moans are muffled into Shane’s face.
J.J. puts Shane down, kissing him gently on the lips, fixing his clothes, straightening him out before straightening himself out.
Hayden wets a paper towel and washes the rest of the cum off Shane’s face and his own hands.
He places a simple kiss on Shane’s lips, then one on J.J.’s.
“That was so fucking hot,” he says.
“We should have public sex more often,” Shane says, smiling.
“Yes, captaine, we should,” J.J. says, laughing.
“Why are you guys being so casual? Rozanov is waiting on the other side of the door,” Hayden says, and that is when he notices for the first time something registers on Shane’s face.

Panic? Sadness? Anger? He can’t read it, and usually he can read Shane.
Shane must notice because his face goes back to neutral very quickly.
“Can you go out first, Hayden? I am just going to finish cleaning captaine up. Tell them we were getting sick.”
“Dude, something is wrong with you both,” Hayden says, laughing, not actually meaning it, before pulling Shane back into a kiss because he can’t help it. He sighs, “I wanted to fuck tonight.”
“Go back to the hotel and let J.J. fuck you already, I know you both want to, I don’t know why you both are pretending you don’t,” Shane says casually, like it is something they both admitted to him, but not to each other.
He and J.J. look at each other silently.
He looks at Shane once more, fixes his hair, and kisses him one more time.
“I’ll say you’re getting sick, I’ll hold them off a bit longer.”
“Thanks, Hayds.”

####

Boston
Shane POV

When he first thought of the idea of giving his body over to J.J., this was the stuff he was hoping would happen, but he didn’t realize how fucking insanely hot it would actually be.

He is still buzzing throughout his whole body, shuddering again every time J.J. touches him while he cleans him up.

Once he is done cleaning him fully, making sure his clothes are straight, his hair is normal, and there are no obvious body fluids on him, he pulls Shane in for a long hug, and Shane goes soft against him, leaning fully into it without thinking.

“You were so good for me, Shane,” he says, rubbing Shane’s head, and Shane almost thinks he hears himself purr, “are you going to be okay for the rest of the night, mon tannant, or do you need to come back to the hotel with us so I can take care of you?”

“I am going to be okay with Marlow. Can you just hold me for a few minutes?” he asks, nuzzling into J.J.’s touch more.

“Of course, mon grand, for as long as you want.”

It takes Shane another five or ten minutes to fully come back down to his body, and J.J. is there with him the whole time.

“That was so fucking hot, J.J.,” Shane finally says.
“Is that what you had in mind?” J.J. asks shyly.
“That was exactly what I had in mind, thank you, seriously. I loved it,” Shane says.
“I knew Hayden was there to help protect you and keep you safe, but if he wasn’t, I wouldn’t put you into situations where you could get harmed or exposed,” J.J. says.

“I know,” Shane replies and means it. Then adds, “Marlow will know we were fucking in here, I don’t want to lie to him when he asks me, I am sick of lying to him about everything.”
“Everything?” J.J. asks, confused. And Shane quickly follows up with, “I don’t know why I said everything.”

J.J. looks at him, and can probably tell Shane is lying in this moment, and there is more to the story, but simply just says, “It’s fine, you can tell him whatever you want, but Marlow has a blabber mouth, so I wouldn’t tell him the full extent. Maybe just that we fuck sometimes.”
“Yeah, I know, don’t worry, let’s go back out.”


####


There is no point in going out separately. They have both been gone for a while.
Everything seems very normal.
Hayden, Berkes, Marlow, Schneider and Vega are all by the bar.
He looks over and sees Rozanov making out with Lainey again, fully going at it.
They walk over to his teammates and Marlow.
Berkes grabs him into a hug, “Are you feeling better, cap?” he asks, before looking over at J.J., “Taking good care of him?” he says to J.J. with a smile.
J.J. puts his arm back onto Shane’s back and says, “I always do.”
Berkes and Schneider look at each other and smile, and Shane can feel himself blushing.
They all take two rounds of shots, with some more of the Raiders joining them.
Then Shane has a rum and Coke.
Between the night out the other night and tonight, he has drunk more than he usually would, but he has a week off, so he feels like he has the right to let loose.
By the time 12:30 rolls around, Shane feels pretty drunk. Not blackout, or completely wasted, but warm and silly.
At some point, Marlow insists they all go sit at the booth he got, and they do. It is a large, round, circular booth with tons of room, but they still have to pull up some extra chairs to fit.
Everyone sits down, except Marlow, who says he is actually going to go buy one more round of shots for everyone, and walks away.

The last place open is beside Ilya and Lainey. J.J., who is watching him, must see his discomfort because he starts to get up to offer Shane his seat before Lainey scoots off Ilya’s lap, beside him, patting on the seat for Shane to sit next to her.

“Shane Hollander, I am Lainey. I am a big fan.” A couple of the guys are getting rowdy, laughing.
“Shit, Rozanov, your girl just said she is a big fan of your rival,” St-Simon says, obviously laughing and slapping Ilya on the back.
“I will forgive her. She has had a few drinks. People make mistakes,” Ilya says, smiling, grabbing her thigh.
She smiles, but stays turned towards Shane. Her hand is stuck out for him to shake, so he did. “Hi Lainey, it is nice to meet you,” Shane says with a big, polite smile.

She is beautiful up close and smells really good, which he finds himself saying out loud, “You smell really good.”
She beams and says thank you before Connors says, “Hollander, I thought you were gay. Why are you flirting with Roz’s girl?”
Shane laughs, feeling the drink in his hand roll through him, “very gay, I can still smell though.”
Marlow comes back, sitting beside him, pushing his thigh into him and planting a kiss on his cheek.
Shane looks up across the booth at J.J. and Hayden, and they all have a conversation without saying anything. An “I love you,” an “us against the world always,” kind of conversation.
Lainey keeps talking to him, and they spend the next twenty minutes lost in conversation while the guys around them are all talking about who knows what.

Shane likes her. She is nice and very funny. Her humour matches Ilya's, and he thinks for a second they’d both be lucky to have one another. He feels his heart swell for the moment, thinking maybe Ilya found someone who could make him happy. He likes the thought. He hopes she can be that for him.
If he got weird vibes from some of the raiders earlier in the night, like Carmichael, St-Simon and Connors, he is no longer feeling that way.
He smiles, then drops his head onto Marlow’s shoulder for a second, feeling the alcohol making him sleepy.
“No sleep yet,” Marlow says, “do you want another shot?”
“He shouldn’t have another shot,” J.J. says, before Hayden adds, “You’ve drank a lot already tonight, buddy,” before Berkes says, “I love that you have been partying with us more, Hollander,” before Schneider adds, “I wish there was a dance floor, I want to dance with cap,” before he also adds, “he has had a few shots and a drink, leave him alone.”
Ilya has been very quiet.

Shane picks up the shot glass, waiting for everyone else to follow, which they do, and clink it against each other. Shane makes sure to clink his against Ilya’s to show he has no hard feelings in this moment.
That is when Lainey says, “There is a small dance floor over there,” pointing to a corner where there is a tiny open area, “Want to come dance with me, Shane?”
Shane looks over at Marly, who is just smiling, and he says, “Sure.”
Cliff scoots out of the booth, letting them out, and Berkes and Schneider follow behind them.

####


They all go dancing for a while. Lainey pulls him in, singing to him and moving his arms around as the song plays. Even with the silliness, Shane can tell she is a good dancer. She whispers in his ear at one point, “I know you and Ilya have some weird rivalry, but I swear I am not dating some monster. He is actually so giving and sweet.”
Shane whispers back, “I don’t think he is a monster at all. I know he is a good person.”
“I know that you guys hate each other, though, so me trying to hang with you is probably weird,” she says, slurring just a little.
“I don’t hate him at all, I like him.”
“Okay, I am pretty drunk,” she says, “I don’t know why I said that.”
“It’s okay, let’s just dance,” Shane says, and they do, Berkes and Schneider dancing with them and with each other before Marlow, Connors, and J.J. all join them, and then eventually Ilya comes too.

For a brief second, while Lainey is dancing with him, he stops and thinks about the fact that maybe he should not be dancing with Ilya’s girlfriend, maybe it is weird. But he looks over to him, and he is smiling, watching the two of them, so Shane keeps dancing.
Everyone is dancing close on the small dance floor, all these big men dancing around flailing their bodies, with one girl and one Shane in the middle of it all. People are looking at them because this is not usually the type of bar where people dance, but who is going to say that to a bunch of hockey players?
Ilya walks over, pulling Lainey close, and starts dancing with her, but she is still holding onto Shane. She turns away from Shane to Ilya and kisses him. Shane tries to move away, to turn to dance with someone else, but feels hands come around his waist, holding him there.
Ilya’s.
His eyes are open as he kisses her, watching Shane, before he closes them again and gets lost in the kiss.
Shane feels his cock twitch, and he doesn’t know why. The feeling sits wrong in his body.
That is when Marly comes barreling closer, grabbing Shane, and Ilya lets go quickly, making it seem like it wasn’t intentional. He doesn’t think Marly noticed.
“I want to go home and fuck you,” Cliff whispers into Shane’s ear, and Shane smiles. “You aren’t too drunk, are you?” he adds.
“No, Cliff, let’s get out of here,” Shane says, drunk and horny and somehow ready to fuck again.
They say their goodbyes, Lainey insisting Shane give her his number, and then everyone leaves, except Ilya and Lainey, who stay on the dance floor.

####


Marlow and Shane share a taxi with St-Simons and Carmichael, dropping them off on the way. It takes them an extra thirty minutes to get back to Cliff’s.
Marlow and Shane get to his house, and are on each other as soon as they get in the door. Mouths are hot, bodies are tingling from the drinks, both laughing and smiling, and Shane is singing for some reason.
Clothes are coming off as they make their way down to his bedroom.
By the time they are there, Cliff already has the lube out, opening Shane up and putting on a condom.
Marlow pushes Shane to the edge of the bed on his back, pushing his knees up towards his face and planting Shane’s feet on his chest, then he enters him.
Between the angle itself and Cliff’s cock and Shane being drunk, a scream rips out of him, louder than he means it to, and he doesn’t even try to pull it back.
They’re both talking at the same time, words tripping over each other, neither of them listening, just louder, messier, saying whatever sticks. He can’t tell if it’s the alcohol or this, everything blurring together until it’s just heat and pressure and wanting more.
His foot slips off Cliff’s chest, and neither of them fixes it, angle going wrong and then right again, neither of them slowing down enough to care.
They keep losing rhythm and finding it again, laughing once, breathless, then right back into it like it didn’t happen.
This is his third time being fucked today, and he doesn’t feel uncomfortable or aching. He just feels his whole body wanting more.
All of a sudden, there are a few loud bangs, which stop them both.
“What was that?” Shane asks,
“Fuck, I think I forgot to turn off..” Marly says, his thought leaving his brain, as he pulls out of Shane, and he whimpers at the loss. “I’ll be right back, stay like that, maybe finger yourself while I am gone,” he says, smacking Shane’s ass.
So Shane does, keeping himself open and ready for when Marlow comes back.
Shane is going crazy waiting for him, needing him back inside him right now.

He comes back a few minutes later, closing the door behind him and pushing back into him, making Shane scream.
“I fucking love your big cock inside me, holy fuck, you feel incredible, Marly,” Shane murmurs, “Do you know how good your gigantic cock feels inside of me?”
Marlow is too lost in the sauce, fucking him hard, just grunting and moaning before wrapping his hand around Shane’s cock and jerking him off.
“I’m going to cum, Shane,” he says, before Shane says, “me too.”
They both cum together, and Marly falls on top of him, panting.
“Holy fuck, that was so good, I am so drunk.”
“I can still feel it,” Shane says, laughing, like his breathing hasn’t caught up yet.
Marlow pulls him into a messy kiss before saying, “Do you want to shower quickly before bed? I am going to change my sheets, then I will join you.”
“Okay, sounds good.”
He gets into the shower, and once under the hot water, he feels everything spinning a bit more. He stands under the water, just letting it fall on him, hoping to sober up a little. Cliff joins him a few minutes later, and they finish the shower quickly.
Shane dries off and doesn’t bother to find his boxers, deciding he will just sleep naked.
“Drink this water, and take this Tylenol,” Marlow says, pushing it towards Shane, and Shane does.
Cliff gets into bed, opening the sheets for Shane to come join him in a cuddle.
Cliff looks at him for a minute, then asks, “J.J. is your teammate you are sleeping with, right?”
Shane looks at him for a second, then says, “Yes.”
“And you hooked up in the bathroom?”
“Yes, I am sorry, I think I have been busy the last few weeks, and he maybe gets a bit jealous, but I probably shouldn’t have done that.”

Cliff just laughs, “You’re a fucking beautician, Hollander,” and then adds, “I’m not upset.”
Shane nuzzles into him, “Okay, good. I had fun with you today.”
“I did too,” Cliff says and kisses his forehead.
And they both fall asleep fast.
####

Boston
Ilya POV

Everyone just left the bar, leaving him and Lainey behind. She is pretty drunk, and he is mostly sober.
She looks at him after they leave, “Are you mad I was talking to Shane? I know you guys don’t like each other.”

“I like him just fine, I am not mad,” he says, reassuring her.
“Okay, I used to have a crush on him, don’t hold it against me..” she starts, slurring a bit, before adding, “But since he came out, I have been keeping up to date with him, and he seems like so much fun, I just wanted to be his friend.”
“He is very boring, I don’t know why you would want such a boring friend, but you do whatever you want,” Ilya says.
“He likes you too, he doesn’t hate you, he told me that,” she laughs, kissing his mouth, slightly falling over.
Ilya picks her back up. He hasn’t seen her like this before. She is usually so put together. He should get her home safely. But she isn’t what’s on his mind right now. He hates that she isn’t what’s on his mind right now.

Shane is on his mind.
He didn’t get it before, he couldn’t understand it, he couldn’t piece together this new version of Shane that he was seeing in these videos, these pictures, in the way he is moving.
But being in person with him, around all these other people.
Seeing him let loose.
Seeing the way all these men can’t help but gravitate towards him.
How Lainey couldn’t help but gravitate towards him.
He is still Shane.
His smile is still the same, his humour that he didn’t allow many to see was still the same, his freckles were still the same, and his horniness and excitement over danger were still the same.
He didn’t completely change. He wasn’t this new person. He was just learning to love and accept the version of himself that he spent so long trying to hide. The version Ilya always saw and loved.
He was smiling with his whole mouth, head tipped back, not holding it in the way he used to. His shirt was half open, hair a mess, and he was not rushing to fix it. He was just.. himself, completely. And Ilya couldn’t stop looking.
He was so fucking beautiful.

“Леночка, ты сейчас очень пьяна.. Давай, я принесу тебе воды и вызову такси, хорошо?” (Lenochka, you’re very drunk right now.. Let me get you some water and call you a cab, okay?) Ilya says, walking her towards the bar, asking for a glass of water.

“Ты не хочешь поехать ко мне?” (Don't you want to come to my place?) she asks, looking a bit upset.

“Нет.. не так.” (No.. not like this.) Ilya says, he can feel it under his skin, that restless energy building, wanting to send Lainey home, but also make sure she feels cared about in this moment.
“Сначала доберись домой, хорошо? Напиши мне, когда будешь дома, чтобы я знал, что ты в порядке.. а потом мы увидимся позже на неделе.” (Get home first, okay? Text me when you get home so I know you're okay.. and then I'll see you later this week.")
Lainey smiles, a big smile, one that makes her freckles darken and makes Ilya feel a pang of guilt in his chest.
“Хорошо.. спасибо. Прости, мне немного неловко, что я так напилась.” (Okay.. thank you. I’m a little embarrassed I got so drunk.) she says, putting her forehead against his.

“Не нужно извиняться.. правда. Мне было хорошо с тобой.” (You don’t need to apologize.. really. I had a good time with you.) and he means it, he strokes her cheek gently, then he adds, “Я и сам бывал намного пьянее.. так что я точно не буду тебя за это судить.” (I’ve been way drunker myself.. so I’m definitely not judging you for it.)

“Илья.. правда, спасибо. Ты такой один.” (Ilya.. really, thank you. You’re one of a kind.)
She drinks the water, then he gets her another glass of water, which she drinks too, as they stand and wait for her taxi.
She gets into the car, and he leans down to kiss her one more time. “Goodnight,” he says.
“Goodnight, I’ll text you when I get home.”
“Okay, good.”

####


The taxi takes off, and all Ilya can think is, I need to get to Shane.
I need to get to Shane, I need to get to Shane, I need to get to Shane.
I need to stop him and Cliff from fucking.
I need him, I need to fix this.
I love him.
It’s not rational. It defies everything he has been telling himself and Shane for so long.
But he doesn’t care. Not in this moment.

Cliff and Ilya have sleepovers a lot. Not in the same bed, but their own rooms.
They often went to clubs and would just crash at whoever’s house was closest, unless they went home with someone.
So Ilya could go to Cliff’s, it was their regular, their routine.
But he wouldn’t be expecting him. He told Ilya Shane was staying there, and he saw Ilya with Lainey.
He wouldn’t understand, but he doesn’t care in this moment.
He pats his pockets to see if he has his key for Cliff’s on him. Ilya’s place has a code to get into the door, but Cliff opted for old-style keys. He “likes the look better.”
But Ilya is horrible with keys, so he always forgets them.
What was he going to do even if he did have the keys? Just barge into Marly’s house screaming Shane’s name? He would seem like a lunatic.
But he had to get there.

So he starts running, in the middle of December, in the winter, at 2 AM, to Cliff’s house. Then he sees a cab, waves it down, and jumps in.
The taxi is driving so slowly that he can feel the anticipation. His leg is bouncing, and he feels like he is going to crawl out of his own skin.
When the cab is about a three-minute drive from Marly’s place, he asks it to just stop where they are, pays the driver, and starts running again.
He doesn’t know what he is going to say. He doesn’t know why he is doing this.
He is angry at Shane again, annoyed with him, obsessed with him.
One look on the ice, one smile from a chirp, one touch on the dance floor.
If he can’t have Shane, he at least needs to let him know how sorry he is. How badly he fucked up. How much he doesn’t mean the things he said.

He gets to Marly’s and starts banging on the door. Then stops, because he realizes he is being frantic.
He takes a deep breath and knocks again.
Marly answers the door, fully naked, cock hard, not even looking to see who is at the door. He is so drunk and horned up Ilya doesn’t even think he registers that he is standing right in front of him.
This fucking idiot could be letting a murderer in, and he wouldn’t even know.
“Marly?” Ilya says, but Marly doesn’t even acknowledge him. He is in a different world, locked into getting back to his bedroom as fast as he can.
FUCK FUCK FUCK.
Why did Ilya come here? He should have known. Marly gets like this when he is drunk and horny. He can’t think straight until he cums. He knows this, he has seen it so many times before.
It’s like something comes over him when he is having sex, and he isn’t his sweet golden retriever best friend anymore. He is a sex maniac.
A sex maniac who is heading back into a room with Shane.
His Shane.

Ilya thinks about leaving, but it is so late. He just ran all this way, and he is tired. Mentally and physically.
He just wants to lie down.
He goes to his bedroom, strips down into his boxers and grabs a pair of his pyjamas he left here for nights like this.
And he can hear it, in the next room, through the shared wall.
Shane’s moans. His loud, drunk moans, with no hotel rooms or anything to stop him from letting it out.
His dirty talk. The way he is practically screaming with Marlow fucking him.
And Ilya listens.

He should shower, he should put on some headphones, or do anything else. But he doesn’t, he just listens.
His whole body aches. He feels numb.
Marly was too out of it to even register that he was there. Shane has no idea.
The noises finally stop, he hears a shower running, he hears someone moving around in the kitchen and not long after, he hears nothing. They must have fallen asleep.
He looks at the clock.
3:10 AM.
He goes and showers, standing under the hot water for a long time, and then goes into the kitchen to get some water and a snack.
It is 3:30, and he just finished his snack and water and was trying to find the energy to get himself to bed when he hears footsteps coming.
Shane walks into the kitchen completely naked. He doesn’t see Ilya at first. It is dark, and he is walking slowly.
As he walks closer, he sees Ilya.
And the look on his face is sheer panic.
Fuck he is so cute.

Boston
Shane POV

Shane wakes up dehydrated at 3:30 in the morning and looks over at his cup of water that is completely empty.
His head is spinning, and he wants to take another Tylenol, which Cliff said was in the kitchen.
He doesn’t want to move, but he needs to get something to drink.
He hates tap water. People say it tastes the same, but it doesn’t. He can taste the difference.
So he quietly gets up and goes to the kitchen, completely naked, in the dark, hoping he doesn’t bump into anything on his way.
What he bumps into, or rather, who he bumps into, throws Shane off his axis.
He freezes in place.
Ilya’s eyes take in his full body, and Shane feels his cock twitch.
He wants to turn around, go back the way he came, but he just stands there, stuck.

“I didn’t know you were here,” Shane says, glancing around for something to grab, anything, but Ilya cuts him off.
“Nothing I haven’t seen before,” Ilya says, not moving.
“Cliff, um, he didn’t say you were here.”
“Cliff answered the door drunk and horny. I don’t think he knew I was standing in front of him,” Ilya says, a quiet laugh slipping out.
“I’m sorry, I-” Shane starts, his voice catches in his throat as he moves his weight from one foot to the other.
“You don’t have anything to be sorry about,” Ilya says, his eyes still on him. “I knew you were going to be here.”
“So why are you here?” Shane asks, taking a few steps closer before he stops.

“I crash at Cliff’s when we go out to a club near his house, did he not mention that?” Ilya says, like it is obvious.
“Um, he did, I think. Yeah, I just thought you would have gone home with, um, Lainey?”
“I like her, so I do not take her home yet, I wait a bit,” Ilya says, shrugging, then adds, “and she is drunk, not for me.”
“That is good, she was very beautiful.”
“Yes, she is Russian and very funny.”
“That is good, I am happy for you. I liked her a lot.”

“Yes,” Ilya pauses, then tries again, “you like Cliff?”
“How can anyone not like Marly?”
“That is true, he very much likes you.”

“Yeah, but he knows it’s not serious.” Shane looks down, like he’s just remembering he’s still naked, then says something in this moment he doesn’t think through first, “Would you want to maybe talk? I will just go put some clothing on.”
“Don’t put too much on,” Ilya says, smiling. “Yes, I will wait.”
Shane comes back out a few minutes later, in his boxers and Cliff’s big t-shirt.
He sits in the chair next to Ilya, still not looking at him.

He lets out a deep breath, then starts rambling, “I am sorry about the other night, on the phone, maybe I approached the conversation wrong, calling you out of the blue like that, wanting to talk when clearly that isn’t what our relationship was ever about,” his hand resting against the kitchen island as he talks.

“You have nothing to be sorry for. I am sorry,” Ilya says, his hand moving closer to Shane’s across the counter.
“I don’t want us to be angry with each other,” Shane says, finally looking at him, “I care about you. I only want the best for you.”
Ilya pauses for a few moments before opening his mouth, “I want the best for you, too.”
“I am sorry if you heard anything. I didn’t know you were here,” Shane says, his voice quieter now.
“I’m not upset about Marlow, okay?” Ilya says quietly.
“You’re not?”
“No, don’t worry about it.”
“Okay, okay,” Shane says, taking it in and smiling. “Okay, that is good to hear.” Then he adds, “You would tell me though if you were?”
“Yes, don’t worry that pretty head about it,” Ilya says, his gaze dropping to Shane’s lips for a second before lifting again.“Okay, good.”
“So, you, JJ and Hayden?”
“What about them?”
“Shane, you were being fucked in that bathroom tonight,” Ilya says, not looking away from him.
“I’m sorry.”

“Why do you keep apologizing?” Ilya asks, watching him.
“I don’t know,” Shane says, his fingers brushing over the counter, then pulling back like he caught himself.
“So you are okay with helping Pike cheat on his wife?”
“No, of course not. They have, um, an open marriage. She has, like.. a boyfriend.”

“So you fuck Pike and Boiziau.”
“Um, yes,” Shane says, too exhausted to lie, his hand dragging over his face. “Please don’t tell anyone about Hayden. Jackie knows, but they have kids and stuff. It can’t get around.”
“I won’t,” Ilya says quickly, leaning back against the counter, then continues, “Do you fuck them alone or together?” His eyes drop for a second, then come back up.

“Ilya, I don’t actually think you want to know all of this.” Shane glances at him, then away, but his body doesn’t move. “I don’t know why you’re asking.”
“I do want to know, can you tell me?” Ilya says. He doesn’t move, just waits.
“Are you sure?”
“Yes, please. I really want to know.”
“Both. Together, and alone,” Shane says shyly.
“Wow, and where does Mateo play into this?”
“What do you mean?”
“He is your boyfriend,” Ilya says, his eyes staying on Shane a second too long, and he makes a face, quickly before catching himself.
“Yes,” Shane says, too quick, smiling while thinking about Mateo before quickly moving his face back to neutral, his tongue dragging over his bottom lip without thinking.
“He knows you fuck Marlow, does he know about JJ and Hayden? I saw some pictures at a club the other day,” Ilya says, the words coming out flat, his nose scrunching for a second.
“You saw those?” Shane asks, his head snapping up.
“Yes.”
“Mateo is involved. I mean, we are together, we don’t keep secrets,” Shane says, leaning forward without realizing it.
“How is he involved?” Ilya asks, angling his body more to Shane, watching him more openly now, not bothering to hide it.
“I don’t know, I feel like this is private,” Shane says, his fingers tapping lightly against the counter, then stopping when he notices it.
“You know I am good at secrets,” Ilya says, pushing off the counter and moving his chair closer without asking.
“We have had a foursome,” Shane says.
“So you only usually fuck Hayden and JJ with Mateo around,” Ilya says, like he’s mapping it out, piece by piece, his voice level as he leans forward from the chair, closing the distance once.
“No.”
“So you fuck them often?” Ilya pushes up from the chair and comes to stand in front of him.
“Yeah, well, JJ, most probably,” Shane says, glancing down again.
“The most out of JJ and Hayden?” Ilya presses the question, staying there, close enough now that Shane has to tilt his head back to look at him.
“The most out of anyone,” Shane says, leaning back in his chair to make space that isn’t really there. “I mean, Mateo lives in another country, so.”
“You like having sex with JJ,” Ilya says, not moving away.
“Um, yes,” Shane says, his knees pressing together before he forces them apart again.
“Tell me about it.”
“What do you want to know?”
“How does he fuck you?” Ilya asks, quieter now, his voice dropping as he bends just enough to meet Shane at eye level.
“Filthy. The sex is dirty. I like it. And the way he talks-” he stops for a moment trying to think of the right words without saying too much, “It gets to me.” Shane says, his voice dropping and stuttering as he gets through what he is saying, his breath faltering halfway through.
“So J.J. is your favourite,” Ilya says, his hand against the counter beside Shane, not touching him, but close enough.
“Well, um, Mateo is probably my favourite because we, um..”
“You what?”
“We make love, I guess. Because we love each other.”
“And you don’t make love with JJ,” Ilya says, his mouth tightening.
“I mean, kind of.”
“What does this mean?”
“It means I accidentally,” Shane covers his mouth with his hands, embarrassed. “I tell him I’m in love with him when we’re having sex. I don’t mean it,” he exhales. “I think I just get desperate for it.”
Ilya goes still for a second, then closes the last bit of space between them, stopping there.
“I know.. I heard you through the door,” Ilya says, right beside him now, already level with him, his voice close enough that it brushes Shane’s mouth when he speaks.
Shane doesn’t know when it happened, but Ilya is very close to him now.
“Do you like roleplay?” Ilya asks, his voice low against his skin.
“Um, I haven’t done too much,” Shane says, not moving away.
“We could do that,” Ilya says, like it’s already decided.
“As what?”

“Hmm, you could be yourself, and I can be J.J., let me fuck you so good, make you so desperate, that you tell me you’re in love with me while I’m inside of you.”
Shane feels like every inch of him is burning. He needs to touch Ilya. Shane turns into him, kissing him. Ilya brings his hand to Shane’s chin, holding onto it between his thumb and pointer finger. His whole body shivers.
Ilya slowly brings his tongue into Shane’s mouth.
He feels the kiss in his bones.
It is so lived in and familiar yet so far away and almost new.
Ilya’s hand slides to Shane’s boxers waistband, his fingers hooking into the fabric, tugging just enough to test it.
Shane’s breath catches, letting out a whimper into Ilya’s mouth. He doesn’t stop him.
Ilya pulls back and looks at Shane, his hand brushing over Shane’s stomach, slower now, like he’s giving him time to react. Shane can feel it, the heat of his touch, the intention of what they both want sitting right there between them.
Neither of them moves, not yet.
Shane’s hand comes up, without even realizing, landing in Ilya’s hair like he’s about to guide him lower. Ilya is already starting to lower himself down onto his knees, following the movement without questioning it. His fingers press into the waistband, starting to pull.
The second it happens, something in him snaps into focus.
“Wait.”
It comes out rougher than he means it to.
His grip closes in Ilya’s hair, holding him there. Stopping him.

Ilya stays there for a second too long.
Shane’s hand stays in his hair, holding him in place, away from his cock.
He is close enough that Shane can feel his breath against him, his hand still caught in his hair.
It would take nothing to let it happen.
That’s the problem.
“I’m sorry.. fuck, I’m sorry.”
Shane pulls back first, like he needs space to think.
“I’m really drunk, and this..” he gestures between them, frustrated, “this isn’t.. this isn’t something I can just..”
He exhales hard.
“Marly’s in the other room. I'm at his house.”
Shane starts to breathe harder.
He presses his hand to his mouth, then drops it.
He feels like he wants to cry. He feels it hit all at once.
He doesn’t move.
He looks at Ilya, and his heart hurts.
He feels so bad. But he is still so angry.

Fifteen minutes with Ilya, and he almost let it happen.
That’s all it takes with him.
He can’t think straight when he is around him.
“It’s okay,” Ilya says quickly, stepping back a fraction, like he’s trying to give him room.
He stands, not rushing it, slowly putting space back between them.
“I’m drunk too,” he adds, quieter, like it’s meant to soften it, then says, “I’m sorry about everything. How I treated you. I want us to be okay.”
Then he adds, “I have Lainey, and you have Mateo, and Hayden.. and Marlow.. and J.J..” he says, smiling, but it drags, each name taking a second longer than it should. Like he is making fun of Shane, in a light way.
“Fuck off, you’re such an asshole,” Shane says, smiling.
Ilya smiles even bigger.
“So we are good?” Shane asks.
“As long as you forgive me, we are good.”
Shane takes a deep breath, “I don’t forgive you. Not fully.” he pauses. “But I don’t think you meant it."
“I understand. The things I said were not okay.”
“No, they weren’t,” Shane says, yawning, exhausted.
“Go to sleep, Shane,” Ilya says, his voice coming out sweet.
“Okay, goodnight, Ilya, have a good sleep.”
“You too, Hollander.” 
####
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    Chapter End Notes

    Okay, I have literally been working on this almost all day, and I am exhausted, so I’ll try to keep this shorter.

As I reread this chapter before posting, I realized it is a lot campier and more fun than I thought. I thought it was completely devastating, and then I realized a lot of really beautiful things happen here, too.

I’m going to be honest, parts of this have been planned for a long time.
Other parts, like the late-night conversation, came to me maybe a week ago.
Before that, it didn’t exist, and the next chapter happened without it. I think it makes both stronger.

Some conversations, like Ilya’s POV at the bar with Schneider and Berkes, were newer additions that came to me the other day while I was making a snack.

I knew these Boston chapters were going to get messy.
The next chapter is going to get messier, just in a different way.

I considered pulling this chapter and changing it completely.
I was worried about the self-harm through sex accusations again.
I was worried about backlash.
I was worried people would take 17,000 words from a full day and reduce it to just Ilya, instead of Ilya and Marlow and J.J. and Hayden and Lainey and, of course, Shane.

I’m not trying to say anyone’s feelings about Ilya aren’t valid or that they cannot be expressed in the comments. A lot is happening for the boys in this, and I know Ilya has been missed.
Feel, babies, feel.

But if you are 26 chapters into this fic, you understand how I write, and you are trusting the process.

Some parts are uncomfortable. Some parts are campy and hot. Shane is his horny, slutty self.
He is having consensual sex. He is doing his contractual free play with J.J.
He likes the danger. He likes the risk.
He likes being needy and slutty, even in more public settings.

Also, if you’ve had a slut era, you know. Sometimes you have sex with more than one person in a day. It’s not pretty. It’s not clean. Shane is not clean right now. He is a dirty, dirty boy (man).

I love cock drunk Shane. IDC IDC IDC.

This chapter is meant to be a pressure cooker.
One long inhale that never fully lets you breathe out.

In my head, Shane and Cliff are like two neurodivergent friends finally able to breathe because the other one understands how their brain works.

Also in my head, sex for them is like one big neurodivergent fantasy.
A hyper-focused, stimming session for both of them.
The repetitive motions, the dirty talk, knowing what they like the other to say, already scripted, all of it.

Also, I didn't know until I started writing this that Cliff was going to be a maniac in bed, pulling out the Kama Sutra and different positions.

And yes, Marly has a big cock, and he wants to be reminded of it. A lot.

I intentionally switch between Marly, Marlow, and Cliff. That’s how Shane thinks of him.

Lainey really saw Shane and said, I am going to make you my gay bestie.

The conversation between Shane and Ilya at the end, where Shane tells him about the sex while Ilya asks, is coming from exhaustion.
Every time they’ve been together since October, Ilya pushes for answers.
Shane finally just gives in and tells him, because he’s realizing this is how Ilya connects with him, through conversations about sex, whether it involves him or not.

With Shane admitting he is sleeping with Hayden, he knows Ilya already knows, and he trusts him not to out him.
Shane and Ilya both want to move on, delusional in the fact that they are, wanting to find reasons, any reason, to orbit each other still.

Shane's feelings for Ilya do not minimize his feelings for Mateo in any way. He is in love with Mateo.
But he is still in love with Ilya.
They also don’t minimize his other connections. Shane takes all of those very seriously.
They couldn't hook up behind Marly's back after they both had been lying to him. It would have felt too messy, even in such a messy chapter.
Unfair to Marlow and his kind nature.

I know people have strong physical reactions to Ilya chapters, so please be nice.

I find it interesting when people picture the actors while reading this.
With my aphantasia, I don’t.
I know what they look like, but I don’t see them while writing, in sex scenes or emotional ones.
It probably makes it easier for me to detach and think of them as my own characters, based on the characters we love.

I feel like I have so much more to say about Lainey, Marlow, J.J., Hayden, Berkes and Schneider, the Raiders, but this chapter was so long, and I am so tired.

Anyways, I love you guys. I am exhausted, and this author's note might not make perfect sense, but thank you for the kudos, the comments, the shares, and everyone reading along.

Oops.. I guess this ended up being long.

Also, did you like Hayden’s POV?


  


      

  












      Chapter 27: You took advantage of the fact that you know I fucking love you
  



    Chapter Notes

      Content warning:
17k+ words. This one is not fun chaos. It’s heavier.

A threesome gone wrong.
Sex used as power, and then connection
Emotional manipulation, jealousy, and possessiveness.
Verbal degradation and slut shaming.
No aftercare/Post-sex emotional crash
An autistic meltdown.
A lot of angst.

Cruel words that stick.
Things said that cannot be unsaid.
Shane is not being protected the way he should be, even in moments that should feel safe.

There is love in here. There is care in here.
But it is buried under a lot of ugly first.

There are moments in this chapter that are not meant to feel good. You’re supposed to feel that.

This day is unmistakably human, even if it's toxic.

Discomfort will probably be felt. Proceed with care.
Take breaks if you need to.

Have tissues on hand.

This is rock bottom.
It only goes up from here.

Reminder again: this is a canon-divergent AU in both timeline and emotional context. These are not canon versions of Shane and Ilya.

Also, my Threads got permanently disabled... again :(
Reminder: even if big feelings are had, still be respectful in the comments.
Hate will be blocked or called out.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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December 20th 2014

Boston

Shane POV
The next morning, Shane wakes up in Marlow’s arms.

His body feels relaxed, his mind doesn’t. Cliff gives incredible cuddles, and Shane tries to let himself relax into them before he starts spiralling about last night again. 



At the time, he was pretty drunk and extremely horny.  By the time he reached the conversation in the kitchen and things escalated, he didn’t realize how fucked up everything really was. 



But now, in the morning, he feels deeply uncomfortable about all of it. 



Cliff’s arm is still wrapped around him, warm across his stomach, and Shane doesn’t move out of it.  



The fact that Ilya showed up here last night to seemingly listen to him have sex. 

It wasn’t random. 



And now he is in Cliff’s arms. And Cliff doesn’t know that ten days ago, Ilya said horrible things to Shane.  



Things he has been replaying in his head on a loop, almost every day, even when he tries to forget them. 



Sometimes he scrubs his skin in the shower for thirty minutes straight until it’s raw, because he can hear Ilya in his mind call him gross, can hear the disgust in his voice as he said it. 



Sometimes, after sex is done, and he has come down, he has a flash of hatred towards himself again for being gay, for enjoying sex with men, for wanting to have sex with more men.



After he left the kitchen and his conversation with Ilya last night, he came and lay in Marly’s bed while he slept, wide awake, going over everything in his head for an hour before he finally fell asleep.


Now, this morning, even with his body feeling cozy, his mind is racing through it all once again, his arm still tucked around Cliff, fingers pressing lightly into his side without thinking.

Everything from the night before starts lining up. 



The fact that Marlow said that Ilya had no plans to come to the bar, he declined many times, but after Marly came to say hi to him, J.J. and Hayden on the ice, Ilya all of a sudden decided to come. 



How Berkes and Schneider told him that some of the Raiders were being homophobic, but they took care of it. When Shane asked if Rozanov said anything, they said, “he didn’t necessarily say anything bad, but he didn’t shut his teammates down either.” 



How he actively tried to get inside the bathroom, knowing what was happening in there. 

The way he touched him on the dance floor.



The way he decided to come to Marlow's in the middle of the night when he knew Shane was here and having sex with Cliff.



Ilya thinks he is an idiot, he thinks he is naive, he thinks he doesn’t understand. But Shane understands.  



The bathroom, he showed up at Marlow's when he had no plans to sleep here.  This is about him thinking he still owns Shane.



He wants to take what Shane has built with other people and taint it with himself. He wants to interrupt something Shane is actively choosing for himself.



  When Shane walked into that kitchen last night, he felt himself shut down. He was drunk, his brain was blurry, and he was overcome with a buildup of emotions. 



When he saw Ilya at the bar with Lainey, he thought he would care more. He thought he would feel jealous or upset. But he didn’t. He didn’t even feel angry. He just felt happy that Ilya found someone who could make him happy and maybe, just maybe, that would make him stop being so mean to Shane. Maybe that would stop him from trying to make this version of Shane smaller.

But he just can’t help it.  



When he came into the kitchen and saw him, Shane felt shame.

His first instinct was to apologize for everything. Take the blame for the phone call where Shane’s only goal was to try to make Ilya feel cared about and special by reaching out, showing he cared, letting him know he missed him, checking in, and making sure they were okay. 



And yet, Shane got treated horribly, and when he saw Ilya in the kitchen, he still felt the need to make sure Ilya felt like how the conversation ended wasn’t his fault. 

But it was.  



 No matter what is happening to Ilya, whatever he is working through with his family, or his sexuality or Shane moving on, it does not give him the right to belittle Shane like that, to talk to him like that. 



Shane thought maybe, if he apologized first, if he explained himself, if he tried to smooth things over, Ilya would finally feel comfortable to just give even a glimmer of honesty to Shane. 



Ilya said the words “I’m sorry,” but he never actually named what he did, or why it was wrong, or what he understands now.  

He said he was sorry for “everything,” for “how he treated” Shane, that he knew it was wrong, and that’s not nothing, but it also isn’t really taking responsibility for the harm he has caused Shane mentally. It is surface-level.

But to Shane in the moment. The scraps felt like enough.



  Ilya once again started asking detailed questions about Shane’s sex life, and Shane felt exhausted by it. It feels like the same conversation again, and it doesn’t feel the way it does with Mateo. It feels like something being collected.



It felt like trying to take control, trying to steer them back into a familiar dynamic that avoids their real issues. 



But Shane was drunk, and he was weak.



When Ilya was asking him the questions. Shane could feel his body getting warmer, almost like it was burning from the inside out.

He could feel his breath, his body, and Shane wanted him. He felt ashamed that he wanted him. Like his body was betraying him. His shoulders go still against the mattress, like if he doesn’t move, his body won’t betray him further.





The most fucked up part of the whole night was that fucking thing he said about roleplaying as J.J., and in the moment Shane thought it was hot, he thought, holy fuck, I could fuck Ilya and tell him I love him, like I have wanted to.

It wasn’t until he was back in bed that he realized how fucked up it actually was.

Instead of asking for love directly, instead of being even a tiny bit vulnerable, he tries to latch onto something Shane has given to someone because they’ve earned it.



  Shane does love J.J., and he feels safe telling J.J. that in those moments because he knows it won’t be turned into a weapon.



But if Shane had sex with Ilya, if he “pretended” to love him as J.J., even though they both knew it wouldn’t be pretend. 

Shane knew what would come next. Because it is always the same.  Ilya goes back to ignoring him, or playing games, or leaving things for Shane to have to decode, and Shane is back to square one. 



 In the whole conversation in the kitchen, Ilya gave him nothing, and Shane gave him everything. He gave him an apology, his sex life, and his internal feelings.



He was drunk, and Ilya was not, even if he said he was.

The shot he did with everyone was only his second drink of the night, at least that is what Connors said.

 He was on his best behaviour for Lainey. 



Shane kissed him, caught up in the moment, caught up in Ilya coming closer, crowding his space, his breath on him, asking questions about his sex life.  

But Ilya kissed him back, sober, and was going to hook up with him, do more.  

After telling Shane he didn’t hook up with Lainey because she was drunk, he was going to hook up with Shane, who was drunk. 



In his best friend’s house, while he was sleeping, he showed up at Marlow's for just that, and Shane almost gave it to him. 



He stopped it.

 And he is so fucking angry with Ilya. 



He is even angrier that Ilya is probably outside this room, waiting for him, trying to get in between him and Cliff.  

And the fucked up part of it, the part Shane hates himself the most for, is that after all of this, he still wants him. 

Part of his heart is still broken. Part of him still wants his approval.  

He still can’t stop thinking about being fucked by Ilya, being kissed by Ilya, Ilya watching him come undone.



He notices his hand pressing harder into Cliff’s side, then eases off like he caught himself doing it.



 He looks at the clock, and it is 9 AM. 

Cliff is fast asleep next to him. He cuddles back into him and falls back asleep.  



####  



Shane wakes up an hour later at 10 AM, warm in Cliff’s arms, his mind starting to race again, but this time, Cliff is awake beside him.  Cliff looks at him for a moment, taking him in, “Hey you,” he says, squeezing him a bit tighter, “are you in your head already first thing?”
Shane started noticing it last night, after he got out of the bathroom.

Cliff being hypervigilant to Shane, protective, trying to make sure he was reading him correctly.



  “I’m good,” Shane says, lifting his head to plant a kiss on his lips. 

Cliff pulls him in to deepen the kiss, and Shane lets out a little moan.



Shane is happy waking up in his arms, and a little sad they won’t get much more time together.  



After they make out for a bit, Cliff starts planting kisses down Shane’s chest.

Until he gets to his lap, pulling down his boxers, planting kisses on his upper thighs.   

Shane wants to, he really fucking wants to. 

But last night was one thing, when he didn’t know Ilya was listening.



He doesn’t want to have sex this morning with Ilya next door. It feels wrong.

  “No, not with Rozanov in the next room.” Shane says, sitting up and pushing cliff off of him. 

He looks confused. “Rozy is here?”

There was a bang. You got up. You got up and came back? Rozanov was at the door. You let him in.”



Cliff looks like he is trying to remember, “I remember us having sex when we got back from the bar, but I have no recollection of opening the door and letting Rozy into my house.”

 Shane wants to almost laugh at the insanity of it. He is about to say something when he continues talking.



 “I promise you, he doesn’t care. We have sex with people when the other is in the next room all the time.”

 Cliff kisses Shane’s neck and then his chest, “I want to fuck you, Shane, it’s our last day together until February.” Cliff says in a growly voice near Shane’s ear that sends a shiver up his spine.  



“I know. We can.. when he leaves.. when is he going to leave?” Shane asks, trying to act nonchalant.  

“I don’t know, sometimes he stays all day, sometimes he leaves first thing. I can ask him to go. I don’t know why he came in the first place. He knew you were going to be here. He wasn't even drunk last night. He could have taxi’d home.” Cliff rambles out, seemingly a bit annoyed that his friend is ruining his morning sex.  



Shane wants him to ask Ilya to leave, but it doesn’t feel appropriate. It’s his best friend’s house. He spends nights and days a lot. Shane is the guest.  “No, don’t tell him to leave. It’s fine. I just don’t want to have sex with him here.” 



Cliff looks at him for a moment, trying to read something in Shane’s expression. “Is something wrong, Shane?” He asks, watching Shane closely.  



He wants to tell Cliff the truth, he is exhausted with not being honest, but it isn’t his secret to tell. He would never out Ilya, even to his best friend. So he lies, which he hates doing.  “I’m fine.” Shane leans over and presses another kiss on Cliff’s lips.



“We can make out for a while? I can give you a hand job if you’re quiet.” Shane is trying to make up for the day of sex he promised that is no longer happening.   

“What if we had a shower?” Cliff asks. 

“I feel like it’s too slippery in the shower for sex. I can give you a blow job?” Shane says, continuing to try to find a solution.  “There is a bench in the shower, it is also big enough that if we only turn one shower head on we have a whole area that would be dry.” He starts “Or if we turn the water on from the shower, I could fuck you on the couch in there?” Cliff says, his eyes big and pleading, like a puppy dog. “And we can play music.” He adds. 



Marlow continues planting kisses on Shane, rubbing his hand over his cock that is already hard. 



Shane thinks about it for a moment. This is what he chose. Being here at Marlow’s was always the plan. It is his decision to make, and he wants to have sex with Cliff this morning. “Okay, fine, but we need to be quiet.” Shane says, then adds, “Can we first quickly watch Mateo’s game highlights from last night?” 

Marlow just laughs, “yes, sure. Let’s do that.” 



####



They spend ten minutes watching them, then go into the bathroom, and they have sex on the couch.

They try multiple positions, but it is all awkward because they are both too big, and it results in making too much noise.



 It gets to the point where Cliff goes back into the bedroom and brings his duvet and pillows in, and lays them on the ground. They just end up fucking on the floor.  



They spend a lot of time laughing, it is fun and feels incredible, and Shane’s head is focused on how good it feels and when it’s not, he’s thinking about the fact that he wants to shower after being on the bathroom floor, then anything Ilya had said the night before. 

Shane cries out into the pillow, muffling himself as he comes.  



They shower, a quick one, and right before they are done Cliff gets onto his knees and gives Shane a blow job until his whole body shakes under him and he cums again.



  Cliff hands him a towel, then says, “I remember you telling me sometimes after a lot of sex you liked having a bath with Epsom salts and applied a salve.” He walks over to his bathroom cupboard, grabbing a few things, “I got you both, and thought maybe you could enjoy my tub while I go talk to Roz and figure out why he is here, then afterwards I will make us breakfast, how does that sound?”  



Cliff not only remembered what he had told him about things that help him with aftercare and feeling better, but that he went out of his way to buy the things.

He says, “That sounds really good, thank you, Cliff.”   



Cliff sets the bathtub up for him, grabbing the bath mat, grabbing some candles and turning the light down. He asks Shane what he wants to listen to, and Shane opts for a Spanish song that Mateo always plays when Shane is overstimulated, which has now become the thing Shane runs to when he needs to come back to his body.  



Then Cliff leaves him to his bath.



####





He sits in the bath with the lights dimmed low and candles all around him, listening to the song that has quickly become his comfort song.



When he finally gets out, he dries himself off and then goes into Cliff’s room. He laid out a pair of sweats and a tee for Shane to put on.



Shane changes into a clean pair of boxers and socks, then puts on the pants, which don’t fit Shane, so he opts to just wear the big shirt and boxers.



He goes to the kitchen island and sits down watching while Cliff starts getting out all the ingredients to make breakfast.



They are lost in conversation when, a few minutes later, Ilya enters the kitchen.

Don’t let him get to you, don’t let him get to you, don’t let him get to you.

Shane repeats it in his head like a mantra.

You are happy at Cliffs, you are enjoying your morning, don’t let him take that away from you.



Shane has never seen him first thing in the morning.

He is as beautiful as he is on the ice, or dressed up after a game waiting for Shane, or in his tuxedo at an event.

How can he be that beautiful?



Ilya catches Shane looking, and Shane makes sure his face reads indifferent.

He cannot fall back down into this with Ilya.



“I’ll be right back,” he says, walking into the other room.

No longer feeling relaxed. He paces back and forth, trying to breathe.



####



Then he hears his phone ring in the other room, his FaceTime ringtone from Mateo.

When he hears Marlow say, “Hey Alvarez,” and hears Mateo respond, “Marlow, hi.”



He walks out as quickly as he can to see Marlow holding his phone up to himself on FaceTime, and Ilya in the kitchen, standing, his body up against the island.



“How are you? Looks like you had a good game last night,” Marlow says.

Mateo laughs, “You had a chance to see it?”

“Shane had your game highlights on this morning,” Cliff says, laughing.

“Where is mi rey?” Mateo asks.

“He just left the room for a minute, but he is right here.”



The second he sees Mateo’s face on the screen, he smiles.

“Mi hermoso niño, tan lindo a primera hora de la mañana. Mmm, joder, te amo tanto.” (My beautiful boy, so cute first thing in the morning. Mmm, damn, I love you so much.) Mateo says. Shane smiles. Mateo's always professing his love and admiration in Spanish, and Shane is starting to pick up on what certain things mean.



He replies back in French, which they sometimes do, speak to each other in a language that only one can’t understand.

It feels special, like they both know what they are communicating by the feeling and tone and not by the actual words being said. "Tu peux pas imaginer à quel point j’avais besoin de te voir. Tu me manques tellement.. je t’aime tellement, putain." (You can’t imagine how much I needed to see you. I miss you so much.. I love you so much, fuck.)



“Stop telling me how much you love me in a language I don’t speak,” Mateo smiles so easily that Shane feels himself overwhelmed by how much he loves him.

“You started it, mush,” Shane says, then looks up, remembering where he is.



“I am just at my parents, for brunch, and everyone missed you and wanted to say hi, so I thought I would call you quickly.”

Just then, Lucía steals the phone, “Are you going to come spend Christmas with us? I have already started buying your presents. Abuelita and I might have gone a little wild.”



“Mateo never asked me,” Shane says, laughing and teasing because Mateo very much did invite him.

“What the fuck is wrong with you, Teo? How are you fucking up this hard? You locked down the man of your dreams, and now you’re making the whole family look stupid,” Rafa says.

“That is our Mateo, obsessed over a man for 10 years, only to fumble the bag when the moment counts,” Lucía says, smiling from ear to ear.

“Cariño, tell the truth, they are never going to let me live this down.”
“He did invite me, but I am supposed to spend it with my family, so I will come for New Year’s instead.”

“Dani will be here for New Year’s. She is going to be over the moon to meet you,” Miguel adds. Before Lucía adds, “Abuelito is here. He wanted to talk to you for a moment.”
“Shaney,” abuelito says, holding the phone close to his face.

“Abuelito, you need to hold the phone back here, you’re just showing Shane your forehead,” Rafa says, showing him.

“Did you watch the new wrestling? I watch so we can talk,” Abuelito says, the words coming out slow, his accent thick.

“I haven’t watched last night’s, but I will make sure I am all caught up so we can talk about it,”



“Yes, and then we will watch the show I told you about, Teo’s favourite Telenovela, which he based his character on,” Abuelita says, beaming.

“Yes, as long as I can sit between you guys and get snuggles again,” Shane says, smiling back so big.

Before looking up and seeing both Marlow’s face (smiling) and Ilya's (annoyed) looking back at him. 
“Of course, my freckled boy,” Abuelita says, “we miss you.”

“I miss you guys too,”

Mateo takes the phone back and walks into a different room.

“I am sorry, that was chaotic, they bugged me for like an hour. Did you have fun last night, mi rey?”
“Yeah, I had um..” Shane pauses for a moment, not sure what to say, because the truth was he had a great time last night, but that isn’t the full story. He doesn’t want to lie, but right now isn’t the time to tell the full truth. He will tell Mateo when he is no longer here, so he finishes, “I had a good time,” Shane says.

Mateo looks at him for a moment, “Are you okay?”



“He is good! I am just about to make him and Ilya some breakfast.” Marlow screams into the phone, the smell of breakfast in the air.

Mateo makes a face, and Shane sees it for a second. But he isn’t going to say anything to Shane with them there, so instead he just says, “What are you going to make?”

“I am making my special lemon blueberry pancakes, with eggs and hashbrowns, it is Rozy’s favourite.”
“Sounds delicious,” Mateo says, then he looks at Shane for a moment through the phone, and Shane knows what the look means. Protect your energy. Shane just does a small nod, then Mateo says, “I love you, mi tesoro. I will call you in a few hours.”

“What does that mean?” Cliff calls out.

“My treasure,” Mateo says, and Shane blushes. That is a new one.



Shane walks ten steps away from the kitchen, putting just enough space between them before quietly saying, “I love you so much, thank you for calling.”





####





He walks back to where they are in the kitchen, “Sorry about that.”



“It’s okay, it is always nice to say hi to Mateo,” Cliff says, smiling.

Shane sits down at one of the stools at the kitchen island.



Ilya is awkwardly standing in the kitchen before Cliff looks at him and says, “Why are you still standing, Roz? Pull up a chair.” Before he turns around and continues cooking.

Shane is sitting in the second one from the right.

Ilya could go to the one furthest from the left, but instead decides to sit next to Shane.



Cliff turns around and smiles. “Ahh, two of my favourite people together, how nice.” He starts. Then jokingly adds, “It’s morning time, so no fighting, guys.”



They both fake a smile.
Shane refuses to be bothered. Even with the warmth of Ilya’s body radiating on him.



Cliff is being himself, without a care in the world. But Shane does notice that every few minutes, he glances at Ilya with a look on his face.

Shane knows what he is doing. The same thing he did to Shane this morning. He is working overtime in his brain, trying to tune into Ilya right now because he can probably feel like his friend is off.



Ilya keeps moving his thigh closer to Shane.

It is distracting him, but he is not going to let the feeling take over.



“Baby, you like green tea in the morning usually, right?” Cliff asks Shane.

Shane’s attention snaps back to him. “Yes!” Shane answers simply.



A minute later, Cliff hands him his green tea, and Ilya a coffee.



Cliff then hands them both their breakfast, and he comes and sits down on the other side of Shane, placing a hand on his thigh.



Shane takes a bite into the pancakes Cliff made for him, and without even thinking about it, starts humming and doing a shimmy dance.



His mom always said she knew whether her meals were good or bad by the strength of his hum and the shimmy in his body after the first bite.



He can see and feel Ilya watching him from the corner of his eye. With a small smile, burning a hole in the side of Shane’s face. Shane isn’t going to look at him.



Ilya’s hand comes and grips Shane’s other thigh, high up, right where the boxer brief material ends. It jolts Shane’s attention, before Ilya says to the room, “I want my turn.”



Shane’s eyes open wide, completely shocked and turned on.



He looks over at Cliff, who seems to be noticing Ilya’s hand placement.



He looks back at Ilya, and his brain stalls. He can see Ilya look pleased with himself, and he wants to be pissed off, but his hand is on his thigh.



“Cliff,” Ilya says, dropping his voice to a more flirty tone. “Do you think Hollander has ever heard of the Eiffel Tower?”

Shane looks back over at Cliff, who is smiling, looking between Shane and Ilya with lust in his eyes. His hand grips Shane’s thigh a bit harder.

“Eiffel Tower?” Shane stutters out. He can feel his cheeks flush.



Ilya stands up from his chair and turns Shane’s toward him, towering over him again. He lifts Shane’s chin before slamming his tongue into his mouth. His body betrays him as he lets out a moan.



As soon as Ilya hears it, he backs up a bit, with a devious smile. Shane’s body shivers at the loss of contact.



He is trying to hold himself together.

He doesn’t know what Cliff is doing behind him, only feels his hand leave his thigh and start rubbing his lower back.

“In Paris, there is an Eiffel Tower, yes? You speak French, you should know.”



“Quebec French and Paris French are very different,” Shane says, stuttering.



Ilya looks amused by his response. He is thrown off by him once again, and he hates it.



“So let’s say, I bend you over and fuck you from behind while you wrap your pretty little mouth around Cliff.” He says, looking Shane right in the eyes, “Cliff and I put our hands over and hold each other for balance, yes? It looks like the Eiffel Tower. So beautiful and all lit up and full of people.” He keeps looking between Shane’s eyes and lips, until his finger comes up and brushes against his cheek. And Shane doesn’t even realize he is melting into it until he does.

“But instead, you will be beautiful, and all lit up and full of cum.. way prettier than the Eiffel Tower.”



Shane lets out another small moan, his body betraying him.

His cock is rock hard. He can feel the panic creeping across his face.



Ilya is getting to him, and he is enjoying doing this to Shane. He needs to take the power back.



“Of course, I know what the Eiffel Tower is. I’m run through.” Shane says being bratty. Ilya’s face drops. “I’ve had multiple threesomes, I’ve had foursomes, and I have plans to be gang banged. The Eiffel Tower is child’s play.”



Ilya looks pissed, then he looks back at Shane, picking his chin back up and smiling. “You’ve never been to Paris with Cliff and me,” he says. Shane can feel Cliff rubbing his body, “You’ll like it, Hollander, I promise.” He kisses Shane again, slower this time, running a hand over the thin fabric covering his cock. Shane puts his hands in Ilya’s hair, pulling him in deeper, their tongues battling each other, Shane wanting to consume him.



Is Ilya trying to expose their secret to Cliff, or is he supposed to pretend Ilya is doing this, and Shane is allowing it like It's completely new and normal.



Cliff finally speaks. His hand leaves Shane, and he pulls out from the chair a bit, so he can see Ilya, “I mean, Rozy, I love you, but you shouldn’t assume Shane wants to do that.” Cliff guides Shane’s face towards him, holding his cheeks between his fingers, “Shane, you don’t need to do anything that makes you uncomfortable. Roz is European, he is upfront and isn’t great with personal boundaries.” He continues, “I am sorry he kissed you. That is inappropriate without consent.”



Marlow shoots a look at Ilya now and says, “Watch yourself.”

Shane likes this protective side of Cliff. It is hot.



Ilya puts his hand over Marlow's, grabbing Shane’s face and turning it back towards him.

“Shane didn’t mind, did you, Hollander?” Ilya looked at Shane, whose mouth was still agape and his eyes were locked on Ilya’s, whose hand was still resting right on his cock.



He knows in this moment he has no control when it comes to Ilya, because he is ready to fully give himself over to him, however he wants him.



Shane clears his throat before stumbling over his words, knowing he’s going to regret it. “No, I don’t mind.”



Besides the few minutes yesterday, this is the closest he has been to Ilya like this in months. His body reacts even when his brain is screaming for it not to.



Ilya leans in and kisses him again.

He kisses him slowly and possessively.

Using his tongue, swirling it around inside Shane’s mouth as he lets out a moan and leans in closer to catch more of the kiss from Ilya.



Ilya pulls back enough to say, “In fact, we have been hooking up for years, right, Shane? Since before our rookie season.”

Shane just lets out a moan, slightly nodding, dazed and fully leaned in towards Ilya, waiting for his lips again.



Shane feels Marlow's hand come off him, and he can hear him stand up, “Shit, Roz, I didn’t know, I’m sorry.” He pauses for a second before asking, “fuck was Hollander your Montreal girl? Holy shit, I’m so sorry.”



Shane snaps out of the daze and stands up, “You don’t need to apologize to him.” Then he turns around, walking over to Cliff, feeling like the biggest brat in the world in this moment, and pushes him against the wall, tugging his head down, wrapping his fingers in his hair and kissing him.



Shane pulls back with a smile on his face. He wants Ilya to know he is in control, not him, “Ilya doesn’t own me, do you, Ilya?”



Now, Ilya is the one stuttering and at a loss for words.



Shane then sinks to his knees, looking back at Ilya.

“I actually really think Ilya might like watching me take your huge cock in my mouth, since he likes inserting himself into my sex life so much.” Shane looks up under his lashes now at Marly, “What do you think, Cliff?”



Cliff looks down at Shane before looking back at Ilya with panic in his eyes, asking what he should do.



Ilya nods his head. Cliff says yes to Shane, who, without a second pause, deep throats Cliff so hard he thinks he might break his throat trying to prove something to Ilya.



Cliff lifts Shane to his feet and starts kissing him. Then Ilya is there behind him.
Shane feels his mouth on his neck before he sees him.
He turns into it, chasing Ilya’s mouth now instead, while Cliff’s hands move to his shirt, dragging it up and off his shoulders.



“I think Shane wants to be filled by two Boston Raiders. Don’t you, Shane?” Ilya says with a smile.



Shane is gone, totally cock drunk and dazed, just nodding away.





####



Ilya lifts him, and Shane wraps his legs around his waist, instinct taking over.

He’s still kissing him as he carries him out of the room.
Shane only registers Cliff following after them when they hit the hallway.



He cannot allow Ilya to dominate this experience.

He reaches his hand out to Marlow, and he takes it.



Ilya drops him on the bed, pulling off his boxers, and now Shane is fully naked.

Ilya tries to climb on top of him, but Shane pulls himself back.

If they are having a threesome, if this is going to happen, it needs to be about all three of them. Cliff cannot be left out.



“No, you guys need to get naked too,” Shane says.



Marlow gets naked fast, but Ilya looks at Shane for a moment. Shane locks in his eye contact, challenging him.

When Ilya still doesn’t undress, Shane says, “Come here, Marlow. It looks like we need to get started without him.”

“No, no need,” Ilya says, taking his clothes off.



Marlow climbs onto the bed and pulls Shane into a kiss.

Ilya doesn’t let it last.
He shoves him back and replaces him immediately, pushing Shane flat into the mattress under his weight.

Their cocks rub against each other as Ilya wraps his hand around Shane’s throat, lightly, lifting his chin and sucking on his neck.

He is leaving a hickey.
When Marlow tries to come back in, Ilya blocks him again without even looking.

“Roz, you are usually a better sharer than this.”



Shane pushes Ilya off, feeling bad for Cliff in this moment. “Come here, Marly.”

Shane kisses him and then pulls Ilya back and kisses him too. Ilya purrs into his mouth.



“So how does this work? Shane asks sincerely.

“You don’t know how sex works, Hollander? You say you have it all the time.” Ilya says, laughing.

“Yes, I do. But usually when I am having sex with more than one person at a time, we communicate what everyone is okay with.”



“What does this mean? You are boring me. I fuck you, Marlow sits in the corner and minds his own business.”

“I know you’re joking, Rozy, but Shane is asking a direct question, and he needs a direct answer,” Marlow says, and Shane smiles because Cliff has his back and understands what his brain needs in this moment.



Ilya huffs a breath, annoyed.

Shane decides to be more literal, “Like, you guys can do whatever to me. But, what will you guys do to each other?”

“We can do whatever to you?” Ilya asks, seemingly annoyed. “We don’t do anything to each other.”



“Why not?” Shane asks, then continues.

“Ilya, you like men, yes?” Shane asks, now feeling like it is okay because Ilya is clearly showing he likes men with what he admitted about them.

“Yes, I am bisexual, who cares?”



“Right, and Marly, you like men, right?”

“I mean, I am still figuring it out, but I mean, yeah.”

“Right, so like, why don’t you guys kiss?”



They both don’t say anything, so Shane adds, “I think it would be so fucking hot if you guys kiss..” Then adds, “I mean, if you’re comfortable with it.”



“I mean, I am, if you are Rozy,” Marlow says, and Shane smiles at that. Ilya looks at Shane again, the look on his face unreadable.

Then he grabs Marlow and pushes him onto the bed, getting on top of him, kissing him.

His dick on Marlow’s belly as Ilya powers on top of him, and then peeks over at Shane from the corner of his eyes.



Shane thinks he is trying to make him jealous or uncomfortable, but really, he thinks it is hot.



With Marlow on the bed, and Ilya over him, kissing him, it gives Shane the perfect view of Ilya’s perfect ass.



Shane has seen a lot of hockey butts over the years, and many up close recently. But wow, no one's ass is like Ilya Rozanov’s. It is absolutely perfect.



Usually, Shane doesn’t get to admire it as much because Ilya is topping him, and a dominant top at that.

But Shane can’t help himself in this moment, he comes around and stands up at the edge of the bed, until he has placed himself right behind him, and slides his hands over his thighs, before placing his hands on his ass cheeks.

Grabbing them lightly, his cheeks were way too big to fit into Shane’s hand.



They are really getting into the kiss, like they are working out their aggression towards each other through it.

But as soon as Shane’s hands touch Ilya, he jerks up a bit. And freezes.



Shane plants kisses up his thighs, and then to his ass cheeks. He wants to eat him out. He wants to stick his fingers into Ilya, but he doesn’t want to do anything without consent. So right now, he is just rubbing them and planting kisses around them.



Ilya sits up.

It throws Shane back a bit.

It gives Marlow a second to regroup.

And now he flips Ilya over, overpowering him.
Now Marlow’s ass is the one in front of him, and Shane knows he likes being eaten out and having some fingers in there.



Ilya and Marlow are still going at it.

Shane was happy to be there to facilitate.

Shane pulls back and walks over to Cliff’s nightstand and grabs the bottle of lube.



He walks back over to Marlow and starts planting kisses on his ass now, before spreading his cheeks and shoving his tongue in.

Marlow lets out a loud moan, pulling his mouth off Ilya’s, “baby, holy fuck, you are so fucking good at that.” That is when Ilya wiggles out from under Cliff and stands up, looking at Shane. He doesn’t look happy.



“What are you doing?” Ilya says, exasperated.

“I am eating Cliff out,” Shane says, like it is obvious.

“What, so you fuck Marly now?”

“No, I just like.. eating him out, fingering him a bit.. he likes it, we like it.”
“Oh, so you know what Marly likes now, yes?”

“Yes.”



He grabs Shane, pulling him up and away from Cliff.

Cliff lets out an annoyed sound. “What the fuck, dude.”

Ilya doesn’t answer him, he moves Shane to the corner, “Enough of this, this isn’t about Marly. You are in the middle of the Eiffel Tower. You get taken care of.” Ilya says, kissing down Shane’s body, before coming back up and kissing his lips.

“We should all be taken care of. This is a mutual experience.” Shane says into his mouth.



“Come back to bed,” Marly says, his hand out towards Shane.

Shane walks back towards him.

Shane gets on the bed, on his knees and kisses Marly again.



Ilya grabs Shane’s face and kisses him before turning Shane, still standing on his knees towards Ilya.

Cliff doesn’t say anything, he just starts kissing up and down Shane’s spine, making Shane moan out a bit, before he gets to his ass and pushes Shane’s body down to arch a bit before he starts eating Shane out, and Shane lets out a loud moan into Ilya’s mouth.



Before shoving his tongue into Ilya’s mouth more. Pulling off of him to kiss his cheeks, his neck, his lips again, overwhelmed with the pleasure. His hands grip into Ilya’s hair, playing with a curl.



Between Marly at his ass, and kissing Ilya, Shane feels like he can finally relax again, not be standing on guard during this experience.



Sex usually is filled with talking. it almost feels like no one wants to say anything, but just then he hears the lube bottle opening and feels a finger press into him, “Holy fuck, baby, thank you.” Shane pulls out of the kiss and screams out before going back to Ilya’s lips.



Ilya is holding onto his hair and his throat, messily kissing him.

“I’m going to open your tight little ass again, so I can fit my big cock in you,” Marly says from behind him. Shane pulls back again to answer, “fuck I can’t wait until your big cock is back inside of me.”

Ilya pulls back, then pulls Shane off Marlow's fingers, making Shane whine out.

He pins Shane back down on the bed under him.



Shane pushes up again and realizes that if he doesn’t take control of this situation, it is going to be Ilya overpowering him and leaving Marlow out the entire time.



“Ilya, stand up.” Shane says in a demanding voice, then adds, “Now!”



And Ilya does. Shane crawls on the bed towards him, nuzzling himself into his penis. Before looking up at him from his eyelashes.

“Let me suck your dick while Marlow opens me up so you can fuck me?” Shane says nicely, “Is that okay? I miss sucking your cock so much. I want it in my mouth so badly. Will you give it to me?”

Shane is saying it in the moment more for Ilya than himself. He does miss his cock, he does want it in his mouth, but he needs Ilya to let go enough to enjoy it.

Ilya looks down at him, then drops to his knees by the bed, lifting Shane’s head for another messy kiss. “Да.. Шеня.” (Yeah.. Shenya.)



He stands back up, and Shane looks back at Marlow, who is at the corner of the bed, just watching. He sits up for a moment and pulls Marlow into a kiss.

A sweet and gentle one, before pulling Marlow’s ear to his mouth, “This is about all of us, don’t let him push you out, kiss him a bit, help me put him at ease, and then eat my ass and open me up and I will repay you with my mouth around your big cock soon.” Shane whispers, planting a kiss on his cheek, and Marlow smiles.



Shane turns back around, crawling towards Ilya again, ass arched in the air. Before saying, “you suggested this, and it’s supposed to be fun for everyone..” Then he looks up at Ilya, seriously, “Is it going to be fun for everyone? We don't have to continue if you're uncomfortable. We can all stop.”



Ilya just nods, brushing his finger over Shane’s cheek.

Before shaking his head almost like he is reminding himself of something, he says, “Yes, I want us both to fuck you and take you apart. Marlow and I love to share people. We are so good at it together, such a good team. Aren’t we, Marly?” Marlow smiles, and comes over Shane’s back to pull Ilya in for a kiss, “Yes, we are such a good team.” Shane smiles and grabs Ilya’s cock, swirling his tongue around the head while Cliff is still on top of him, kissing Ilya.



He can hear Ilya moaning, his body loosening up. He looks up and sees them kissing over top of him, it is fucking hot.



He takes Ilya’s cock and starts sucking it the way he knows Ilya likes.

He grips his ass, pushing his throat deeper onto it. Shane feels Ilya’s hands come into his hair, pushing him further onto his cock. Shane is taking the whole thing, gagging around it. He looks up, and realizes Ilya’s eyes are on his, he is no longer kissing Marlow.



Shane locks his eyes onto Ilya’s as Ilya fucks his throat, then Shane feels Marlow back at his ass, eating him out, before adding another finger and Shane screams around Ilya’s cock.



Ilya’s eyes leave his, focusing on Marly, his face annoyed again. Shane pulls his mouth off Ilya, and Ilya looks back down at him, his jaw clenched.

“I’m the show, keep your eyes on me, Rozanov,” Shane says, and Ilya does.



After a few minutes of Ilya fucking his throat, with Marly behind him opening him up and Shane moaning so loud from the excitement and pleasure overcoming him, Ilya picks Shane off of him and pulls him up to kiss him again.



The kiss is soft, it is patient and slow. Ilya is holding onto him, shaking, and Shane grabs onto his face, kissing him back.

He feels it in his toes.



Shane pulls off, and their eyes meet, “Please fuck me, I need you inside of me, Ilya, please.” Before kissing him again.

Shane knows this is probably all a bad idea, but he doesn’t even care in this moment. He needs Ilya inside of him.



“You’re so needy, Hollander,” Ilya says, smiling.

“I’m needy for you,” Shane says, and Ilya lets out a little sound.

“Marly, is Shane ready for me?” He asks, finally looking at his friend.
“Mmm, yes, he is, he is so open, you need to come see it, how pretty his asshole is, it’s ready for you, Roz.”

Ilya goes and lies on the bed. He grabs a condom and puts it on, “Come sit,” he says to Shane.



Shane does, he gets on top of Ilya and slowly lowers himself down inch by inch on his cock until he has taken the full length inside of him.

He looks at Ilya, his pupils are blown.

Shane brings himself up and then back down on Ilya’s cock. He can feel Marlow behind him holding his ass, helping him bounce on it.



From the first moment Ilya enters Shane's, Shane feels like his body is home.

He thinks for a second, he wishes Ilya could crawl into his skin and live there.



He remembers when he was younger, whenever he would stay home from school, he would watch Maury on TV.

There was this woman who had cheated once on her partner, because he serially cheated on her.

She had just found out the guy wasn’t the father of her kid, and she was so upset.

Maury asked if she would leave him finally, after he had been cheating on her for so long.



“it’s the toxic dicks that you can’t escape. The men with that perfect dick, they will ruin your soul because nothing will ever feel as good as them inside you. You’ll take the pain for those few moments of pleasure.”

At the time, Shane thought the lady was bat shit crazy, but looking back, she was right.



Shane thinks that at this point, he had had better and bigger dick than Ilya’s, more intense sexual experiences too

When he has sex with Mateo, he feels so good and so happy and so in love.



But still, almost no one's dick compares to what Shane feels like when Ilya is inside of him.

Because it feels like an addiction, not in a good way, in a way that he is sick and cannot give it up.

He hates himself, he hates Ilya, fuck this shit.

He feels like he wants to vomit.



He then realizes that both Marlow's hands, bouncing him, and Ilya underneath him have both stopped. Their eyes are both on him.
“Are you okay Shane?” Marlow asks, “are you in pain? You have taken a lot, if you need to stop-,” 
Shane let himself get in his head, instead of staying in his body like he usually does when he has sex.

he takes a deep breath and looks down at Ilya, whose face is blank.



He cannot read him in this moment.

He looks at Cliff whose eyes are concerned, and starts grinding his hips back down onto Ilya, before grabbing Cliff’s face and kissing him, slowly, moaning into his mouth as Ilya starts fucking up under him.



“Come stand in front of me, I’ll suck your dick,” Shane says, feeling himself come back into his body.



He has spent this time trying to regulate Ilya instead of letting himself live inside this threesome that Ilya suggested.

He has never had an experience like this with multiple men, usually they are touching and enjoying and there is more talking, but it seems like everyone is scared to talk to much or say anything, it feels uncomfortable but also so consuming and Shane doesn’t know what to do.



Marlow comes and stands up next to Ilya’s head, and Shane starts sucking him off, before Marlow picks up the pace and starts fucking his mouth. His eyes drift back to Ilya as he does it. Ilya is watching him and starts fucking into him harder, like he likes to see Shane this way. Shane finally feels himself loosening up a bit again, between Marlow fucking his mouth and Ilya fucking his ass.



But besides the moans, it is still pretty silent. He wishes some music was playing or something. He never wishes for music to play while he is having sex.



All of a sudden a phone rings, “shit, I need to get that,” Marlow says, pulling himself out of Shane’s mouth, grabbing his phone and leaving the room.



Shane feels uneasy for a moment. It is just him and Ilya, alone.

After what feels like an hour of ping ponging, trying to gain control of the situation.



Ilya flips him over, and is now on top of him, fucking into him, looking into his eyes.



“This is what I want,” Ilya says,

“What do you want?” Shane asks.

“You,”

“I’m right here,”
Ilya leans down to kiss him and Shane grabs his face, kissing him back as he moves inside him slowly, pulling in and out, making Shane feel every inch of it.
“Ilya, please,” Shane says, whimpering.

“Please, what?”

“Fuck me faster, harder,” Shane says.

“No,” Ilya says,
“No?” Shane asks, exasperated.

“I want to fuck you slow, I want to feel every inch of you, I want you to feel every inch of me, until you tell me you want me.” 
“Ilya, I want you, I always want you,” Shane says, crying out, feeling cock drunk, lost in the moment with Ilya now.

Ilya grabs his face and looks him in the eyes, “Tell me again,”
“I want you, I always want you,” 

“You’re mine,” Ilya says.



And usually, during sex, Shane would say whatever. He would say I’m yours, he would say whatever the guy who is fucking him wants him to say, but in this moment, he feels like saying it is the wrong thing to do. So he says nothing.



Ilya continues to move his hips so slowly inside Shane, but every time he moves up, he hits his prostate. Shane is whimpering, moaning, losing control, Ilya’s stomach is grinding over his cock. The sensation is too much, and he slams his tongue back into Shane’s mouth.



“I’m J.J.,” Ilya says, as he grinds back in slowly, “tell me,”

“Ilya, no,” Shane says,

“Not Ilya, I am J.J., tell me how desperate you are for me, tell me what I want to hear.” 
He starts to pick up speed before slowing down again, and Shane cries out,
“I love you, Ilya,” Shane says, and he doesn’t know why he says it other than that it is how he feels and he is sick of lying about it.

Ilya’s eyes lock onto him, the look unreadable.

“Tell me again,” he says, not letting his eyes leave Shane's, slowing the pace down even more so Shane feels it throughout his whole body.

“I.. love.. you.. Ilya,” Shane says, keeping his eyes on Ilya as he says it. “Fuck Shane,” is all Ilya says as Shane can feel him cumming, he picks up the pace and starts fucking Shane faster, even after cumming, jerking him off, and Shane comes soon after, all over himself and Ilya. Ilya drops down onto him, making the cum smear all over both of them even more, as he plants kisses on Shane’s face.



Shane doesn’t know why he said it. Ilya never even said it back.

Why does he always give himself to him like this? Why does he always let him take everything of Shane without giving anything back?

He feels like he wants to cry. He feels like he is about to have a drop.



Just then Marlow comes back, “shit, did I miss out on all the fun,” Marlow says, then laughs, feeling the tension.

“It’s okay, Shane, I got you 3 times in 24 hours, I won’t make you go again, you must be sore.” He says, Shane stands up. Neither he nor Ilya say anything.



“I can um, I can suck you off,” Shane says, offering because he feels bad that this whole experience was probably awkward and awful for Marlow.



Marlow walks over to him and plants a kiss on his lips, a nice gentle one.

Holding Shane tight, Shane can feel the pressure grounding him back, making Shane feel safe again, and he melts into it. Marlow lifts his chin up, “Are you okay, Shane? You look pale,” he says, bringing his lips gently to Shane again, giving him a slow kiss and Shane moans into it not even realizing it.



Ilya gets up and pulls Shane away and pushes Marlow hard, hard enough that he falls down.

The whole vibe that was already awful, now completely shifted. Ilya looks incensed, the look on his face almost homicidal.



“Roz, what the fuck dude,” Marly says, a mixture of pissed and confused.

“Get out of here now,” Ilya shouts at him.

“This is my fucking room.” He says, walking up to Ilya, pressing his chest up against him. “Calm the fuck down,”

“Fine,” Ilya says, taking Shane’s hand and grabbing it, yanking him up aggressively. Shane feels like his arm is about to rip out of the socket. Shane grabs his phone off the nightstand as he is being pulled out of the room.



“Roz,” Marly says, grabbing Shane’s other hand.

“Don’t follow us,” Ilya shouts back,

“It’s my fucking house.”

“Don’t fucking follow us, Marly,”





####





Ilya drags him into his room and shoves him on the bed.

Shane is naked and vulnerable. He feels exposed. He shouldn’t have trusted Ilya again. It is always the same fucking bullshit.



“What the fuck is wrong with you, Shane?” he says, standing over him.

“What?”

“I’m not even joking anymore, what is fucking wrong with you?” He says, his voice building, “There is something seriously wrong with you.”
And that is when Shane snaps. He stands up and pushes close to Ilya, crowding him in the same intimidating way Ilya was just crowding over Shane.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?”

“What?” Is all Ilya says, quieter now.



“Oh? So it is okay for you to talk down to me, raise your voice at me, try to intimidate me, belittle me, but then when I have something to say about it, you back down?” Shane says, his voice rising, “Stop fucking backing down. If you have something to say, say it. Otherwise, I have a whole fucking lot to say.”

“Well then fucking say it,” Ilya says.



“Fine. You spent years fucking picking me up and putting me down whenever you pleased.” Shane starts, still in Ilya’s face, still naked. “I come out, I do something for myself, I start experiencing things you got to experience with women for years. And you can’t fucking handle it.”
“But instead of telling me you can’t fucking handle it, you get weird, you play more games, you get more possessive, then you do what you do best, and you ignore me,” Shane says, shaking now. “I try, and I try, to give you chance after chance, to keep you in my life, and you humiliate me. You say awful things about me to Mateo, you say horrible things to me on the phone when I was just trying to be nice. I was trying to give you the fucking benefit of the doubt.”



“Hollander,”

“Shut up for once, Ilya, you don’t fucking get to do shit like this and then Hollander me. I am not fucking done.”

“Okay,” Ilya says quietly.



“You are trying to ruin it for me.”

“What am I trying to ruin?”



“This life that I have built, my happiness. You fucking hate it. You hate that there are men who want to show up for me, that want to love me, that I am not your fucking trophy anymore. That you can’t fucking claim me when you want to.” Shane’s voice is higher than it’s ever been.

“I know what your team was saying about me to Berkes and Schneider yesterday. I know you just fucking let them say those things.”
“I didn’t-“ Ilya starts.
“Yeah, you didn’t. And why the fuck are you here? Why the fuck did you leave Lainey and come to Cliff’s at 2 in the morning when you knew I would be here with Marly and you knew what we would be doing? Why did you stand outside that bathroom door yesterday, knocking over and over, trying to get in? What the fuck were you trying to accomplish?” Shane pauses for a second, catching his breath. “You were doing exactly what you just did today. You were trying to claw your way into something that was mine, something I was choosing, and make it about yourself. Make it about us, when you have been clear, there is no us. So what, you want to ruin the good things I have with men that care about me, just so you can talk down to me?”



Ilya isn’t saying anything, his face is red, and his hands are in fists before he slowly unclenches them and starts rubbing circles on his knuckles.
“Last night, I apologized, I explained what I felt I did wrong, I took accountability, I tried once again to shrink myself to make you feel better, and you? You said you were sorry. It was surface-level. You couldn’t even apologize for the actual shit you said.”
“And then you did what you always do, you turned it sexual. You knew I was drunk, and you pushed into my sex life, you took advantage of our proximity, you took advantage of the fact that you know I fucking love you, and I always let you come back.”
Shane can feel his eyes welling with tears, and he takes a deep, shaky breath, trying to push them back inside himself.
“And what the fuck was that roleplay shit? That is so fucked up. It’s always a fucking game with you. Instead of directly asking for what you want, which is for me to tell you how I feel, you try to access something I give to J.J. because he has earned it, because he cares about me, because he takes care of me. You want to intercept, you want to latch on, you want to turn it into something about you.”



“Shane,”

“You wouldn’t hook up with Lainey last night because she was drunk, but you would have hooked up with me when I was drunk and vulnerable. At your best fucking friend’s house.”
That is when Ilya finally fucking speaks. He steps closer without thinking. “Yes. My best friend’s house. Do you fucking hate me?”

Shane lets out a breath, like he cannot believe this anymore. “Hate you? No, I don’t fucking hate you. Are you kidding me, Ilya?”



“Don’t call me that,” Ilya says, right in his face.

“Don’t call you your name?”

“No, Hollander. Don’t fucking call me my name. What are you doing? Fucking him?”

“I asked you multiple times if it upset you. You told me you didn’t fucking care. Do not take your miscommunication and lack of ability to be straightforward out on me.”
“You fucked him to get back at me.”
“I would never fucking do that. I fucked him because he wanted to, and I thought he was hot. And then I fucked him again because we got to know each other and I liked him.”
“So you just fuck anyone who wants to fuck?” Ilya says, his face flushed.
“No, I don’t, actually. I’d be fucking a lot more people if that was the case.” Shane says, then adds, “But even if I was just fucking people who want to fuck, don’t you fuck anyone who wants to fuck you?”
“So you did do this to get back at me?”
“Ilya, no.” Shane shakes his head once, quickly. “Are you even listening to anything I am fucking saying? Not everything is about you.” Shane says. “I like having sex after games. I like letting loose. I enjoy Cliff. He is an incredible guy. We have a bond. You were with Lainey. You chose to come to the bar even though you originally planned not to. You wanted to see us together. I honestly didn’t think you cared.”
“I don’t care.”

“Okay, then, whatever, you don’t care. I thought you wanted that in there. It was your suggestion.”
“Do you think I want to watch you get fucked by Marly? Watch Marly touch you?”
“Then why did you do it?” Shane wants him to tell the truth, for fucking once.
“I don’t fucking know, Shane.”
Shane is exhausted. It builds fast now, his energy dropping, his mind going foggy, everything starting to slip out of reach. He doesn’t want to fight. He just wants to apologize again to make Ilya fucking happy and leave. “Fuck, I’m sorry. I’ll leave, okay? I fucked up. I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking.”
“You don’t seem to be thinking a lot lately.” Ilya doesn’t move when he says it. The tone is cruel.

“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” Shane says, shaking, his arms pulling in closer to himself, he is so cold.

“Do you think it’s normal to be run through by the whole NHL? These are your colleagues.”
“They’re the ones reaching out to me. I don’t see the problem. It is consensual. We have open communication about everything. A lot of people sleep with coworkers. I am also genuinely not ran through, and it is deeply homophobic and misogynistic to say these things, because what? I am a bottom. Every guy I have slept with has had way more partners than me. No one ever talks to me like this, they never treat me like this, you aren’t supposed to treat someone like this after you fuck them, have you never heard of aftercare?” Shane says, his whole body going from cold to too hot, the feeling hitting all at once, his head going light, his skin crawling like he wants out of it.
“How many people?” is all Ilya says, his eyes fixed on Shane, unfocused in a way that doesn’t feel normal.

“How many people?” Shane finally responds.
“Yes, Hollander, tell me how many men in the NHL have you fucked?”
“Ilya,” Shane says, finally sitting down, his head in his hands, his knees pulled tight to his body. He starts rocking back and forth, trying to soothe himself.
“Fucking tell me now.”
Shane lets out a deep breath and starts counting in his head, using his fingers, because he doesn’t think Ilya is going to let this go, and he just wants to get this conversation and humiliation over with.
“Including you?”

“Sure, Hollander, including me.”

“Fucked or just hooked up with?”

“Fuck, what is wrong with you? How many men have fucked you?”

“Six, I think. Hooked up with eight.”

“You have let six players fuck you and two more players do other things to you, in less than four months.”

“Well, including you.”

“Fucking disgusting,” Ilya says, his mouth pulling slightly as he says it, like he’s already decided what this is.
Shane cannot believe he is back here. Again, with Ilya. He feels his brain starting to shut down, words harder to reach, slipping before he can grab them, but he pushes past it because he cannot let him talk to him like this.



He stands back up and pushes Ilya against the wall.
“How many people have you slept with in two months?” Shane says, in his face.

“That doesn’t matter,” Ilya says, leaning forward until there is no space between them.

“Yes, it does. You don’t get to call me disgusting. How many people? Tell me.” Shane says.

“No.”

“Whatever, I am leaving. I am going to Marlow’s room, getting my clothes, and I am leaving.” He starts to walk away, and Ilya grabs him and shoves him back against the wall.



“Don’t go fucking near Marly.” He says.

“Tell me the fucking number, Rozanov, how many people have you slept with since October?”

“Maybe fifty, or sixty.” He says, shrugging like it doesn’t matter.
Shane lets out a defeated laugh. He cannot believe it anymore, his whole body aching, something in him giving out. It doesn’t feel real. This isn’t Ilya. He keeps looking at him like he might recognize him again, but he doesn’t.
“I have done everything to try to keep you in my life. You have made me feel so small and low, and I still kept calling, kept reaching out. I let you fuck me today after everything you have said.” Shane laughs again, the sound breaking apart as it comes out.



“You expect me to read your mind, or not do things that you would never stop doing for me. You have made me hate myself. You want me to feel shame about being gay, about being a bottom, about having a healthy and consensual sex life. You want to ruin me for all other men, and it kills you that you don’t have that control over me. You hate that I am happy.”


####





Just then his phone rings, the same ringtone as earlier.

Mateo.
“Answer it,” Ilya says, standing there breathing hard.

“No, I don’t wanna answer it.”

“Go on. Answer it.”
Shane answers the FaceTime, but doesn’t say anything. “Hi mi cielo,”
As soon as he sees Mateo’s face, Shane starts sobbing. “Shane, cariño, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing.”

“Shane, seriously, what’s wrong? Are you safe? What happened?”
“I’m fine. I’m OK.”

“Are you still at Marlow’s? I’m gonna call you a cab. Tell me the address.”

“I promise I’m OK. I’m gonna leave right away.”
“Shane, you are not okay. Did someone hurt you?” He asks, his eyes searching Shane’s face through the screen, his voice shaking before he forces it back under control. “Did someone do something you didn’t want them to do, Shane?”
Shane doesn’t answer.

“Are you with Ilya?”
Shane looks up at Ilya, his eyes inflamed. “Yes,” he says in a whisper.
“What did the fucking prick do to you?”

“I fucking did nothing. Mind your goddamn business. Who the fuck do you think you are?” Ilya snaps back, taking a step forward.
“Who the fuck do you think you are? I have been really fucking patient with you, but I swear to god, Rozanov-”

“Can you guys stop, please? I was just leaving.” Shane’s hand shakes so badly the phone wobbles.

“Shane, you’re crying.”

“I’m fine.”
Shane is shaking so hard he can barely hold the phone, sobbing through it.

“Mi rey, I am going to get you a plane ticket, and you’re going to come here, okay.”
“Okay,” Shane says, everything closing in around him, the room pulling further away, Ilya feeling distant even though he is right there.



He grabs onto his skin, digging his nails into it, trying to release the pressure, then starts hitting his arms, his legs, over and over.
“Shane,”

He can hear Ilya talking, but it’s distorted.

“Shane,” he says again, closer now. Shane feels his wrists being restrained.

“Just give him a second, Ilya,” he hears Mateo say. “Mi Rey, listen to my voice. You’re okay. Just breathe.”
“Okay,” Shane says, so softly the word almost doesn’t come out. His shoulders are jerking with what he is trying to hold in.“Cariño, you’re okay,” Mateo says, leaning closer to the screen, his brows drawn together. “Where is Marlow?”
“In his room.”

“Okay, where is your stuff?”

“In his room.”

“Ilya, can you go get his stuff?”

“He isn’t leaving, we are talking,” Ilya says, not looking away from Shane.
“Ilya. Shane is in distress.”

“I’m in distress,” Ilya snaps, his hand dragging over his face.
“Okay, I hear you. You guys need to separate for right now, okay?” Mateo says calmly to Ilya. “This isn’t healthy.”
“Shane, can you wait for a minute? I will call Marlow and get him to get you your stuff.”

“No, don’t leave. Please,” Shane says, his hand jerking where it holds the phone, his breathing uneven, his other hand coming up like he doesn’t know where to put it.
“Okay, okay, that’s fine,” Mateo says. “Just go, okay. Just leave. I texted JJ and Hayden. Just go outside, call a cab, they will be waiting for you at the hotel, okay.”
“Okay.”
“Shane, you can’t crash until then, okay?” he says, his voice lowering, slower now, each word spaced out like he is trying to get Shane to follow it. “You need to be Shane Hollander, Montreal captain. You need to get yourself to the hotel, and then you will be safe, you will be with your boys, they will take care of you, and then you will fly to me, okay?”
“Okay.”

“Okay.”





####




Marlow’s phone is ringing. He knocks on the door.

“JJ is on the phone for Shane,” Marlow says, looking between Shane and Ilya. “Shane, are you okay?”
Shane doesn’t answer. He hands his phone over without looking at him and walks toward Ilya instead. Shane can see Ilya is shaking, completely undone, Marlow’s arms around him, trying to hold him together. Shane hates everything right now. He hates himself because his first instinct is to go to him, too.
“Bébé, qu'est-ce qui ne va pas ? Que se passe-t-il ?” J.J. says. (Baby, what’s wrong? What’s going on?)
Mateo is still on the phone.
“Je vais bien,” (I’m okay,) Shane says quietly, his voice barely there, his eyes unfocused.
“Marlow, I’m sorry. I’m sorry for letting this happen. I should have used my brain. I really care about you, I’m sorry,” Shane says. “I am gross. I fucked up. I am disgusting. This was horrible of me. I am horrible.”
“I’m sorry, Ilya. I never meant to hurt you. I promise I never meant to hurt you. I hope you can forgive me one day. I didn’t think you cared. I cared too much. I had to detach myself and move on. I’m really sorry. I fucked up. This was fucked up. I’m sorry,” Shane says.
“Stop fucking apologizing,” J.J. says on the speaker phone.
Shane drops onto the ground, his knees hitting first before the rest of him follows. He can hear Marlow and Ilya coming closer, hears Marlow saying something, maybe to Ilya, hears J.J. and Hayden and Mateo all at once, but he can’t make sense of any of it. He closes his eyes, covers his ears, and starts rocking again.
“You can’t drop yet, Shane. You need to wait until you’re somewhere safe,” he hears Mateo say, faint, like it’s coming from far away.
“Shane”

“Shane”

“Shane”
He keeps hearing everyone say his name, and then he hears the one voice, Mateo’s.
“Shane, listen to me.”

“Not Shane,” is all Shane can say, his hands still pressed over his ears as he rocks.

“Okay, mi Rey, listen, are you listening to me?”
Shane nods his head, still rocking, he is crying, his breaths hiccupping. 
“I have something exciting to tell you. I was going to wait and surprise you, but maybe you want to hear it right now. Do you want to?”
Shane nods.
“I got us tickets to wrestling. I talked to Seth, we are going to sit front row in green t-shirt guys PPV seats, and then have a backstage pass to meet everyone.”
Shane’s eyes light up, his focus pulling back in. He feels the sound coming closer again. He looks at Mateo, really looks at the screen, at his piercing blue eyes, at his mouth as the words are coming out of them. He feels himself pulling back toward him.
“You can wear your belt I got you, baby, and all the other stuff.”
A smile breaks across Shane’s face, like he snaps out of his daze and forgets where he is in the moment.



“Baby, really?” Shane says, his voice coming back, clearer now.

“Yes, for late January.”

“I love you.”

“te amo, okay, cariño, you’re good now, right? You are going to say your goodbyes and go to JJ and Hayden.”
“Okay.”
“I will drive him to the hotel,” he hears Marly say.

“Okay, thank you, Cliff,” Mateo says. “Do you want me to stay on the phone with you, mi rey?”
Shane takes a deep breath and wipes his eyes with the back of his hand. “No, I’m okay.”
Shane looks over at Ilya again. He is in the corner in a fetal position, his breath coming out heavy.

Shane’s whole body wants to go to him.
“Okay, please call me once you are at the hotel, okay?”

“Okay. Thank you, Mateo.

“For what mi rey?”

“For always taking care of me.”

“I’ve told you, I am going to take care of you forever. It is the easiest thing to do. I love you so much, mi Cielo,”

“I love you too.”
Shane hangs up.





####





Marlow comes over. “Shane, are you okay to go get your stuff? I just need to talk to Ilya for a minute, then I will drive you, okay?”

“Okay.”
Shane goes to get dressed, collects his stuff, and then sits by the door waiting for Marlow. He runs his hand along his arm, trying to regulate. Cliff comes out five minutes later. Shane stands up and starts to get his shoes on.
“Shane, I am going to go start my car. It is freezing out today. Sit right here and don’t move.” He says, guiding Shane back into the chair.
Shane sits, taking deep, uneven breaths.
Ilya comes to Shane, his face flushed, eyes wet.

He drops to his knees in front of him.
“Shane, I am sorry. I am so sorry.” He starts, holding Shane’s face in his hand, making him look at him. “I am so fucked up in the head..”
Shane sits there silently, looking into Ilya’s pleading eyes.
“You did nothing wrong. I am wrong.” He continues, words coming faster now. “I love you. I didn’t say it before because I knew I would say it and then hurt you again.. because I hurt people.. but I love you so much.”

“Stop, Ilya,” is all Shane can get out, his voice thin, no energy to it.
“I don’t know why I did that.. why I did any of it over the last few months.” His words trip over each other. His accent thickens. “I have felt so out of control.. It’s not an excuse.. I just-” He shakes his head. “I lose my mind.. It’s fucked.. I am-” He stops.
“I need space,” Shane says, but he doesn’t move away from Ilya.

“I know,” Ilya says, his forehead pressing to Shane’s.
Ilya kisses him. It isn’t a kiss that is asking for anything. It is just simply there, brushing his lips, then his cheek.

Shane lets him.



A tear runs down Ilya’s face, and Shane reaches up and wipes it before he even thinks about it.

Shane swallows. “Ilya.. I can’t do this right now.”

He looks at him for a second longer than he should, then adds, quieter, “I need you to let me go.”
Ilya is still holding Shane’s face, and more tears are coming out. “I will.”
Then he adds, his voice breaking,

“Shane, don’t let my words seep into you. They aren’t the truth. You aren’t disgusting. You’re the most beautiful soul I have ever known.” His accent thickens, the words starting to run together, and Shane has to close his eyes for a second just to follow what he is saying. “You are magical, and perfect, and everything good in this world, and you’re right, I am unhappy, and I tried to make you unhappy, because I could never be good enough for this, for you.”
“You already were good enough, Ilya,” Shane says, almost a whisper.
Ilya presses his forehead back to Shane’s.
“We aren’t good for each other,” Shane says. “It shouldn’t hurt like this.”

“I know,” Ilya says softly.
That is when Marlow walks back in.
“Ilya, let go of him,” Marlow says.

Ilya doesn’t move right away.

Marlow steps closer, his hand already reaching over. He takes Ilya’s wrist and pulls it off Shane’s face.

The space between them breaks all at once.
Shane sways when it happens.
“Shane, let’s go.”

Marlow’s hand closes around his, pulling him up and turning him toward the door.
Shane lets himself be moved.

He looks back once.
Ilya is still on his knees, hands empty now, staring at the space where Shane was.
Marlow doesn’t slow down. He pulls the door open, the cold hitting as they step outside.


####





Marlow and Shane are sitting in silence in the car. There is no music playing, he grips the wheel, not tightly. Shane’s breathing has regulated. He feels tired, though, really tired, but he knows he needs to talk to Marly and explain himself.
Shane clears his throat, but before he can speak, Marlow speaks.
“You should have told me,” he says, still looking at the road.

“I am sorry, Cliff. Like, truly sorry.”

Cliff lets out an exhale. “He should have told me.”

“I know I have a big mouth, but he is my family. I would never tell anyone something that could harm him.” Cliff says, seemingly upset at the thought Ilya would think that.
“Yeah, I know. I am sure he does, too.” Shane sighs.
Cliff looks over at Shane, their eyes catching for a second before he reaches over and takes Shane’s hand, holding it with one hand while the other stays on the wheel.

“You know those things he was saying are not true,” Cliff says. “No one who is hooking up with you thinks those things..” He looks back at the road. “I really don’t think Ilya even thinks them.”



“I thought maybe he didn’t, but this is like the third time in a few months he has said similar things,” Shane says, rubbing Cliff’s hand with his thumb in a way that feels soothing more for Shane than Cliff.
“He has said these things before?” Cliff says, surprised, then a look of anger flashes over his face.

"Yes,” Shane says quietly.

“That doesn’t sound like Ilya.. I mean I am not trying to make excuses at all for him, it’s unacceptable.” He starts, then looks at Shane again, “but like, he was obsessed with you.. I mean, if you’re Montreal girl.”
“No,” Shane says, exhaustion dragging at his voice. “I don’t want to talk about him anymore.”

“Are you going to be okay, though?” Cliff asks. “I am sorry that happened, you were naked and vulnerable and it was unacceptable, and I should have come in and stopped it.. I just didn’t know what the right thing to do was.”
“It’s like he-” Shane stops, shaking his head.

“He does this thing where he just.. pulls at me until I’m down there with him.”

Shane swallows. “And then he doesn’t even- he still won’t-”

He looks away. “I can’t do it anymore.”
Then he looks over at Cliff and his eyes start to glass again.

“Cliff.. I didn’t- I wasn’t using you. I swear I wasn’t, I just-”

He loses the sentence, then forces himself through it. “I really like you. I wasn’t trying to- I wasn’t doing anything to hurt him or you, intentionally.”
The words don’t come out cleanly.

“Shane, breathe,” Cliff says calmly.

“I hate lying so much. I hated lying to you.. I know how much you love him,”

“And you love him too,” Cliff says, not bothered, just stating a fact.



“I did love him, I don’t think I do anymore,” Shane says, staring out the windshield, knowing he is lying even as he says it.

“You don’t love him anymore?” Cliff says, almost sounding upset.

“No, I thought I loved him, but I have learnt what love feels like, and it doesn’t feel like this,” Shane says, and he means that part. “Maybe he was a first love, but he wasn’t a sustainable love, not a real one.”

“Fuck,” is all Cliff says.
“I would get it if you were mad at me,” Shane says.

“I have things to process, but I am not mad at either of you.” He pauses, his mouth pulling to one side, then keeps going, “You both have your reasons for why you hid this.”



Shane stays quiet, listening.

“He told me from the beginning to stay away from you, and I legitimately thought he was joking.”

“What did he say?” Shane asks, curiously.

“The day you came out in that interview, I was texting him about you, and he said, stay away from Hollander, Marly, I mean it.. and I thought he was just being Roz.”

“Oh my god, Cliff.” Shane says, almost laughing at the ridiculousness of all of this continuing because Cliff couldn’t read a literal cue.



“After our first time having sex I went back to the hotel room and I told him everything in detail..”

Shane’s eyes open wide. “About the butt plug?”

“Everything..” Cliff says with an embarrassed grimace, and Shane bursts out laughing. He can’t control himself. Because could there be anything worse than Cliff telling Ilya all the details of that night.



Cliff smiles, looking like he is happy to see Shane happy, then says, “But yeah, I am not mad, I am, I guess just.. sad.. this will no longer happen. If I knew this was the last time we were going to ever fuck, I would have made it count.”

Shane smiles. “I think you made every time we fucked count, Marly,”
Cliff chuckles lightly then says, “This obviously can’t happen anymore.”

“No, I don’t think it can.”
“Fuck.. can I tell you something?” Cliff asks, a bit shy.

“You can tell me anything.”

“I really liked fucking you..” Cliff says.

“I really liked you fucking me,” Shane replies.
“No, but like.. I really liked sleeping with you, a man.. I mean, I still like women, but I really, really REALLY liked sleeping with you.” Cliff says, glancing at Shane and then back at the road.
“Well, I’ve heard that could just be the Hollander disease. Maybe you should test that theory on another man and see.” Shane says, lightly smacking Cliff’s shoulder, feeling a bit more like himself in this moment.
“Like, I think I lowkey might be gay. But it is confusing because I really do like having sex with women, I find women attractive. I am sexually attracted to them, and I knew we would never be more than what we were, but I thought sometimes.. well, a lot of the time, that I think I’d really like to be in a relationship with a man. It feels different. More right.” Cliff gives a helpless little smile.
“You’d make any man or woman really fucking happy, Marly.”

“You will too,” Cliff says, “you already do.”
“Are we going to be able to stay friends?” Shane asks, fearing the answer.

“I want to.. But Roz is my best friend, so I need to figure this out with him first.”
“But I will miss you so much,” Cliff says.

“I will really miss you too, Cliff, so much,” and Shane means it.




####





There is silence for a few minutes. They are about ten minutes from the hotel.
“Shane, what was that in there? What happened to you during the argument?” Cliff asks, cautiously.

“I sometimes have these meltdowns, like when I get overstimulated or um when emotions become too big inside of me,”



“I don’t want this to come off wrong, I hope you don’t take it this way..”

“I think you could say whatever right now and I would deserve it.”

“Have you ever looked into Autism or ADHD?” Cliff asks.
Shane pauses, not sure how honest to be in this moment and decides that he doesn’t have the energy for another secret.
“Yes,”

“You have?” Cliff says, looking surprised.

“Yes,” Shane says again.

“And?”

“I got diagnosed with autism when I was a kid,” Shane says, rubbing at the seam of his hoodie.
“Oh,” is all Cliff says. He glances at Shane, then back out the windshield. “So like.. what do you do about that?”

“Nothing really..” Shane says, and that is the truth.



“Why not?” Cliff asks, frowning.

“I did stuff when I was a kid,”

“But you stopped?” Cliff asks, confused.



“Hockey helped a lot,” Shane says simply.

“But what about the rest of it?”

“My parents and I worked around things.”

“What does that mean?” Cliff asks.



“We just figured out routines that worked for me.. how to script for media days,” Shane starts and Cliff nods along, listening.

“I just kept to myself, didn’t really talk to people outside my comfort zone.” Shane says, “I knew my limits. I knew tools to help myself. It was all fine for the most part.”
“Do you have a therapist or anything?”

“I have had the same therapist since I was seven, maybe,” Shane says, matter-of-fact.

“Do you still see the therapist?” He says.

“Yes, 3-4 times a month, usually on Skype now because of my travel schedule.”



“Wow.. and so, what has he had to say about everything happening in your life right now?”

“That for most of my life I was sensory avoidant, or just avoidant in general,” Shane says quietly, “but now I have become more sensory seeking.”
“Is that normal, to switch like that?” Cliff asks.

“He said-” Shane pauses, like he’s trying to remember it properly. “Sometimes a sensory avoidant child may become a sensory seeking adult or vice versa. Sometimes their sensory profiles never change. Or sometimes the profiles change constantly depending on the sensory input.” Shane says, explaining.



“Does anyone know?” Cliff asks.

“No, just my parents.. Mateo knows I see a therapist, but not for what.” Then Shane adds, “I don’t talk about it to people. It is just part of my normal life.”
“Well, thank you for telling me.. I promise I won’t share that with anyone.” Cliff’s voice goes softer. “I understand, Shane, I really do.”

“I know you won’t,” Shane says, “and I know you do.”
They pull up to the hotel, and Cliff grabs Shane and kisses him. They kiss, fast, messy, like neither of them knows where to stop.

It lingers a second too long, and then it’s over.
“I had to at least have one last kiss, you are the most delicious thing I have ever tasted,” Cliff says.

“Mm, thank you,” Shane says, before planting a kiss on Cliff’s cheek.

“I care about you so much. Thank you for being you.” Shane says.




####





Shane gets out of the car and goes upstairs to the hotel room, finding J.J. and Hayden waiting for him.

As soon as he gets inside and closes the door, they’re both on him, hugging him, kissing his cheek, holding him.
“We have to get ready for the airport in 30 minutes,” J.J. says.

“The bus is here in an hour,” Hayden says.

“Come lie down with us,” J.J. says, pulling Shane onto the bed.

They all just cuddle for a while, silently. J.J. is rubbing and scratching Shane’s back softly, and Hayden is running his thumb over Shane’s hand.
An hour later, they get off the bus at the airport when Mateo calls. “Mi rey? Are you feeling better?”

“A lot better.”

“Look at your phone. I sent you a ticket.”

Shane pulls up his email, his brows pulling together.

“I thought you were getting me a ticket to Detroit.”
“I was, but then I remembered the offer you got.. and I thought that would be perfect for you right now.. just what you need.. If you don’t want to, or the offer is not on the table anymore, I’ll cancel it and get you a ticket to Detroit, but I thought if you went.. I could join you after my game on the 23rd. Be there by the 24th or 25th.”
“But what about Christmas with your family?”
“I’ve done countless Christmases with my family, and I want to share Christmas with you. Plus, Dani won’t be there until New Year’s anyway, so we can celebrate then.”
“Oh my god, okay.. so I’m doing this then?”

“Yes. The flight leaves tomorrow. I got you, first class. Go home, pack, and I’ll meet you there.”
“Okay. Okay.. okay.. I need to start a list on the plane.”

“Get to your list then, mi cielo.”

“I love you so much, Mateo. I don’t think words can properly describe how much I love you.”

“I love you more than that,” Mateo says, a small laugh under it.



Shane goes to put his phone away and board the plane with his team, but before he does, he goes to the contact "Lily" and presses block.





####





Ilya POV
Ilya had been pacing since they walked out the door. Crying, wanting to punch a wall, but knowing Marlow would kill him.

How did he let himself do this again, let himself get to that ugly place?
The look in Shane’s eyes, the defeat in his body, the way he physically and mentally shut down, and Ilya kept going.
I lost him forever.. I can’t come back from this..

He repeats it in his head, a reminder that this was his own doing.

That Shane tried more than anyone should to give him the benefit of the doubt.



That he kept creating these situations, putting Shane into land mines, and then exploding them on him.

Shane couldn’t make the right step. None of his actions was ever going to satisfy him unless it was exactly what Ilya wanted.

But he never told Shane what he wanted or needed.

He just played games.

He was hateful. He was mean. He was scary.



Shane was right, Ilya wanted control of him. He wanted to ruin other men for him.

He didn’t apologize last night. He did the bare minimum. He turned it back to sex, to a performance, because that is all he is good for. He didn’t want Shane to see the real him. How pathetic he is, how he is unlovable. Shane loves the version of him that is funny, loud, cocky, and sexual.



How could Shane love him? The version of himself he spent so much time trying to hide.
The J.J. thing was fucked up. Trying to get into the bathroom, coming to Cliffs. Shane was right about it all.

Seeing him and Cliff naked together, he thought that if he could insert himself, he could mark Shane’s experience with Cliff with him.

Shane was right, he was manipulating him, the situation, trying to gain control



He loved seeing Shane happy, but it just reminded him how he would never be worthy of that happiness.
Seeing Cliff touch Shane, kiss him like that, naked. Them understanding things about each other's bodies. It was too much.



Having that moment just them, Shane telling him he loved him.

Then Cliff came back and fucking ruining it, kissing him again, taking something that was his, and something snapped.
But Shane wasn’t his. People aren’t people’s objects.. and the things Shane was saying, they are all true things. They are all things Ilya thought to himself last night after their encounter.
But in the moment he didn’t want to be logical, he wanted to be hurtful, and it worked. And now Shane was gone, he wasn’t going to forgive him, he wasn’t going to come back, and he shouldn’t.



Ilya already crossed the line so many times. This time he crossed the line and then turned around and threw bricks at Shane as he passed it.


####



He hears the door open, Marlow is home.
He hears him rustling around, then he opens Ilya’s door and sits on the bed.
Ilya is still pacing.

“Sit,” Marlow says, not a suggestion, so Ilya sits.
“Shit shit shit shit shit shit shit,” Ilya says, pacing before sitting down.

“What the fuck was that about Roz? That wasn’t okay.”

“I am such a fucking asshole.” Ilya drags a hand down his face.

“I know, dude.. I usually love that about you.”
“I fucked up. So badly.”

“Yeah, you did.” Cliff says, watching him, “You and Hollander really had been fucking this whole time? Why didn’t you tell me? Since before your rookie season?”
“I am in love with him,” Ilya says plainly.
“Holy shit, Roz. So when you told me to stay the fuck away from him, you weren’t just chirping, you were serious.”

“Yes.”

“And then I fucked him and told you about it in detail and talked about him every day for like five weeks straight,” Marlow says, rubbing his head.

“Yes.”
“And you didn’t punch me in the face?”

“I wanted to. Almost every day.”
“Ilya, what the fuck is wrong with you? Why wouldn’t you say something to me?” Cliff asks, leaning forward. “You knew I was trying to get with him.”
“I don’t fucking know.”

“You’re masochistic, man,” Cliff says. “Was that threesome like a horror story for you?”

“I wanted to kick you the whole time. Maybe puke a bit.”



“But it was your idea.. I knew the vibe was weird, but I thought you were just being weird because, I don’t know, you’re fucking rude sometimes. Our kiss was hot, Shane was hot, I thought we were having a good time.. just weird sexual hockey tension. Like maybe that is what you and Shane were into.. I guess I read the room wrong.”
“You often do, Marly.” Ilya lets out a short breath.

“He said he wasn’t fucking me to get back at you, and I didn’t think he was but-” Cliff starts.
“No.” Ilya cuts him off. “That isn’t Shane. He probably thought I didn’t care.”

“Why would he think that?”
“Because I never told him I cared..”

“Why not?”

“It wasn’t our dynamic.”

“So you’d wake up with him in your arms, look at those freckles, and not tell him you were obsessed with him? I told him I was obsessed with him like three times this morning.”
Ilya just looks at him for a second. “Marly.. remember reading the room?”
“Right.”

“We never had sleepovers.. we barely even hung out after sex.”

“But Shane loves cuddles and sleepovers..” Marly says, frowning.

“Marly..”

“Right.. I’m so confused.”
“We started hooking up the summer before rookie season,” Ilya says, dropping onto the bed. “On and off until the NHL awards in June this year.” Ilya says, his gaze fixed somewhere past Cliff. “Before the NHL awards, I fucked him for the first time, then ignored him for six months.. and in Vegas, I had a lot on my mind.. so when we finally fucked again, I was distant. Cold.”

Cliff stays quiet, so Ilya keeps going, “He left that night, and I thought we were fine, that we’d slip back into our dynamic.. then he comes out publicly.. his energy towards me completely changed.. We had sex a few times, and he was different, and then he was sleeping with all these guys..” He pauses, just for a second.

“I might have said some nasty shit to Mateo about him. He told Shane. Shane called me, told me to leave him alone. Then he called me again trying to fix it and I was horrible again..”
Cliff finally speaks, “I’m still processing. This is a lot.. I had no idea.” He glances at him. “I feel like the worst friend in the world.”
“I am the worst friend in the world, for not telling you.” Ilya says. “I know I could trust you. Even with your big mouth, you have my back.. but my feelings for him.. it was easier to pretend they weren’t real..”
“The things you said to him today were not okay, Roz.” Cliff says. “That was really fucked up. Shane doesn’t deserve that.. that kind of shit sticks.”
“I know..”
“Dude.. you need to get your shit together and figure this out.” He sits back. “Shane is incredible. If I didn’t love you, I’d be begging him to let me be in a throuple with him and Mateo or something.” He shakes his head once. “He’s perfect. A lot of guys think that.”
Ilya puts his head back into his hands. "I know."

“You need to get your shit together, figure this out, and win him back before it is too late.”
“I can’t be with him anyway, even if I didn’t fuck it up this bad. There are too many obstacles.” He doesn’t look up when he says it.



“Like what?”

“My family. Russia.”



Cliff’s eyebrows pull together for a second. “Those are big ones. What else?”

“I guess nothing else anymore.. the list used to be so long. I don’t think any of it matters now.”
“If I were you, I would call him.” Cliff says. “Tell him you know you need to fix your shit. That you don’t want him to close the door on you forever.. then actually fix it.”



He leans back against the headboard, eyes still on him. “Work on whatever this is, because this is brutal.”

“You should see a therapist.”
“A therapist? No.”

Cliff tilts his head. “Why not? I see one.. who cares.”

He gestures loosely between them. “Fix your brain. Your brother and dad already did enough damage.” he continues

“If you want Shane Hollander, you need to work through some shit and take care of yourself.”
“Do you want Shane? Is that your end goal?”

He doesn’t wait long before adding, “Because if it is.. you are going to have to grovel and show up different.”
“All I have ever wanted for so long is Shane.” It comes out quieter than everything else he’s said.
“Dude.. I cannot believe I fucked him five times and you never told me.” Cliff huffs out a short laugh, looking away for a second. “I cannot believe I was about to fuck him a sixth time with you there.. holy fuck.”

He looks back at him, shaking his head. “Thank god I got that call. I might be dead otherwise.”
“I thought if I put myself in the middle of it, I would feel more in control.. but watching you touch him made me want to strangle you.” He finally drops his hands, staring at the floor between them. “It’s burnt into my brain.”
“Shit, man.. I think I’m staying away from you and sharp objects for a while.” Cliff gives him a look, half serious.
“He is never going to forgive me.”
Cliff doesn’t answer right away. Then, “You are one of the best people I know, Ilya. You just need to stop ruining things because you don’t think you deserve them.”
“Fuck you, Marly. Who made you some sort of poet?” Ilya glances up at him for the first time.
“I am therapized,” Marly says. “Go have a bath. I’ll order Chinese, and we can watch one of your Fast and Furious movies.”
“Okay.”


####



Marlow spent the night taking care of Ilya.
He pretended to hate it, but really it felt nice to be so cared about.

To be loved still, after someone saw him at his ugliest version.
He fell asleep around 6 pm on the couch watching movies, and Marlow woke him up and told him to go to his room.

It is now 9 pm and he woke up again, his room pitch black, his head hurting from all the crying..
He picks up his phone and dials a number..
“Илюша, сейчас четыре утра, почему ты звонишь? Что случилось?” (Ilyusha, it’s four in the morning, why are you calling? What happened?) Svetlana says, her voice thick with sleep, shifting in bed on the other end.
Ilya proceeds to tell her everything. Who Jane is, their history, what has happened over the last few months, everything from last night and today.
“Твоё поведение было неприемлемым.” (Your behaviour was unacceptable,) she says, her voice firm now.
“Я знаю.. как это исправить?” (I know.. how do I fix it?) Ilya asks, dragging a hand over his face.
“Честно говоря, возможно, ты не сможешь это исправить. Если бы кто-то поступил со мной так, как ты поступил с Шейном, я бы никогда этого не простила.” (Honestly, you might not be able to fix it. If someone treated me the way you treated Shane, I would never forgive it.)
Ilya can feel his stomach twist. He knew it was the truth, and he knew Svetlana wouldn’t soften it, but hearing her say it out loud makes it feel worse.
“Знаю, ты права. Я его не заслуживаю.” (I know, you’re right. I don’t deserve him.) Ilya says quietly.
“Ты заслуживал его, пока не сделал это.. и продолжал делать это снова и снова.” (You deserved him until you did this.. and kept doing it again and again.) she says.
“Я понял, Света..” (I understand, Sveta..)
“Правда? Потому что ты сказал мне, что делал это три раза подряд.. так что это не ошибка, это уже привычка. Ты понимал, что делаешь что-то не так, и когда появлялась возможность всё исправить, ты просто делал это снова.” (Really? Because you told me you did it three times in a row.. so it’s not a mistake, it’s already a pattern. You knew you were doing something wrong, and when you had the chance to fix it, you just did it again.) she says, not raising her voice.
“Словно что-то на меня нашло. Словно я был вне своего тела и говорил эти вещи, пытался остановиться, но чем больше пытался, тем меньше мог это контролировать.” (It was like something came over me. Like I was outside my body saying those things, trying to stop, but the more I tried, the less I could control it.) Ilya says, staring at the ceiling.
“Я знаю хорошего русского психотерапевта в Бостоне, Галину. Я пришлю тебе её контакт, ты позвонишь и запишешься.” (I know a good Russian therapist in Boston, Galina. I’ll send you her contact, you’ll call and make an appointment.)
“Почему все постоянно советуют мне терапию? Как это поможет мне с Шейном?” (Why does everyone keep telling me to go to therapy? How is that going to help me with Shane?)
“Это не для Шейна. Это для тебя, Илья. Тебе нужна помощь. Это не ты. Ты не должен стать таким, как твой отец и брат. Ты слишком хороший для этого, у тебя слишком чистое сердце. Тебе нужно измениться.” (This isn’t for Shane. It’s for you, Ilya. You need help. This isn’t who you are. You cannot become like your father and brother. You’re too good for that, your heart is too clean. You need to change.)
“Хорошо.. я запишусь.” (Okay.. I’ll make an appointment.)
“Я приеду в январе и останусь у тебя. Ты будешь звонить мне каждый день. А до этого, может быть, останешься у Марлоу.” (I’ll come in January and stay with you. You’ll call me every day. Until then, maybe stay with Marlow.)
“Думаю, он боится, что я могу причинить ему вред.” (I think he’s scared I might hurt him.)
“Тогда скажи ему, что ты этого не сделаешь, Илюша.. сейчас пять утра, мне нужно поспать. Я люблю тебя.” (Then tell him you won’t do that, Ilyusha.. it’s five in the morning, I need to sleep. I love you.)
“Я тоже тебя люблю.” (I love you too.)



Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (boyfriend)

Carter Vaughn: New York (recent diagnosis, not coping well)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (free use, religious experience, still worshipping)

Troy Barrett: Toronto (handled with care, confusing outcome)

Julian Moreau: Vancouver (one-day boyfriend, would try again)

Cliff Marlow: Boston (this felt like a good idea at the time)

Ilya Rozanov: Boston (never again. I mean it this time.)
 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    Firstly, I love you guys down, but I was laughing reading the comments on last chapter.
Because you know what, I gave you guys CRUMBS, you ate those up like they were the tastiest meal in the world, honestly, fair.
My favourite kind of ship is a years-long situationship of miscommunication, yearning (HR, Normal People)
I love a brooding man with trauma, a lot happening in his inner world.
Shane didn’t feel jealousy about Lainey. He wants Ilya to be happy, Because Shane now understands he can love different people at once, in different ways, without any of those relationships meaning less.
He can love Mateo and others while still loving Ilya just as fiercely, even if he doesn’t want to. One love doesn’t take away from another.
I know this chapter had darker vibes. The sex was consensual.
The boys were never going to physically hurt each other. The pushing around was nothing more than that.
A few things:
Cliff and Shane DID use a condom last chapter, I just forgot to mention it. Unless I specifically say SHANE IS FUCKING RAW, assume he always uses one.
Also, MATEO is NOT a dean. I reject that characterization.
Ilya does love Shane and cares about him deeply, but he doesn't know how to show up in any way Shane actually needs. He still doesn’t have the tools. He hasn’t regressed over the past few months. He is just stuck in the same loop.
This chapter was hard to write. It will bring up a lot of emotions.
The fight dialogue was written weeks ago.
The threesome was originally supposed to be a full threesome with both of them fucking Shane, but when I started writing it, I didn’t think that could work. The feelings were too raw.
It was especially hard writing the sex scene, because it needed to feel like a battle for power. They both eventually stop trying to win, with Shane trying not to leave Marlow out, without feeling unbearably uncomfortable to read.
I tried to find a balance.
This is probably the first time I would say Shane is actually self-harming with sex.
Because he knows he shouldn't be having sex with Ilya right now.
He was super into the threesome because Shane loves sharing sex as an experience.
But when he realized he wasn't getting what he was used to from a threesome, it felt wrong.
He wants badly to make things work with Ilya. He wants Ilya to be part of this new life he is happy to have. He wants to have sex with Ilya. But they are not in a good place, they both know it.
Also, thank you for all the love for Lainey. I have never had a character be so loved right from the start. I didn’t have real plans for her to be fleshed out. I built her backstory that day. I am so happy she poured out of me like that.
I knew early on that I was going to have Shane know he was autistic, but he was not sharing it with people. I also knew he had been seeing a therapist.
I just didn't want to have to write therapy sessions for this fic at that point.
We learn everything through Shane’s internal, so if he is not sharing that with us, we do not learn it. I was waiting for the right person, moment, Cliff after his meltdown made the most sense.
To Shane, therapy is just part of his routine. It does not need mentioning. It is just part of his life.
2014 was not a good year for Ilya but 2015 will be better.
During the fight Shane is saying so many truths, Ilya says nothing. He waits until Shane says one thing he can pounce on, then he goes in.
I thought it was really human.
People arguing on two completely different wavelengths, trying to get two different points across.
Sometimes, when you’re so dysregulated in the moment, you don’t even know what someone is saying, you only hear what you are thinking.
Ilya is seemingly more upset about Cliff, J.J., and their relationship with Shane than Mateo, someone Shane is in love with. That will be unpacked more in later chapters.
For my Hollanov lovers and my Ilya lovers, I have been saying this from the beginning. I love Ilya. He needed to hit rock bottom to have a healing arc, to remind us in this fic how he is also beautiful, magical, amazing.
You see it in the way Svetlana, Marlow and Lainey talk about him. Even in the way that no matter what, Shane still thinks of and talks about him.
Sveta was not holding anything back with Ilya. She was giving tough love.

Shane is an angel, baby cake lover, sweetie boy. But Ilya is too. So are Mateo, JJ, Marlow, Hayden, and everyone else.
The next chapter will be lighter, back to VIBING. TMZ, socmed, and all.
More Mateo, Ilya crumbs coming soon too.. in the chapter after that.
We are going to be in the new year soon, guys, HALFWAY THROUGH.
8000 kudos is insane to me. I love you all.
I know this chapter was hard, but be nice in the comments.


  


      

  












      Chapter 28: this isn’t even shipping anymore this is just mass hysteria
  



    Chapter Notes

      This is a short breather after last chapter.

Content warning:
A week in Shane Hollander's life told through blog posts, TMZ, and Twitter’s reaction.

Shane Hollander takes his ass to the other side of the world and still manages to cause chaos and be the moment.

A “British actor.”
The UK discovering Shane Hollander in real time.
Shane is with who???
A celebrity party in London.
Everyone suddenly having opinions.
Shane Hollander and Elton John?
Mateo and Ilya were spotted doing what?
And Mateo is now… where exactly?

WHAT IS HAPPENING!!!

Shane Hollander is that bitch. What can I say?


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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Spotted: hockey’s most talked-about man touching down on British soil..

By PopCultureLeakUK • Posted 8:42 PM
Shane Hollander was seen arriving at Heathrow this evening. With two large suitcases, an attempt at keeping his head down, and absolutely no chance of that working. Eyes were on him before he even made it through arrivals.
For those just catching up, Hollander is the Montreal Metros captain who took the North American sports world by storm back in October when he came out, and hasn’t exactly faded into the background since. 

Between an undefeated streak, a rapidly growing list of very public connections, and a level of attention that has spilled well beyond hockey circles, he’s become the kind of headline even the UK hasn’t managed to ignore.

So when he shows up here, people notice.
And for those paying closer attention, this isn’t coming out of nowhere.

Whispers have been circling since early November, when Hollander was overheard in a Montreal Tim Hortons with teammate Hayden Pike, speaking a little too freely about someone he only referred to as a “British actor.” The kind of conversation that drops just enough detail to start something.. then disappears before anyone can confirm anything.
And disappear it did. The story went quiet. Hollander got busy. Between his streak, his schedule, his photoshoots, and everything else currently orbiting him, there were simply.. other headlines to follow.

Until now.
While Hollander recently hard-launched his relationship with Detroit captain Mateo Alvarez, sources insist that it hasn’t exactly slowed things down. If anything, it’s only made things more.. flexible. We’re hearing the word open being used. We’re also hearing that no one involved seems particularly interested in keeping things quiet.
So with a bye week ahead, and Hollander suddenly on this side of the Atlantic..



We have to ask.

Is the mysterious British actor about to step into the light?

And perhaps more importantly..

Will anyone here be ready for Shane Hollander behaving exactly the way North America has learned to expect? Flirty, thriving, and unfairly attractive.
Stay close. If the past few months have taught us anything, it’s that this isn’t going to stay quiet for long.

At this point, it’s starting to feel like this is Shane Hollander’s world, and the rest of us are simply living in it, waiting for whatever crumb he feels like dropping next.


@PopCultureLeakUK
Heathrow had an unexpected arrival this evening: Shane Hollander, Montreal Metros hockey god, and a rumour that should have stayed dead. Remember the “British actor” whispers from Montreal? So do we.
SEE OUR BLOG FOR FULL DETAILS.

❤️ 182.4K 🔁 47.9K 💬 21.6K
↳ @HollanderUK

SHANE HOLLANDER IS IN THE SAME COUNTRY AS ME?? IS THIS TRUE??

❤️ 24.8K 🔁 4.6K 💬 1.6K
↳ @ShaneInLondon

where is he staying. i’m being serious this is time sensitive

❤️ 42.7K 🔁 9.6K 💬 3.4K
↳ @TomFromClapham

why is a canadian hockey player causing this much noise at 8pm

❤️ 58.2K 🔁 13.9K 💬 5.1K
↳ @BiActuallyUK

you lot don’t understand what kind of man just landed here i’m crying

❤️ 46.3K 🔁 10.7K 💬 3.9K
↳ @HollanderUK

I HAVE BEEN ON SHANE HOLLANDER TWITTER FOR MONTHS NOW AND THE UK IS NOT READY FOR THE LEVEL OF CHAOS THIS MAN CAN CAUSE WITH A NICE SMILE AND ZERO SHAME

❤️ 72.4K 🔁 18.6K 💬 7.8K

@UKTrendingNow

“Shane Hollander” is now trending in the UK following reports of his arrival in London.

Search interest has increased significantly in the last hour.

❤️ 94.2K 🔁 21.3K 💬 9.7K
↳ @FlatShareMia

the entire flat just googled him and i regret to inform everyone i understand the hype. we are buzzing

❤️ 61.5K 🔁 15.2K 💬 5.3K
↳ @ProperFootyTalk

genuine question who is this and why is he trending over actual football

❤️ 72.4K 🔁 18.1K 💬 7.1K
↳ @HollanderUK

take 20 minutes out of your life and look him up. it will change you

❤️ 95.6K 🔁 24.8K 💬 9.4K
↳ @ProperFootyTalk

i’m not being funny is he actually good or are you all just horny

❤️ 41.3K 🔁 16.7K 💬 7.2K
↳ @BiActuallyUK

both. also none of you are ready for the way that man moves

❤️ 55.8K 🔁 13.9K 💬 5.1K



↳ @GayLad66

why do i feel like this has somehow become my problem

❤️ 44.7K 🔁 10.1K 💬 3.6K
↳ @HollanderUK

because it has

❤️ 60.2K 🔁 15.4K 💬 5.3K

@ProperFootyTalk

explain the Shane Hollander situation to me like i watch football i’m begging

❤️ 99.7K 🔁 30.1K 💬 19.6K



↳ @ShaneInLondon

Imagine if prime Beckham came out and every player in the league started moving mad just to get near him

❤️ 88.7K 🔁 27.3K 💬 11.2K
↳ @ProperFootyTalk

..right ok

❤️ 63.9K 🔁 18.6K 💬 7.4K

@ProperTeaSpill

so he’s flown across the ocean, has a boyfriend, and immediately revived a dead rumour the second he landed

i respect the consistency if nothing else

❤️ 73.5K 🔁 18.6K 💬 6.8K



↳ @UniGirlJess

i’ve just read about this man for 20 minutes and i’m already invested what is going on 😭

❤️ 64.8K 🔁 15.9K 💬 5.4K
↳ @TomFromClapham

don’t follow hockey, never heard of Shane Hollander before an hour ago ..is there a way to get Montreal Metros merch shipped here?

❤️ 49.7K 🔁 11.8K 💬 4.1K
↳ @BiActuallyUK

everyone jumping to conclusions already relax 😭 nothing has even happened yet, he could be here for work

❤️ 58.2K 🔁 14.1K 💬 5.0K
↳ @QueerGossipUK

work? Do we have ice hockey in the UK? all i’m saying is if he’s here during a bye week there’s a reason

❤️ 55.6K 🔁 13.7K 💬 4.8K
↳ @GayLad66

are we speculating who british actor is?

❤️ 43.1K 🔁 10.2K 💬 3.6K
↳ @SundayLeagueDan

i’m just here to see what happens i can’t lie

❤️ 47.3K 🔁 11.4K 💬 3.9K
↳ @ShaneInLondon

everyone stay calm but also don’t go anywhere

❤️ 72.9K 🔁 20.6K 💬 6.9K

@PopCrave

Shane Hollander has reportedly arrived in London amid resurfaced rumours linking him to a “British actor.”

The Montreal Metros captain, who recently confirmed a relationship with Detroit’s Mateo Alvarez, is said to be spending his bye week in the UK.

🔗 Details via @PopCultureLeakUK

❤️780.6K 🔁 230.4K 💬 120.2K

@MetroManiac514

SHANE HOLLANDER IN LONDON AND THERE IS A CHANCE HE MAY BE SEEN WITH THIS MYSTERY "BRITISH ACTOR". WHAT A TIME TO BE ALIVE

❤️ 214.8K 🔁 67.2K 💬 31.9K



↳ @PuckBunny93

no literally he is about to smile at one man in a wool coat and change the course of british cinema

❤️ 180.4K 🔁 52.7K 💬 24.3K



↳ @HockeyDad

i miss when bye weeks meant golf

❤️ 96.1K 🔁 18.2K 💬 8.1K

@PuckBunny93

how many footballers do we think Shane Hollander could accidentally ruin in one NHL bye week? Be serious. my number is 5 and i’m lowballing.

❤️ 301.7K 🔁 94.5K 💬 48.2K
↳ @bi_disaster

5 is disrespectful to both the Hollander effect and the British male population

❤️ 248.2K 🔁 73.1K 💬 33.6K

@HockeyChaos

WAIT. WHY ARE WE NOT TALKING MORE ABOUT WHO THE BRITISH ACTOR COULD ACTUALLY BE. THIS IS THE PART OF THE STORY WITH TEETH.

❤️ 266.9K 🔁 81.7K 💬 55.4K
↳ @gayandconfused

i know one thing and one thing only. he better be pretty

❤️ 203.8K 🔁 59.6K 💬 26.2K
↳ @MetroStan19

if he cannot stand next to Shane Hollander and still look expensive i do not want him

❤️ 145.2K 🔁 37.8K 💬 14.1K

@PuckBunny93

i’m sorry but if it’s Paul Mescal, I will become physically unwell

❤️ 301.4K 🔁 98.2K 💬 46.1K
↳ @unwell4shane

PAUL MESCAL AND SHANE HOLLANDER IN THE SAME ROOM??? I WOULD NOT SURVIVE THE FIRST PHOTO

❤️ 344.7K 🔁 112.6K 💬 53.2K
↳ @bi_disaster

he’s not even British, he’s Irish, but honestly i’m willing to let geography go for this

❤️ 289.1K 🔁 90.4K 💬 39.7K
↳ @PuckBunny93

the answer is Theo James. next question.

❤️ 241.8K 🔁 76.3K 💬 34.4K



↳ @HockeyChaos

THEO JAMES WOULD LAST SIX MINUTES BEFORE STARTING A PRESS TOUR CONFESSING EVERYTHING

❤️ 219.5K 🔁 67.4K 💬 28.9K
↳ @InternetSportsCenter

this british actor conversation has gotten out of hand and i’m choosing escalation

❤️ 118.6K 🔁 27.1K 💬 11.2K

@gayandconfused

Jonathan Bailey. I bet British actor is Jonathan Bailey. That man would flirt back. immediately. like it would be over for everyone

❤️ 388.6K 🔁 129.4K 💬 61.7K
↳ @HollanderNation

Jonathan Bailey would match him step for step and then smile like nothing is happening. that’s the problem

❤️ 244.3K 🔁 72.6K 💬 31.5K
↳ @MetroStan19

that is not a man who folds that is a man who participates

❤️ 301.2K 🔁 94.7K 💬 44.3K

@HockeyGirl88

Aaron Taylor-Johnson because that man needs to try someone new ASAP

❤️ 163.2K 🔁 43.6K 💬 16.8K
↳ @bi_disaster

Shane Hollander shows up and that man remembers he does not have to be married to his grandma

❤️ 402.7K 🔁 140.8K 💬 73.2K
↳ @PuckBunny93

no because imagine getting locked in at 18 with a 42-year-old woman and one smile from Shane Hollander finally wakes you up

❤️ 648.2K 🔁 251.4K 💬 132.6K



↳ @bi_disaster

SAVE HIM SHANE HOLLANDER. WE ALL BELIEVE IN YOU.

❤️ 589.3K 🔁 214.8K 💬 118.6K
↳ @PuckBunny93

SHANE HOLLANDER, THIS IS YOUR MOMENT. DO NOT WASTE IT.

❤️ 573.6K 🔁 203.7K 💬 112.4K
↳ @MetroManiac514

SHANE HOLLANDER I KNOW YOU’RE BUSY, BUT THIS FEELS IMPORTANT

❤️ 566.3K 🔁 200.8K 💬 110.9K
↳ @HockeyChaos

THIS IS A PUBLIC SERVICE REQUEST. SHANE HOLLANDER, PLEASE RESPOND

❤️ 575.9K 🔁 207.3K 💬 113.5K
↳ @StatsHockey

intervention likelihood: low

public expectation of Shane Hollander's intervention: extremely high

❤️ 412.6K 🔁 118.9K 💬 52.3K

@bi_disaster

here is my completely reasonable wishlist for Shane Hollander’s British actor era: Nicholas Hoult, Dev Patel, Joe Dempsie, Jack O’Connell, Daniel Kaluuya

❤️ 402.7K 🔁 140.2K 💬 88.4K
↳ @gayandconfused

this sounds like you just want him to sleep with the cast of Skins

❤️ 310.8K 🔁 101.7K 💬 44.6K
↳ @MetroManiac514

in their defense that is a historically attractive cast

❤️ 228.4K 🔁 68.9K 💬 29.3K
↳ @PuckBunny93

could you imagine Shane Hollander watching Skins when it was airing. like 16 years old just taking notes

❤️ 356.2K 🔁 118.4K 💬 52.7K
↳ @HockeyDad

absolutely not.

❤️ 190.7K 🔁 42.6K 💬 18.1K

@bi_disaster

okay expanding the list because I’m committed now: Corey Mylchreest, Kit Connor, Harris Dickinson, Damson Idris, Lucien Laviscount, Leo Woodall, Michael Ward

❤️ 388.1K 🔁 129.7K 💬 61.3K
↳ @MetroStan19

if even one of these men is spotted within a 10-mile radius of him, I will drop dead, then revive myself because this is delicious

❤️ 276.4K 🔁 89.7K 💬 41.2K

@Shaneo

WHAT DOES THIS MEAN FOR SHANE AND MATEO

❤️ 342.4K 🔁 109.8K 💬 71.3K
↳ @ShaydJeo

it means some of you need to open your minds and free yourselves from narrow straight-people logic

❤️ 172.7K 🔁 44.1K 💬 29.5K
↳ @MetroManiac514

I HAVE BEEN SAYING THEY MOVE LIKE TWO PEOPLE WHO HAVE HAD VERY SPECIFIC CONVERSATIONS OFFSCREEN

❤️ 258.1K 🔁 80.3K 💬 37.4K
↳ @HockeyIsForAll

People keep forcing straight dating rules onto queer people and then acting confused when that framework fails.

❤️ 153.2K 🔁 35.9K 💬 14.8K
↳ @PuckBunny93

all i’m hearing is “Mateo Alvarez is secure enough to let his boyfriend cross the Atlantic while looking like that” and i support him deeply

❤️ 230.6K 🔁 70.7K 💬 31.1K
↳ @StatsHockey

observed behaviour remains consistent with negotiated openness or mutual non-possessiveness

❤️ 101.8K 🔁 23.6K 💬 8.7K
↳ @HockeyDad

or maybe he is just visiting London

❤️ 84.7K 🔁 11.2K 💬 7.9K
↳ @bi_disaster

Counterpoint: no one has ever “just visited london” while being this hot online

❤️ 280.4K 🔁 89.3K 💬 41.8K

@QueerHockeyGirl

You can celebrate Shane Hollander being hot in London without turning every man within a five-mile radius into a clue. Some of you hear “queer athlete abroad” and become deranged little detectives.

❤️ 187.4K 🔁 49.8K 💬 18.6K
↳ @PuckBunny93

in my defense i was born this way

❤️ 260.8K 🔁 84.1K 💬 36.9K

@HockeyDetective

timeline update:

• Hollander lands in London

• actor rumour resurfaces within hours

• no denial from anyone involved

• Mateo Alvarez remains publicly calm

conclusion: nobody with real information seems alarmed

❤️ 198.7K 🔁 58.6K 💬 22.1K
↳ @MateosBrainCell

Mateo does not read as insecure. he reads as “i know something you don’t.”

❤️ 177.3K 🔁 49.7K 💬 19.6K
↳ @RedWingsInsider

that last part is, unfortunately, exactly the vibe

❤️ 101.6K 🔁 22.3K 💬 8.2K

@Hollanov2481

you all moved on from the “british actor” thing way too fast because why do i feel like this is bait for someone else entirely

❤️ 111.3K 🔁 24.8K 💬 17.6K
↳ @ShaneoCentral

please stand down. this is a London rumour, not a bat signal to Boston

❤️ 240.8K 🔁 73.4K 💬 31.7K
↳ @MetroManiac514

NOT A BAT SIGNAL TO BOSTON I AM CRYING

❤️ 276.2K 🔁 88.1K 💬 39.3K
↳ @bi_disaster

Some of you could watch Shane Hollander get married in Italy and still be like “interesting. but what does Moscow think”

❤️ 351.9K 🔁 117.2K 💬 51.6K

@HollanderNation

I hope he’s having the time of his life. London. No games, a little mystery, everybody foaming at the mouth. Good for him.

❤️ 220.6K 🔁 63.7K 💬 21.9K
↳ @HollanderGirl

exactly. he came out into a league that spent years making space feel impossible. if he wants to flirt his way across Europe, I support the mission

❤️ 172.1K 🔁 45.6K 💬 16.8K
↳ @queerontheice

there is something lovely about him not looking scared anymore

❤️ 149.4K 🔁 36.9K 💬 12.4K
↳ @GaySportsWatch

no but he just looks so comfortable in himself that’s what’s doing it for people

❤️ 120.7K 🔁 27.4K 💬 9.6K

@MateosBrainCell

I do think it’s funny that every “what does this mean for Mateo” tweet assumes Mateo Alvarez is somewhere trembling in a dark room instead of probably looking at his phone like “yeah, that’s my man.”

❤️ 287.4K 🔁 88.5K 💬 34.2K
↳ @Feral4Alvarez

EXACTLY. That man is not losing sleep. That man is stretching and smiling

❤️ 181.6K 🔁 50.2K 💬 19.1K
↳ @Alvarez19Updates

he has never once given the impression that he startles easily

❤️ 126.8K 🔁 29.1K 💬 10.7K
↳ @bi_disaster

mateo’s emotional baseline is “i saw that.. anyway.” and that is why people fear him

❤️ 236.9K 🔁 72.6K 💬 28.4K

@MetroManiac514

FINAL THOUGHT:

A British actor rumour

An NHL captain in London

a boyfriend back in Detroit

And half of you are trying to build a corkboard with red string

WE USED TO BE A COUNTRY

❤️ 441.2K 🔁 152.8K 💬 79.4K
↳ @PuckBunny93

and now we are a fandom

❤️ 380.1K 🔁 129.7K 💬 66.2K

December 24th 2014



THE HOLLANDER EFFECT: UK EDITION

MONTREAL CAPTAIN SPOTTED ACROSS LONDON AFTER THREE-DAY STAY, BRITISH ACTOR RUMOURS INTENSIFY

Shane Hollander has officially taken The Hollander Effect international.
According to multiple sources, the Montreal Metros captain has been in the United Kingdom for the past three days, and if the volume of tips reaching TMZ is any indication, he has not gone unnoticed.
Since arriving earlier this week, Hollander has reportedly been spotted across London and East Sussex, with sightings ranging from quiet daytime outings to what one source described as a “full takeover” of a private Christmas party attended by some of the UK’s most recognizable names.
But it’s where he’s allegedly staying that has raised the most questions.
Multiple independent sources claim Hollander has been based out of Hove, a seaside town in East Sussex, and that he may be spending his time there with none other than Bridgerton and Wicked star Jonathan Bailey.
TMZ has not independently confirmed the nature of that connection, but the consistency of the reports has been enough to push speculation into overdrive.
According to several attendees, Hollander was present at a private holiday party in London that quickly turned into what one guest described as “a revolving door of the most attractive people you’ve ever seen in one room.”
Among the names Hollander was reportedly seen speaking with:

Jonathan Bailey.

Paul Mescal.

Harry Styles.

Nicholas Hoult.

Dev Patel.

Daisy Edgar-Jones.

Amelia Dimoldenberg.

Simone Ashley.
And that’s only part of it.
Tips continued to come in throughout the night, with sightings linking him to Ambika Mod, Charithra Chandran, India Amarteifio, Joe Dempsie, Tom Blyth, Luke Thompson, Jack O’Connell, Kit Connor, Corey Mylchreest, Harris Dickinson, Leo Woodall, Michael Ward, Claudia Jessie, Josh O’Connor, Saoirse Ronan.. and the names kept coming.
“Every time you looked up, he was somewhere else,” one attendee said. “Talking to someone new.”

Another attendee described the energy around Hollander as “magnetic,” noting that people weren’t just talking to him, they were waiting for a chance to.“ It didn’t feel like networking,” the source said. “It felt like orbiting.”
Unconfirmed reports suggest that music icon Elton John was also present at the event, and that at one point in the evening, Hollander was seen sitting beside him at the piano, singing along while noticeably intoxicated.
TMZ has not verified that footage, but multiple sources described the moment in similar terms.

“Everyone kind of stopped what they were doing,” one attendee said. “It was chaotic, but in a good way.”
Meanwhile, across the Atlantic, the reaction has been immediate.



Several sources close to NHL teams tell TMZ that players around the league have been “very aware” of Hollander’s UK appearances, with one describing locker room conversations as “less about hockey, more about whatever is happening in England right now.”
Another source put it more bluntly. “Phones are out,” they said. “Nobody is missing this.”



Which raises a familiar question.

What does this mean for Detroit Red Wings captain Mateo Alvarez?

The two have been repeatedly linked over the past several months, with sightings in Montreal and Detroit suggesting a connection that appears anything but casual.

And yet, as Hollander’s UK stay continues to generate headlines, there has been no indication from either player that anything has changed or needs to be addressed.
If anything, the lack of response is only adding to the speculation. Because at this point, it’s no longer just about who Hollander is spending time with.

It’s how many people seem willing to spend time with him.



As one source close to the situation told TMZ:

“It’s like the entire UK entertainment industry met him once and collectively decided.. he’s ours now.”

For now, nothing has been confirmed.

But if the past three days are any indication, The Hollander Effect isn’t slowing down.
It’s expanding.

Across cities. Across industries.

And now, across continents.

@HockeyChaos

WHAT DOES THIS MEAN.

❤️ 482.6K 🔁 171.3K 💬 96.8K
↳ @MetroManiac514

IT MEANS HE LEFT THE COUNTRY AND SOMEHOW GOT WORSE

❤️ 301.4K 🔁 98.7K 💬 44.2K
↳ @UKPopInsider

you don’t understand, he has entered OUR ecosystem now

❤️ 212.8K 🔁 63.5K 💬 28.1K
↳ @PuckBunny93

no because why does it feel like we lost custody

❤️ 389.7K 🔁 132.4K 💬 61.3K



↳ @BiActuallyUK

you didn’t lose custody. we took him

❤️ 201.3K 🔁 58.4K 💬 24.6K
↳ @TomFromClapham

i woke up to this man trending a few days ago, and now apparently we share a country. I don’t like how quickly this escalated

❤️ 148.6K 🔁 39.2K 💬 17.8K

@MetroManiac514

THE PERSON WITH THE WISHLIST GOT HALF THE NAMES RIGHT I NEED THEM QUESTIONED IMMEDIATELY

❤️ 521.9K 🔁 188.6K 💬 102.4K
↳ @gayandconfused

no literally who are you and why were you so accurate

❤️ 344.2K 🔁 109.7K 💬 49.8K
↳ @ShaneInLondon

if they start naming locations i’m calling the police

❤️ 198.3K 🔁 57.6K 💬 22.4K
↳ @MetroStan19

DROP THE NEXT LIST NOW. DO NOT BE SHY.

❤️ 412.6K 🔁 147.3K 💬 68.2K
↳ @QueerGossipUK

i’m just saying.. the Bailey rumours were not new information over here

❤️ 173.2K 🔁 49.7K 💬 20.9K

@PuckBunny93

my new wishlist is Jonathan Bailey, Shane Hollander and Paul Mescal in one room and i will not be elaborating

❤️ 603.4K 🔁 221.7K 💬 128.9K
↳ @bi_disaster

you don’t need to elaborate. we understand perfectly

❤️ 388.2K 🔁 130.4K 💬 61.7K
↳ @GayLad66

I offer myself as tribute. I have a room they can borrow.

❤️ 421.7K 🔁 152.6K 💬 71.3K
↳ @CafegirlyEllie

if this happens in London, I will simply pass away on the spot

❤️ 233.4K 🔁 68.2K 💬 29.1K

@bi_disaster

i am foaming at the mouth with all the possible Shane ships right now

❤️ 612.4K 🔁 208.7K 💬 131.6K
↳ @gayandconfused

SHANE AND TOM BLYTH???

❤️ 401.8K 🔁 129.6K 💬 71.3K
↳ @UKPopInsider

no because Shane and Michael Ward would actually alter my brain chemistry

❤️ 366.2K 🔁 114.7K 💬 62.9K
↳ @MetroManiac514

WHY IS NO ONE TALKING ABOUT SHANE AND HARRY STYLES

❤️ 522.7K 🔁 176.4K 💬 98.1K
↳ @PuckBunny93

WE CAN’T THINK ABOUT IT. IT WOULD BE TOO POWERFUL. NONE OF US WOULD SURVIVE IT

❤️ 688.3K 🔁 241.9K 💬 139.4K
↳ @BiActuallyUK

If Harry Styles and Shane Hollander were in the same photo together i would simply need to be sent to the psych ward.

❤️ 349.8K 🔁 108.7K 💬 47.6K
↳ @MesanderUpdates

Shane Hollander and Paul Mescal in the same room and you all want me to be normal about it??

❤️ 601.2K 🔁 214.6K 💬 123.8K
↳ @unwell4shane

SHANE AND DEV PATEL. I AM BEGGING YOU ALL TO KEEP UP

❤️ 497.3K 🔁 168.7K 💬 92.5K
↳ @HollanderNation

Every man in that list is a different version of perfection

❤️ 458.6K 🔁 152.3K 💬 81.7K
↳ @UKCelebWatch

this isn’t even shipping anymore this is just mass hysteria

❤️ 288.4K 🔁 82.1K 💬 34.7K
↳ @MetroStan19

Hollander hysteria *

❤️ 462.7K 🔁 152.3K 💬 81.4K

@unwell4shane

i would send my firstborn as payment to whoever has the footage of Shane Hollander drunk singing next to Elton John

❤️ 712.8K 🔁 289.4K 💬 160.2K
↳ @HockeyDad

please do not say things like this

❤️ 214.6K 🔁 39.8K 💬 18.1K
↳ @UKMusicScene

if that video exists it is worth more than anything currently in circulation

❤️ 301.7K 🔁 94.2K 💬 41.6K
↳ @MetroManiac514

NO BECAUSE HIM ON THE PIANO BENCH??? I NEED IT

❤️ 498.3K 🔁 176.2K 💬 89.7K
↳ @ProperTeaSpill

If Elton John let him sit there i need to understand what kind of charm we are dealing with

❤️ 267.9K 🔁 78.6K 💬 33.2K

@Shaneo

WHO PREDICTED THE SKINS X SHANE HOLLANDER CROSSOVER. SHOW YOURSELVES.

❤️ 540.6K 🔁 197.3K 💬 110.8K
↳ @bi_disaster

that one person with the list needs to read my tarot immediately

❤️ 366.1K 🔁 118.4K 💬 54.2K
↳ @UKCelebWatch

for those of us who grew up on Skins, I need it to be known shane hollander is living our dream right now

❤️ 284.7K 🔁 86.2K 💬 36.9K

@PuckBunny93

CHICKEN SHOP DATE WITH AMELIA DIMOLEDENBERG INCOMING I CAN FEEL IT

❤️ 468.2K 🔁 162.7K 💬 93.4K
↳ @UKPopInsider

if that happens the internet will not recover

❤️ 298.6K 🔁 91.3K 💬 40.8K
↳ @bi_disaster

she would ask one question and he would smile and it would be over

❤️ 401.7K 🔁 139.8K 💬 64.7K
↳ @MetroManiac514

I DON’T CARE IF SHANE IS FLIRTY NOW, THAT BOY IS STILL AWKWARD AS HELL. A chicken shop date would be insane. the two of them together????

❤️ 350.9K 🔁 118.2K 💬 52.3K



↳ @AmeliaUpdatesUK

the awkwardness and charm of this date would feed generations i’m so serious

❤️ 274.8K 🔁 81.6K 💬 35.9K

@HollanderNation

there is so much to unpack in this article i don’t even know where to start. Shane Hollander, no one keeps me on my toes like you

❤️ 389.4K 🔁 128.6K 💬 72.1K
↳ @HockeyIsForAll

this is what it looks like when someone is fully inhabiting their life publicly

❤️ 201.8K 🔁 54.3K 💬 21.6K
↳ @bi_disaster

i log on every day and he has somehow escalated again

❤️ 344.7K 🔁 110.9K 💬 49.8K
↳ @UKCelebWatch

we would like to formally thank Canada for this contribution

❤️ 276.2K 🔁 87.5K 💬 36.4K



↳ @FlatShareMia

my entire flat learned about this man 3 days ago and now we’re making powerpoint presentations about his dating life. he is our new group project

❤️ 223.8K 🔁 63.1K 💬 27.4K

@StatsHockey

UK sightings (3 days): high

verified names attached: increasing

situation clarity: decreasing rapidly

❤️ 298.1K 🔁 88.6K 💬 33.7K
↳ @HockeyChaos

we are losing the plot and i am okay with that

❤️ 312.6K 🔁 101.4K 💬 44.5K

@ProperFootyTalk

Right so I’ve looked into it. so this is like if Haaland came out and suddenly everyone in the league wanted a piece of him. fair enough. Also, he’s a good looking lad i’ll give you that

❤️ 284.6K 🔁 83.2K 💬 36.7K
↳ @ShaneInLondon

welcome. you’re one of us now

❤️ 322.4K 🔁 96.1K 💬 42.3K

@QueerGossipUK

WHY IS NO ONE TALKING ABOUT THE FACT HE IS APPARENTLY STAYING WITH JONATHAN BAILEY

❤️ 418.6K 🔁 152.4K 💬 109.7K
↳ @HockeyChaos

NO BECAUSE I THOUGHT WE WERE ALL JUST IGNORING THAT PART???

❤️ 301.2K 🔁 97.8K 💬 48.6K
↳ @PuckBunny93

i saw that and simply decided not to process it yet

❤️ 356.4K 🔁 121.6K 💬 59.2K
↳ @ShaneInLondon

Hove is quiet. people mind their business. just saying

❤️ 272.8K 🔁 83.4K 💬 36.1K
↳ @CafegirlyEllie

my friend literally saw them walking near the seafront yesterday and didn’t take a photo because “it felt rude”

❤️ 389.7K 🔁 139.5K 💬 71.8K
↳ @MetroManiac514

YOU MEAN TO TELL ME PEOPLE SAW THEM AND JUST LET THAT HAPPEN???

❤️ 441.2K 🔁 162.3K 💬 84.7K
↳ @BiActuallyUK

yeah we don’t do that here. you clock it, you keep it moving, you tell your group chat later

❤️ 512.6K 🔁 189.7K 💬 97.3K
↳ @gayandconfused

so the UK is just CASUALLY better than us at this

❤️ 308.4K 🔁 101.6K 💬 45.9K



↳ @QueerGossipUK

if he’s actually staying in Hove with Jonathan Bailey, this is not casual

❤️ 372.6K 🔁 128.4K 💬 61.7K
↳ @MetroManiac514

OH SO NOW WE’RE SAYING IT OUT LOUD

❤️ 441.8K 🔁 152.6K 💬 79.3K

@DetroitClubbing

Believe me or don’t, but last night i was literally just walking into Casa de Rafa, and you know that office space next door that’s linked to Rafa and Mateo??

tell me WHY i saw Ilya Rozanov and Mateo Alvarez walk out of there together laughing like it was nothing

❤️ 892.4K 🔁 341.7K 💬 201.3K

@HockeyChaos

IS MATEO ALVAREZ CHEATING ON SHANE HOLLANDER WITH HIS RIVAL???

❤️ 712.6K 🔁 281.3K 💬 168.4K
↳ @Shaneo

NO. NO WE ARE NOT DOING THIS.

❤️ 401.2K 🔁 132.7K 💬 79.6K
↳ @MetroManiac514

WAIT AREN’T ILYA AND MATEO ALSO RIVALS???

❤️ 522.4K 🔁 176.8K 💬 101.2K
↳ @gayandconfused

has anyone ever actually seen these two interact before today be honest

❤️ 468.7K 🔁 154.2K 💬 88.3K
↳ @HockeyDetective

timeline update:

• no recorded public interaction between Rozanov and Alvarez before today

• sudden private meeting observed

conclusion: anomaly

❤️ 389.6K 🔁 121.5K 💬 54.7K

@HollanovArchive

TOLD YOU SO.

❤️ 498.3K 🔁 168.9K 💬 112.4K
↳ @ShaneoCentral

HOW DOES THIS HAVE ANYTHING TO DO WITH HOLLANOV??? THIS IS ILYA AND MATEO

❤️ 372.6K 🔁 119.8K 💬 66.1K
↳ @ShaydJeo

You’re all thinking too small again

❤️ 284.7K 🔁 88.4K 💬 47.2K
↳ @gayandconfused

no because what if they’re a throuple

❤️ 512.4K 🔁 178.3K 💬 104.6K
↳ @Hollanov2481

Ilya does not share

❤️ 421.7K 🔁 142.6K 💬 79.3K
↳ @PuckBunny93

if i could have Shane Hollander AND Mateo Alvarez i would LEARN. i would ADAPT. i would GROW.

❤️ 693.2K 🔁 261.7K 💬 149.8K

@bi_disaster

this week started as Shane is in the UK and has now become Ilya Rozanov and Mateo Alvarez leaving a secret office together laughing. i need everyone to take a breath

❤️ 588.4K 🔁 201.3K 💬 118.7K
↳ @unwell4shane

I CAN’T TAKE A BREATH

❤️ 441.6K 🔁 153.8K 💬 92.4K
↳ @HockeyDad

they played hockey tonight

❤️ 302.8K 🔁 74.6K 💬 28.1K
↳ @QueerHockeyGirl

something is in that NHL water and i don’t think any of them are immune anymore

❤️ 279.6K 🔁 73.4K 💬 27.9K
↳ @HockeyAnalyticsGuy

games played: yes

narrative stability: no

❤️ 341.2K 🔁 96.7K 💬 38.5K
↳ @gayandconfused

no because the laughing part is what’s getting me. WHY WERE THEY LAUGHING

❤️ 522.4K 🔁 188.9K 💬 101.7K
↳ @Shaneo

i am choosing to ignore this information until further notice

❤️ 401.6K 🔁 129.3K 💬 72.4K
↳ @Hollanov2481

of course Mateo Alvarez wants a piece of Ilya Rozanov. Who could blame him.

❤️ 366.9K 🔁 118.2K 💬 63.1K
↳ @PuckBunny93

THE SECRET OFFICE IS WHAT’S TAKING ME OUT. WHAT ARE THEY DOING IN THERE

❤️ 611.3K 🔁 229.4K 💬 137.6K

@HollanderNation

i am choosing to believe there is context we do not have and will not be speculating further at this time

❤️ 288.6K 🔁 78.3K 💬 41.2K
↳ @bi_disaster

you say this every time and then immediately speculate

❤️ 412.5K 🔁 139.8K 💬 67.3K

@MateosBrainCell

i am once again asking what exactly Mateo Alvarez thinks he is doing

❤️ 529.4K 🔁 183.7K 💬 102.6K
↳ @Feral4Alvarez

whatever he wants ❤️

❤️ 612.3K 🔁 228.1K 💬 121.4K
↳ @AlvarezBabe

he has always been our free spirit king i will not question him at this time

❤️ 478.9K 🔁 162.7K 💬 89.3K

December 25th



@PopCultureLeakUK

UPDATE: Mateo Alvarez has now been spotted at Heathrow, and multiple sources say Shane Hollander was the one who picked him up.

Later sightings place both of them in Hove, East Sussex.. and yes, we’re hearing they are staying with Jonathan Bailey.

This is no longer a rumour. This is actively unfolding.

❤️ 764.3K 🔁 298.6K 💬 182.1K

@Shaneo

SEE I TOLD YOU THE LOVE BIRDS WEREN’T GOING ANYWHERE. THEY ARE OPEN. THEY ARE FREE. THEY ARE STILL DOWN BAD.

❤️ 688.4K 🔁 241.6K 💬 139.7K
↳ @HollanderGirl

they crossed an ocean just to stay exactly the same i’m crying

❤️ 402.7K 🔁 131.2K 💬 68.4K
↳ @HockeyAnalyticsGuy

distance: irrelevant

attachment: intact

❤️ 311.6K 🔁 96.4K 💬 41.2K
↳ @bi_disaster

they said “yes we’re boyfriends” and then doubled down internationally

❤️ 519.3K 🔁 182.7K 💬 97.6K

@PuckBunny93

SHANE HOLLANDER. MATEO ALVAREZ. JONATHAN BAILEY. IN A HOUSE TOGETHER.

I WAS NOT BUILT FOR THIS LEVEL OF BEAUTY

❤️ 912.6K 🔁 348.9K 💬 211.3K
↳ @unwell4shane

HE PICKED HIM UP AT THE AIRPORT LIKE A ROMCOM THIS IS SICK

❤️ 566.2K 🔁 201.4K 💬 120.6K
↳ @UKPopInsider

SO MUCH IS HAPPENING.

❤️ 401.8K 🔁 128.6K 💬 61.9K
↳ @MetroManiac514

THIS IS A POWER STRUCTURE WE WERE NOT MEANT TO WITNESS

❤️ 522.7K 🔁 176.4K 💬 92.3K
↳ @BiActuallyUK

the uk welcomes them and also fears them

❤️ 348.5K 🔁 109.7K 💬 47.2K

@HollanderNation

no matter what the narrative becomes, i just need it on record that i love Shane Hollander and Mateo Alvarez together. there is something real there

❤️ 603.2K 🔁 211.7K 💬 118.4K



liked by @haydenPike35 ✓

liked by @JJBoiziau ✓

liked by @CliffMarlow ✓

liked by @LucRoy ✓

liked by @shane_hollander24 ✓

liked by @MateoAlvarez19 ✓
↳ @HockeyIsForAll

you can hold that truth and still accept that their relationship doesn’t follow a traditional structure

❤️ 288.7K 🔁 79.6K 💬 33.2K
↳ @GaySportsWatch

whatever this is, it’s intentional. that’s what matters

❤️ 244.9K 🔁 63.4K 💬 27.1K
↳ @bi_disaster

they’re in love AND they’re chaotic. both things are true

❤️ 418.6K 🔁 146.2K 💬 71.3K
@ProperFootyTalk

right okay now there are TWO of them. who are these people in football terms i need this explained properly

❤️ 384.7K 🔁 118.2K 💬 52.6K
↳ @ShaneInLondon

Imagine Haaland and Kylian Mbappé were dating

❤️ 612.3K 🔁 221.4K 💬 109.8K
↳ @SundayLeagueDan

..that feels wrong but i understand it

❤️ 298.4K 🔁 82.7K 💬 34.6K
↳ @gayandconfused

wouldn’t rozanov be more the Mbappé type

❤️ 441.2K 🔁 139.6K 💬 68.1K
↳ @ShaneInLondon

yeah okay so Haaland and Mbappé. or Haaland and Harry Kane. Either way, that’s the scale of what i’m trying to explain

❤️ 517.6K 🔁 168.3K 💬 79.4K
↳ @ProperFootyTalk

oh my god

❤️ 689.1K 🔁 241.7K 💬 132.8K
↳ @BiActuallyUK

welcome to the problem

❤️ 352.8K 🔁 104.9K 💬 45.7K
↳ @HockeyAnalyticsGuy

participants: 3

emotional stakes: high

public reaction: irreversible

❤️ 301.7K 🔁 88.4K 💬 32.9K

@shane_hollander24 ✓

Missed my mush so much. first trip with my man ❤️

❤️ 1.2M 🔁 498.7K 💬 412.6K

liked by @haydenPike35 ✓

liked by @JJBoiziau ✓

liked by @LucRoy ✓

liked by @CliffMarlow ✓

liked by @ElijahKnots ✓
↳ @MateoAlvarez19 ✓

Mi rey, I missed you more. Happy I get to explore the UK with you ❤️

❤️ 1.4M 🔁 562.3K 💬 487.9K



↳ @Shaneo

FIRST TRIP WITH MY MAN?????????

❤️ 892.6K 🔁 311.4K 💬 201.7K
↳ @MetroManiac514

WE HAVE LEFT SPECULATION BEHIND

❤️ 801.3K 🔁 276.2K 💬 184.9K
↳ @PuckBunny93

I WOULD LIKE TO FORMALLY APOLOGIZE FOR EVER DOUBTING THEM.

THEY ARE SICKENING

❤️ 745.2K 🔁 258.7K 💬 173.4K
↳ @bi_disaster

oh so we’re just saying it OUT LOUD now

❤️ 688.4K 🔁 231.6K 💬 152.8K
↳ @unwell4shane

MY MAN. HE SAID MY MAN. I NEED HELP

❤️ 902.7K 🔁 338.1K 💬 221.6K
↳ @HollanderNation

we are witnessing something very real and very beautiful

❤️ 544.8K 🔁 169.3K 💬 98.4K
↳ @HockeyDad

good for them

❤️ 611.6K 🔁 142.7K 💬 61.2K
↳ @gayandconfused

they went international and got SOFTER???

❤️ 672.1K 🔁 224.8K 💬 139.7K
↳ @QueerHockeyGirl

this is what it looks like when people feel safe being seen

❤️ 402.6K 🔁 108.4K 💬 44.3K

 
 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    Okay, firstly, I want to say that I know we are in 2014, but my fic is time-bending.
So even though Bridgerton wasn’t around in 2014, and half these celebrities weren’t famous yet, we are just going to imagine them in current time..
So 2026 Jonathan Bailey and all other celebrities mentioned, with 2014 Shane.
IT MAKES SENSE TO ME AND I AM WRITING THIS FIC SO THAT'S WHAT IS MOST IMPORTANT.
When I originally decided to have a British actor in this, I had just finished watching the first part of the newest season of Bridgerton, and as always, Jonathan Bailey did something to me.
Before speculation runs wild.
Mateo and Ilya are doing NOTHING nefarious. There is nothing shady happening behind Shane’s back, and all of it will be explained in the next chapter.
The next chapter will be a flashback through the week from when Shane gets home from Boston and has a hard conversation with Hayden and J.J., until Shane gets home from the UK.
It will also have at least two, if not three, different POVs.

Parts will feel a bit different than my usual chapter writing, because I will not be sitting in certain moments for as long as I usually do.
The UK portion is meant to fly by as Shane is experiencing things and letting himself detach from his reality and enjoy the moment he is currently in, like people deserve on vacation.
We will learn the backstory of Shane and the British actor.
It is going to be long, but I won’t have it ready for a few days, so I wanted to give this shorter treat.
I am going to start stacking chapters and try to have a few finished before posting, so there may be a delay in posting for the next few days, as I complete a few chapters.
I actually hate doing soc med, it always feels like a good idea at the time, but the more world-building I am creating, the harder it gets.
It is so hard to do, there is so much repetition, and I try so hard to be Twitter funny which is extremely NOT EASY
TRYING TO BE TWITTER FUNNY IS ACTIVELY HARD.
I don’t know how much I’ll be doing of this moving forward, but I really wanted to do a week told through twitter reactions so bad, so here we go.
Also, when it comes to Aaron Taylor-Johnson's portion with his wife, that is all meant in light fun.
I was on that side of social media for a few months two years ago, and I know this is how people would talk about any woman seen with him, and I thought it would be funny to put that energy onto Shane.

In future chapters, I am going to try some coding and new things. It has been hard. I haven’t coded since my Nexopia days. (If you’re a Canadian millennial, you know what I mean)
For those people who are going to miss the Shane x Cliff relationship, I will, too.
I am deeply attached to all the characters in this fic.
But I will say, their friendship is still important.
I was deeply scared for how the last chapter was going to be received. It was heavy for me to write.
But I really loved it, and I thought every part was important to the story moving forward.
I am happy it got such a positive reaction, even though people were feeling their feelings deeply.
Don’t forget not only to subscribe to this fic, but to my account, just in case I drop anything in the future.
ALSO, STOP THROWING YOUR PHONES AT THE WALL ON MY ACCOUNT.
IN THIS ECONOMY?
I made a new Threads account. Send all your thoughts and prayers so this one doesn’t get banned.
If I am not following or replying as much, that is because I am trying to wait a week or two and let it see me as a real person and not a bot.
But follow me regardless!!!
@misplacedmetaphor1221

I just want to say once again, for the people who have been here supporting and reading the fic, I love you.

Over 400,000 hits and 9000 kudos is absolutely mind-boggling to me.
It has been hard having so much exposure and so many opinions on my fic.
But it has also been so deeply impactful to have such a beautiful SHIAS community and all the beautiful and thoughtful comments on this fic and to me in general.
Thank you for all the comments, kudos, and for sharing this fic. Thank you to those who share for always reminding people to mind the tags as well.
A MUCH LONGER CHAPTER IS COMING SOON.
And for all my Taurus babies out there, I love you ♉️


  


      

  












      Chapter 29: You’re not run through, you’re in demand
  



    Chapter Notes

      Quick note: this story isn’t centred around one relationship or Ilya/Shane only.
Shane’s life, connections, and growth exist across multiple dynamics, and different chapters will focus on different parts of that. Not every chapter is meant to be read through the same lens.
This chapter is about Shane.

My threads got banned.. again..
Follow me on Twitter @misplacedmeta4 or Instagram @misplacedmetaphor__ (two underscores)
I enjoyed answering questions about my fic and will continue to do so there.

Make sure you have "show creators style" on for the coding in this chapter. xoxo

Content warning:
a much-needed conversation between best friends
fucking used as a form of emotional reprogramming
a mature UK baddie enters the chat
an overwhelming amount of texting from too many people
avoidance from some, processing from others


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (boyfriend)

Carter Vaughn: New York (recent diagnosis, not coping well)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (free use, religious experience, still worshipping)

Troy Barrett: Toronto (handled with care, confusing outcome)

Julian Moreau: Vancouver (one-day boyfriend, would try again)

see end for updates



December 20th 2014

Montreal

Shane POV



After what felt like the longest day he’s had in a while, Shane finally gets back to his apartment at four PM.

He turns the lights on and drops his bag onto the ground beside his lined-up row of shoes, the sound louder than it should be in the quiet of the room.

He stays there for a second, keys still in his hand, before setting them down.
The last two days took something from him that he isn’t sure he’s getting back.

It is weird looking at his place, which looks the same as how he left it, knowing something inside of himself was fundamentally different now.

He drags a hand over his face, pressing his thumb into the corner of his eye like he can clear it out.



There’s too much sitting in his head about what went down with him and Ilya.

Cliff, too. He doesn’t touch that one for long because it hurts.

But underneath, something quieter is lingering. Relief that Ilya isn’t a secret anymore.

At least not with the people he’s actually closest to.



When he got back to the hotel earlier, J.J. and Hayden were there, hovering in that careful way they get when they’re trying not to push.

It was exactly what he needed.

They didn’t bother him with questions, but he knew they were coming.
Before they left for the airport, Hayden told him they’d come by later that night.

To actually talk.

Shane didn’t argue.

He had just nodded, his eyes on the carpet, rubbing his fingers over the seam of his shirt.

He appreciated them leaving it alone earlier, when he couldn’t have handled it.
On the plane, Shane made a list of what he’d need for the UK.

He’d mentioned the British actor to Mateo a lot before.

How he reached out after Shane came out.

How their connection had grown since then.



Jonathan Bailey.

Anthony Bridgerton.

Openly gay, which even now still feels rare enough to matter.



The first time Jonathan suggested he come spend his bye week in the UK, Shane shut it down.

Flying across the world to stay with someone he’d never met didn’t make sense.

Especially not over the holidays.
After Jonathan brought it up a couple more times, Shane started actually considering it.



He even asked Mateo what he thought.

Mateo was on board immediately, reminding Shane that his life had changed so much in the last few months, and that he deserved a break, a change of scenery.
From all the pictures and stories Jonathan had told him about Hove, on the East Sussex coast, where he lived, it started to feel like exactly what Shane needed.
So when Mateo bought him a first-class ticket leaving the next morning, Shane texted Jonathan.

He half-expected a no after turning it down so many times.

But he didn’t get one. He got an enthusiastic yes.

His whole body felt lighter the moment he saw Jonathan’s message about all the things they could do, or not do, over the week together.


####





Shane spent an hour packing and then felt drained enough to lie down and fall asleep.



He didn't realize how long he’s been out until he heard banging somewhere outside his room. Maybe the front door.

He doesn’t get up. He just lets it fade and drifts back to sleep.

He doesn’t know if it’s minutes or hours later when he’s woken up again, this time by voices in his room.
“Shane?” A voice that sounds like Hayden. He mumbles something and tries to sink back under.

“Shane!!” This one is J.J.
Shane opens his eyes, and instantly feels drowsy.

He blinks once and sees two figures standing in his room, watching him.
“Mmm,” he mumbles, yawning into a stretch. “I can’t move right now, I’m too cozy. Take off your outside clothes and come join me.” He reaches his arms out to them.
They both strip down to their boxers and slide into bed on either side of him, the mattress dipping a little under them.
“I can only stay about an hour and a half, the girls are at dance right now, then I need to get home.. but J.J. is staying here tonight. Making sure you’re okay.” Hayden says, and Shane nuzzles into him, pressing closer into his side. “Okay,” is all Shane manages.
“Okay, so can you tell us what the fuck happened today.. specifically with Rozanov. We have ideas, but we need to hear it from you.” J.J. says, his voice edged with annoyance.
Shane sits up in bed beside his best friends and takes a deep breath, dragging a hand down his face before letting it fall.

At this point, they have heard what Shane said to Ilya. They know something happened, something bad enough to cause a meltdown, and he is worried that if he doesn’t set the record straight, there will be a fight, or something worse that unfolds.
“You both can’t say anything to anyone. This stays in the vault.”
They both sit up next to him, and he catches the look that passes between them.

“We promise, Shane,” Hayden says.

“Our lips are sealed,” J.J. adds.
“Ilya is the guy I told you about. The one I’ve had a thing with.. on and off since our rookie season.”

The room goes completely silent.

They are both looking at him, deeply confused. Hayden looks annoyed.
“Fucking Rozanov?” Hayden finally says. “Seriously.. him? Shane?”

J.J. stays quiet, and Shane doesn’t know what to make of it.

“How did this happen?” Hayden asks, nosy as ever.





####





Shane spends the next while explaining as much as he can about his history with Ilya, without sharing the parts that feel too personal, or too.. theirs..

Hayden asks so many questions, with way too much commentary.
“So he just started jerking himself off in the shower in front of you? What a cocky bastard.”

“You got down on your knees THAT FAST during your first time with a man? You are such a horny devil, Hollander, I swear. You never cease to amaze me.”

“SCOTT HUNTER WAS NEXT DOOR? You could have given the old man a heart attack.”
J.J. mostly just listens, taking it in. Sometimes he smiles or laughs, other times he looks angry at what Shane is telling him.
“So your first time doing anal, he is practically making love to you, and then you don’t hear from him after that?” Hayden asks. He sounds more annoyed now.
When Shane explains the Sochi story, he tries to do it from Ilya’s POV, now understanding more why he was probably anxious in his hometown, being seen with Shane for good reason.

“He could have communicated that better, “not here” is good and all, but a simple “I can’t talk to you here, it’s not safe. I’ll text you when I am back in America, but I am okay” would have been enough.”
“I don’t know, Hayds, I don’t know what it is like for him there.”
“Okay, fine. Fair enough, but then.. he still didn’t text you for all those months after that? Not talking to you from November until he sees you in Sochi in February, then being rude, then not talking to you again until he sees you in Vegas at the end of June is fucked up.”

“I am sorry, Shane,” is all J.J. says.



Shane tells them more about Vegas, about the bathroom, about how needy and pathetic he was.

About their deal, touching himself, how hot the experience was, until they had sex, which was good, but lacked all emotion and felt like a full 180 from their first time. How they didn’t even kiss.
“What a fucking fool, who wouldn’t want to kiss you?” J.J. says.

“I am literally obsessed with kissing you,” Hayden says before he pulls Shane in for a messy kiss, then pulls back, “mm, what a fool indeed, you are delicious.”

“I want a taste,” J.J. says, turning Shane and pulling him in for a kiss.

“Yep. It is confirmed, Rozanov is out of his mind to have you in his bed and not kiss you. His loss.”

They all laugh.
Shane continues the story of how this interaction was the catalyst for him to come out and start living more authentically.

He moves through going to Boston before the season began, to Ilya coming over at the beginning of October and acting possessive about the marks on him from Mateo, asking all sorts of questions about his sex life.



He explains how Ilya didn’t reach out the next time they came to town, how Marlow reached out instead, and Marlow was hot and sweet, so he went for it.

He continues through everything, but waters down both Ilya’s interaction with Mateo on the ice and the phone call from eleven days ago, because his friends are too handsome to sit in jail, and the Metros need them to keep their streak.
He then gets to two nights earlier at the club.

“Shit, Shane, you don’t understand. He was determined to get in. I thought he might punch me to get into that bathroom.”

“You were mine. If he came in, he would have just had to stand there and watch,” J.J. says, lustful, but with enough playfulness to try to lighten the room.



“He was all over that girl, though, so what was up with that?” Hayden asks. “Was he trying to make you jealous?”

“I am not sure,” Shane says.

“Poor girl, she was cool.”

“Lainey was the best,” Shane agrees.
He then tells them about Ilya showing up at Cliff’s in the middle of the night while they were fucking, about walking out to him there in the kitchen, and what unfolded after that.

“So he wanted to fuck you? With Marly asleep in the next room, unknowingly?”

“I kissed him first.”

“That isn’t the point.”

“He wanted to roleplay as me?” J.J. says, intrigued and smirking. “He wishes you loved him as much as you love me when I fuck you. My Shane doesn’t even have to think twice. The moment you're on my cock, you're screaming you love me. I don’t blame him for being jealous.”

“Shut up, J.J.,” Shane says, blushing, knowing it is true.



He proceeds to tell them about the next day, how everything unfolded, and he watches as his friends’ faces move from annoyance to discomfort, to flat-out anger, to disbelief, to sadness.
Shane doesn’t even realize he is shaking and crying while telling it, until he feels both of their hands on him.
“Shane..” Hayden says, serious, his head down, like he feels responsible that he can’t take away Shane’s pain in this moment.

“I know,” Shane says.

“That isn’t fucking okay, I am going to fucking kill him,” J.J. says, almost shaking.

“No, I don’t want either of you saying anything to him or anyone else, and I don’t want you guys to hurt him,” Shane says simply.
“You are in love with him?” Hayden asks, repeating what Shane had said throughout the story.

“Yes, I think I have been for a long time. Or at least I thought I was.. I don’t know, I’m not as sure anymore.”

“And he told you he loved you, too, after everything?” Hayden asks.

“Yes, but the situation was intense, and I was all over the place, and he was too, so maybe he just said it. He probably doesn’t mean it.”

“Oh my god,” they both say at the same time, laughing and rolling their eyes, a brief break from the anger from a moment ago.
“You’re going to keep going back to him, aren’t you?” Hayden asks.

“No way he does, he needs to be done with him now, this is enough, Shane,” J.J. almost demands.

“I blocked his number,” is all Shane says, because he doesn’t have the energy to say what he really feels.
Which is that he thinks a part of him will always be with Ilya, no matter what he does, and he doesn’t know if he can stay away forever, but he is going to try.



“What about Mateo?” Hayden asks, and the question startles Shane.

“What do you mean?”

“If you keep going back to Ilya, what does that mean for you and Mateo?”
Shane feels panicked in this moment, like he is getting accused of something. “My love for Mateo has nothing to do with what I feel for Ilya. I am in love with Mateo. He isn’t going anywhere.” His tone comes off a little too strong. He continues, “I love him so much more than I ever loved Ilya.”
Hayden lets out a deep breath. “Look, Shane, I know you guys are in an open relationship, and you both want that, and are happy. You guys clearly have incredible communication.” He pauses, then continues, “which I know from my own experience is vital.. but if someone else Jackie had been seeing was this dysfunctional and volatile, I would start to wonder if I was coming second to this other relationship that was consuming her.”
“He doesn’t come second to anything, no offence to you guys, or anyone else, but my relationship with Mateo comes first to me. He is my partner. He is my person. What I had with Ilya doesn’t come close to what I have with Mateo. Ilya was a fantasy,” And Shane means that.
“We both love you with Mateo,” Hayden says.

“Yes, we do, I get a little jealous sometimes, because I always need your attention fully on me,” J.J. says with a playful smile, “but we still love Mateo for you.”
“I think it is important that Mateo hears this from you, clearly, when you are not in distress. That you aren’t going anywhere.” Hayden says firmly, looking directly at Shane like he needs him to hear this.
Shane realizes how right they are and feels sick at the thought that Mateo might think otherwise.

“I will talk to him about it,” Shane says.
They cuddle in bed for a while longer after that, and then Hayden leaves.
Once he is gone, J.J. helps him finish packing for the UK. They order in some dinner from J.J.’s favourite restaurant, and then they snuggle and make out for the rest of the night until they fall asleep.
####



December 21st 2014

Montreal



The next morning, after Shane has all his luggage packed and sitting by the door, J.J. brings him back into his room, strips him down naked, and places him on his hands and knees on the floor in front of his big mirror.
He proceeds to fuck Shane in doggy while their eyes hold on each other in the mirror, one hand on his hip, the other sliding up his spine, keeping him there, his grip firm every time he pushes back in, holding Shane in place as his body jolts forward with each thrust.
He eventually starts whispering things in Shane’s ear.
“You’re perfect just the way you are,” Shane feels him deep inside him as J.J. keeps moving, dragging himself out and pushing back in with intent, like he wants Shane to feel every inch of it, each push forcing a broken sound out of Shane’s mouth, his breath catching and falling apart on the exhale, “You think this is something to be ashamed of? Look at you.” Shane looks at himself being fucked, holding J.J.’s eye contact, seeing how his own skin is flushed, and his mouth hangs open, moaning, clinging to whatever J.J. says next, his fingers pressing harder into the floor, thighs trembling as he tries to hold himself up, he feels so in his body, his skin is electric. “You’re not run through, you’re in demand.”
“I’m in demand,” Shane repeats back, the words shaky at first, like he’s trying them on, telling himself this like a new mantra, while J.J. plunges into him deeper, forcing Shane forward with it, his hips stuttering back into J.J. on instinct, as he kisses the back of Shane's neck.
“People line up for you, that’s not a flaw, do you hear me?”

Shane nods his head as J.J. slows down his pace, the drag of it making him whine under his breath, his body resisting the change, wanting more.

“J.J.,” Shane whimpers out.

“tell me you hear me, Shane,” he says, biting down on his shoulder,

“I hear you J.J., I have nothing to be ashamed about, people line up for me,” his voice stuttering, trying to focus as J.J. moves inside him again.
“You let people in because you want to, not because you have to,” J.J. says, his hand sliding around Shane’s waist and holding him there as his hips ease back, then press in again, deeper. “Nothing about you is wrong, not like this.”
“You feel that? That pleasure you feel from being fucked so good, that’s yours. No one gets to take that from you.”
Each new thing J.J. says breaks through Shane, replacing everything Ilya made him believe about himself and his sex life. He is losing his mind, moaning loudly now, pushing back onto J.J.’s cock every time he fucks into him. He begins stroking himself, his hand moving with J.J.’s pace without thinking.
He locks eyes with J.J. again. “I love you so fucking much, J.J.,” Shane says, tears rolling down his cheek from how good this feels.
“I love you, Shane, and I’m the one who gets you like this? Yeah.. I win.” He fucks into Shane again, letting out a loud moan of his own, as Shane clenches around him.
“Anyone who makes you feel small doesn’t deserve to touch you,” J.J. says, moving his hips slower now, keeping Shane right there in it, letting him feel his big cock as it slides in and out as slowly as it can.
“You’re Shane fucking Hollander, you’re desirable, devastating, and fucking intoxicating.” After he says this, he pulls out, and Shane whimpers at the loss, his body chasing it instinctively. His ass grinding in the air, begging for J.J. to be inside him again.
“Get on top of me, watch how powerful you are riding me, baby,” J.J. says, and Shane does.
He watches himself in the mirror sink inch by inch on J.J.’s huge cock.

His body opens around him as he takes him in, his mouth drops open, and he moans as he lowers fully, his thighs shaking with the effort.

He sees the pleasure come over him as he takes him all. He glances down once, catching the devotion in J.J.’s eyes, before looking back at the mirror.
Shane drags his hips up and down, forward and back, feeling J.J. deep inside him, watching himself take it, watching what it looks like when he does.

He can see exactly what J.J. means now. Nothing about him like this looks ruined or wrong.
Shane leans in and kisses him slowly, then faster with more tongue as he continues to ride J.J.

J.J. begins stroking Shane now, his hand moving with him. The look in J.J.'s eyes darken, “I want you to cum all over my face,” J.J. says, “I want to drown in your beautiful cum, I want to taste it.”
Shane is pushed over the edge by that, he keeps fucking down onto J.J., his movements losing rhythm, turning desperate, “I am going to cum,” he says, J.J. sticks out his tongue and Shane cums, clenching over J.J.’s cock as he does it, his whole body tensing and shaking through it, cumming all over J.J.’s face like he asked, continuing to ride him, but as soon as his cum hits his tongue, J.J. cums too.
Shane leans over and starts messily making out with J.J., his own cum getting on his face as he presses theirs together, the cum in J.J.’s mouth slipping into his own as they kiss. J.J. grabs his face, opens his mouth, spits some of it back into him, and Shane swallows before kissing him again.
They spend a while kissing, slower now, not rushing it, and J.J. holds him, “I meant all of that, Shane. It wasn’t some kind of sex talk, it is the truth.”

“I know, I love you J.J.”

“I love you too, Shane,”
They shower, lingering a little longer than they need to, and J.J. drives him to the airport to catch his flight.



The drive is quieter than the morning had been.

It isn’t awkward between them, just worn through in a way things get after you cry, come, say too much, and mean all of it.
Shane leans his head back against the seat and watches the city go by without really taking it in. His body feels loose in some places and sore in others. His mind isn’t loud, but only because it is tired.
At the airport, J.J. kisses his temple before they part, and Shane holds onto that all throughout security and boarding. 





####





Shane is relaxed in his first-class pod, fiddling with his headphones, trying to decide which movie to watch before takeoff.

He lands on a new Rose Landry movie. He always loves anything with her in it.

He watches the first twenty minutes and then wakes up to the credits rolling.

He checks how far they are, and it says they have been in the sky for just over two hours. Four and a half more to go.
It started with a DM about five days after he came out publicly.

Shane had allotted himself twenty minutes a day to check Instagram DMs because the volume had gotten overwhelming, but his mom said it was important, that it was where celebrities and brands were most likely reaching out, or other athletes who might be in the closet looking for someone to talk to.
He was scrolling through names when he saw Jonathan Bailey, and it stopped him cold.



Besides movies, wrestling, and hockey, Shane didn’t watch much TV.. Unless it was the shows that Jackie made him watch.

When season one of Bridgerton came out, Jackie made the boys sit through a full day of binge-watching on their day off. By the time season two rolled around, they had a watch party with a few of Jackie’s friends and J.J.
So when Jonathan Bailey was in his DMs saying he had just been in LA, that one of his friends showed him the clip of the first-ever NHL star coming out as gay, and that he saw Shane and instantly wanted to reach out, Shane almost fainted.
It started with DMs here and there, then moved to texting, sending photos of each other through the day, Jonathan sending him photos of his latest Lego creation, and Shane sending back photos of himself post-workout.

They eventually moved to voice memos, which would sometimes come days apart depending on how busy their schedules were.
Over time, he built something with Jonathan that felt real. They were completely different people, but weirdly, they were kindred spirits. Both people who chased their dreams with so much passion that most could never understand.
They both understood what it meant to be on, and how important it was to turn off.

Somewhere along the way, Jonathan stopped feeling like a celebrity in Shane’s phone and started feeling like his friend.
He was charming in ways Shane hadn’t experienced before, all over the place in the way he talked and moved and held a room. Shane was excited to get to the UK and spend time with him, walk by the sea, and maybe get lost in each other.


####





A driver is waiting for Shane at the airport, a car service Jonathan told him he was sending because he had last minute reshoots and wouldn’t be able to make it in time to pick him up.
The driver is nice. He introduces himself as Henry.



Shane gets into the car and they pull out from Heathrow. He watches out the window and can’t stop noticing the road. Everything’s flipped.

Cars sliding past on the side that still feels wrong to his eyes, his brain not fully computing it yet.

The lanes are so narrow it looks like they shouldn’t work at all, like one bad move would send everyone into each other.



He keeps glancing out the window, taking in whatever he can before it’s gone. Rows of houses, then open stretches, then little clusters of shops that look older than anything he’s used to.



It’s colder here in a way that feels damp, the kind that sits in the air. The wind pushes at everything, even when it doesn’t look that strong.



Shane presses his hand to his hair for a second, wondering if he looks wrecked from the flight. He probably should’ve fixed himself up before getting in the car when he is about to see Jonathan fucking Bailey, but the thought doesn’t stay long.



He keeps looking out at everything as they pass it, too aware of actually being here to do much else.



He keeps thinking about Jonathan.

The idea of seeing him, hearing his voice, without a screen between them.

What it’s going to feel like to stand in front of him and not have to imagine it.

And whether it will still feel this easy once they are in the same room.



What it will feel like to be with his whimsy in person.

Whimsy is a word Shane learned after googling him, something people kept calling him. After getting to know him, it stuck. He was whimsical, and Shane loved it.



Shane thinks about Cliff for half a second.

The way things were left. What he might be sitting with right now.

The thought of Ilya follows right behind that.

He cuts both thoughts off before they can take shape.

Not here. Not right now.

He tells himself he’ll deal with it later.

He shakes his head once and goes back to the window.

His teeth press together without him noticing until he forces them apart.
The idea of a few quiet days by the seaside pulls at him too.

Something slower than he is used to.

Not being watched, not being perceived, not being Shane Hollander.

Just another person in the UK, where no one knows who he is.
He thinks about Mateo coming in a few days to join them, something he can look forward to without it taking away from this moment.
“We should be there in twenty minutes, Mr. Hollander,” Henry says from the front.

“Thank you, Henry,” Shane replies before he is back in his head.
The closer they get, the harder it is to stay still.

He moves in his seat, his knee bouncing without him meaning to, his eyes going from the window to his phone, then back out again. His energy is restless, the anticipation and excitement building.

He’s not pretending to be calm anymore. He just wants the car to stop so he can see him.





####





The car stops in front of a beautiful home tucked along one of the nicest streets in Hove.

Henry grabs Shane’s bags, and they say their goodbyes.
Shane walks up to the front door, taking in the outside architecture and the beauty of what is standing in front of him.



The door opens to a full bloom of a smile. Eyes bright, head tipping a fraction to the side like he's taking Shane in properly.

It isn’t the kind of smile that uses just his mouth. His whole face lights up in it.

One so big and welcoming that Shane feels his body release whatever anxiety he brought with him and just smiles back.

For a second, Shane just stands there, thrown by the fact that within a minute, Shane can tell none of this is an act.



“Well, if it isn’t Shane Hollander,” Jonathan says with a kind of effortless command Shane has never really encountered, which says something, because he knows a lot of charismatic men.



He’s already stepping back to let him in before Shane says anything.

Without thinking about it, Shane walks into his arms, and as soon as he feels them wrap around him, squeezing tight, one hand coming up the back of his neck, keeping him there a beat longer than expected, he drops his head onto Jonathan’s shoulder.
Shane takes his shoes off and follows Jonathan around on a tour of his four-bedroom home, its vibe a mix of coastal and farmhouse. Somehow, a mixture of calm and whimsical chaos. It feels like Jonathan.



As he shows Shane around, Shane notices how he talks with his whole body. He moves with incredible posture, almost gliding through the rooms like nothing ever interrupts the motion.



Shane knows a lot of men who move lightly on their feet. Hockey players have their own flair in the way they move through the world. But watching Jonathan walk, talk, and move is something Shane thinks he could admire for hours.



“This is your room,” he says, pushing the door open and stepping aside like he’s presenting it properly, even giving a small, unnecessary sweep of his hand. “You’re right next to me, which felt.. practical,” he adds, glancing back at Shane, the corner of his mouth lifting, “but also, it’s your holiday, so you can disappear whenever you like and I won’t take it personally. I’ll just wonder.”

He says it before winking at Shane.
They go into his kitchen, where Jonathan makes him tea and tells him all the things they could do while Shane is here.



Jonathan takes a sip of his tea too quickly and winces, pulling it away with a quiet “that was a mistake,” before laughing at himself and setting it down. “I always get too eager and burn myself, you would think I would have learnt by now.” His grin makes something in Shane’s stomach flutter.



Jonathan tells him he is very active in Hove and Brighton, that people here aren’t intrusive and mostly leave him alone.



It reminds Shane of Montreal before he came out. He would get noticed, but people were respectful. Now, wherever he goes, there seem to be people snapping pictures and posting about it on Twitter.
After going over the plans for the next few days, they end up taking a nighttime walk along the pebblestone beach
When they come back, Shane finds a chef in the kitchen, making them dinner. “I swear, I don’t have someone here every night cooking for me. I’m not that far gone. It has just been a busy week, and I wanted to make sure you ate something you’d enjoy.” He continues, “Usually when my weeks are busier, Pierre will come and cook a few dinners, meal prep for the week, and help me out a bit.” He smiles at the chef like they’re in on something together, stepping in to steal a taste off the spoon before being gently shooed away, laughing as he goes.
The chef gives them roasted squash with samphire, brown butter, and lemon, as well as some crispy new potatoes.



Everything is delicious, they eat, and Shane smiles, hums, and shimmies from his first bite.

Jonathan watches him with amusement before Shane starts asking him about buying the home, about the architecture, about how he ended up here.
They crack open an expensive bottle of wine, gossip about everything under the sun, and laugh until Shane’s belly hurts, Jonathan slipping into impressions without warning, committing fully, stretching it out longer than it needs to be just to make Shane laugh.



At one point, Jonathan looks at him a little more seriously than before.

“Do you ever wish it were quieter again? Your life?”

Shane knows the answer is sometimes yes.
But he doesn’t want to get into that right now, so he just tips his glass toward him. “It was a lot more boring before. Now it’s at least interesting.”

Jonathan looks him over like he doesn't fully believe Shane's answer, but doesn't push. “Boring can be nice sometimes, but interesting is better,” he says lightly, tapping Shane’s glass with his own, before moving on. “Remind me to tell you about the worst dinner party I’ve ever been to- actually, no, it involved a magician, and I still haven’t recovered-”
This is something they do often, gossip and tell each other stories.

He tells Shane about all the celebrity gossip he knows, but never remains on anything too long. He tells it like it’s theatre, lowering his voice for emphasis, widening his eyes at the right moments, never cruel, always entertained by it more than invested in it.



“-and then he says, no, wait, that’s not even the best part,” Jonathan cuts himself off, already laughing, hand coming up to cover his mouth before he leans forward again. “You have to hear this properly or it won’t land. I’m starting that over.”

Shane tells him all about the NHL and the men in it afterwards.
Shane doesn’t need to flirt much. Because Jonathan does enough for both of them. Like he doesn’t separate attention from affection. It’s all the same language to him. The way he focuses in and gives you his all, even if it’s unintentional.
He is magnetic. Shane finds himself waiting for him to finish speaking just to hear what comes next.
“I think you’re going to be surprised how much England is going to eat you up,” he says as they sit on his big couch, knees brushing, Jonathan leaning in when he says it.
“I’d be happy with just you eating me,” Shane says, a little tipsy, instantly feeling embarrassed about being so forward. “I mean-” he starts to say, but Jonathan just puts his hand on Shane’s knee, takes the wine glass from his hand, and scoots in a little closer for a kiss like it’s the most natural next step available to him.
The kiss is nice, just like anything Jonathan does. It feels lived in, comfortable, fully present.

It isn’t filled with lust. It’s filled with warmth.

Shane waits for the moment it turns into something hungrier.

It doesn’t.



When he tries to deepen it, sliding his tongue in, Jonathan pulls back just enough to kiss the tip of his nose instead.

“We have time,” Jonathan says, like he has already decided that for both of them. “You had a long flight, and are probably going to be jet-lagged. We should both go to sleep. Tomorrow we have a busy day of nature ahead of us.”
For half a second, Shane doesn’t know what to do with that. Most men he knows would have taken the opening and kept going. Jonathan closes it gently, like wanting him is not the same thing as needing to urgently take anything from him.
Jonathan stands up and puts out his hand for Shane to grab, pulling him up to his feet.

Jonathan walks him to the door of the room he will be staying in, and kisses him softly again before moving to walk towards his own room.
“I stocked your bathroom with a robe, some towels, some skin care, and lots of bath stuff. Go relax and enjoy.”
“Thanks, Jonathan, you’re a good host,” Shane says, smiling ear to ear.

“Anything for you, darling,” he says, like it didn’t require a second thought.



Shane goes into the room and walks straight to the bathroom, stripping down and looking through the stuff.

Bath bombs, different bubble baths, and some Epsom salts.



Shane turns on the water, letting it fill with bubbles before adding a bath bomb as well.

He grabs his phone and then gets in.
contact name: mom&Dad
 

note: 
today 9:24 p.m.



received: 
sent by: Yuna
You never texted us to let us know you got there safely, Shane.


received: 
At least Twitter lets us know.


received: 
sent by: David
Have fun, Shane, say hi to Big Ben for us.


sent: 
sent by: Shane
I am here safely. In Hove. Jonathan is great. Love you, guys.







That’s when Shane panics and goes to Twitter.

Seeing that he was, in fact, somehow recognized all the way in the UK, and everyone is speculating on who he is here visiting.

Shane can’t help but laugh in disbelief.

He is all the way across the world, and somehow he has become recognizable enough to be noticed in an airport in London.

 

METROS

Today 9:46 p.m.



Mitty
This better be a dick appointment, Shane.


We made it through 3 months undefeated.


We need to start January strong.


Luc Roy
Stop policing Shane’s sex life, Mitz, it is weird. Shane, have a good time.


Laine
If you meet Simone Ashley, please make hockey players look good.


Invite her to come back to Montreal and watch a game.


Berkes
Yes, Laine, shoot your shot.


Schneider
Collect those British men, Hollsy, they won’t know what hit them.


Andropov
Are you seriously with Jonathan Bailey cap?


Mitty
Aim for 4-5 men.


I feel like that could at least give us enough juju to get us through to mid-January.


Hayden Pike
Are you suggesting that Shane has sex with 4-5 men in the week he is in the UK?


Mitty
I have faith in him.


J.J. Boiziau
Mitty, with love, shut the fuck up.


Shane
I am here safe.



 



 

Kolya Andropov

today 11:25 p.m.



Kolya
Jonathan Bailey?!?! REALLY


Do you want me to FaceTime you with him tomorrow?


Shane, I would literally die.


Do you think you will meet Paul Mescal or Tom Blyth?


I think I just might. 😉


You can’t be serious.


I hate you


Have you talked to Maksim at all?


We have been texting a lot.


KOLYA, that is big news.


He fucked me good. I think I might go fly to Detroit tomororw for a few days.


OH MY GOD.


You need to come over when I get home. I need all the details.


Fine. Have a good time. And yes, FaceTime me tomorrow.



 



 

Troy Barrett

December 21st 9:58 PM



Troy Barrett
The fact that you are in the UK with JB and didn’t invite me is friendship ending


You have games this week.


Still unacceptable.


I expect very detailed retellings.


Deal.


Troy Barrett has notifications silenced.



 



 

J.J. & Hayden

today 11:35 p.m.



J.J.
I am sorry you got spotted. Have a good time.


Hayden
Jackie is losing her mind. She cannot believe it.


she knew you guys were talking, but being there, her group chat is losing its mind.


Shane
Love you guys. Have a good week off. Don’t miss me too much.


J.J.
IMPOSSIBLE



 



 

contact name: Mateo Alvarez ❤️🔥
 

note: 
today 11:40 pm



received: 
FaceTime me whenever you can, no matter the time. ❤️



 




Shane picks up the phone and calls Mateo,

“Cariño.” Mateo’s face lights up as soon as he answers the call.

“Hi, baby,” Shane says, smiling, his face flushed from drinking.

“Are you having a bubble bath?”

“Yes, I am relaxing and a bit drunk,” Shane says, his voice a little wobbly, before adding, “thank you for this, Teo, you were right, I needed this.”

“Enjoy yourself mi Cielo, I won’t keep you, you need to go rest and relax. Just wanted to tell you I love you.”

“I love you so much, have a good sleep. I will see you in a few days.”
Shane scrolls Twitter for a while longer, sits in the bathtub until he prunes, then gets out, dries off, puts on the plush robe, and gets into the bed, which is way comfier than it should be, and falls asleep.





####





December 22nd 2014

Hove, East Sussex
Shane’s first full day in England flies by.

They bundle up and start the day walking down to Real Patisserie, a French-style bakery, where Shane does something he doesn’t do often.. he splurges on carbs.
Walking around Hove is picturesque, peaceful, cozy, and free. He notices people noticing them, mostly Jonathan, but they still seem to mind their business.
That doesn’t stop Jonathan from engaging, saying hello, smiling at people who smile at him, talking to the bakery workers, and having people blush by simply being himself.

He thanks them by name when they leave.
When they are finished breakfast, they go for a run on the Seafront promenade, Shane running fast, trying to turn it into a competition, before slowing down and realizing Jonathan is running for pleasure, for the movement, for himself. Shane starts matching his pace, enjoying the run, taking in everything and letting Jonathan explain different things to him as they pass, Jonathan pointing things out without breaking stride, talking through it mid-step.

It feels simple in a way that almost makes him pause for a second, like he’s waiting for something to interrupt it. Nothing does.



They get back to his house, shower and have lunch that was meal prepped by Pierre last night.
After that, they go into Jonathan’s “hobby” room, a space with a ceiling-high shelving system that takes up a full wall, filled with movies, TV shows, records, figurines, and board games.
There is an easel with different art mediums, markers, paints, pencils, and watercolours.

There is another cabinet with finished LEGO sets on display, and if you open it, you find more LEGO ready to be built, along with other puzzles.



There is a big table in the middle.

Jonathan tells him to pick one, and they’ll work on it together while he is here.

Shane chooses a Harry Potter world set that has a lot of pieces that could keep them busy for a while.
They spend the next two hours building it, laughing and talking the entire time, Jonathan reading the instructions out loud in different voices, abandoning them halfway through.



“I used to do this for hours when I was filming season two,” Jonathan says, already reaching for another piece without looking up. “We had this tiny trailer and I just kept building things to stay sane. I think I finished three full sets in a week, which is- sorry, I’m rambling.”

He doesn’t actually stop. Shane likes hearing him ramble on about things. He never gets bored listening to him.
Being with Jonathan doesn’t ask anything of him.

It leaves more space for him to just be, than he is used to.

He keeps waiting for the moment he needs to turn on, and it doesn’t come.

He ends up leaning into the quiet of it without meaning to.

Just being in the moment with no expectations of anything else.



After LEGO, they go for a bike ride, but the wind picks up and it starts to rain. They don’t last long before they’re back at Jonathan’s, drying off.
The day is full, but his mind is quieter than it has been in days. He has barely stopped moving long enough for anything from home to catch up to him.
“I need help running some lines for next season. We start shooting full-time in the new year.”

“You want me to help you run lines for Bridgerton?” Shane asks, smiling, then adds, “I am not an actor, I will be horrible.”

“It is okay, just read the lines, don’t worry about acting them out, I don’t even act them out yet, I will just read mine back to you and focus on the body language and the words for now.”
They spend an hour doing that, and Shane is fascinated by the whole process, the way he internalizes the lines, how he works through them with movement first, crossing the room mid-line, turning back on a word, adjusting posture before finishing it, before projection or tone.

How he steps into Anthony Bridgerton, but still carries something of Jonathan through it.

It does something strange to Shane, watching him become someone else without ever feeling less himself.
“Tomorrow, I have a holiday party I was going to attend. A lot of UK celebrities will be there, but it isn’t like a big Hollywood party. It is a room full of my friends and peers. I was hoping you would join me.”

Shane panics for a minute before saying yes.



“I booked a spa appointment for the rest of the day a few weeks ago. I was able to get a spot for you to join me.”

Jonathan says, smiling, “We’ll get massages, facials, the whole thing..” He looks at Shane and smiles, “Don’t worry, no nail polish required,” then laughs again, “it is nice to get pampered and feel pretty before events like this, where you will see a lot of people.”

“I don’t think you need a lot of prep to look pretty,” Shane says.

“I’m an actor. I’d love to say I’m not vain.. but I’m not completely immune.”


####




They get to the spa, and Shane lets himself be fully pampered, receiving a relaxing massage that has nothing to do with recovery and everything to do with deep tranquillity.
He gets his first-ever manicure and pedicure and wonders why he has never done either before, because he feels refreshed and clean. Hayden and J.J. would love this. Mitty too.

He thinks about booking out a spa for his team and spoiling them with a full-day experience in the new year, some much-deserved team bonding after what has been an insane season so far.
He has an hour and a half facial and feels like his life has been changed forever.
The estheticians send him off with a package of different skincare samples, and his skin is plump and glowing.
They eat dinner, and then end up on Jonathan’s couch, Shane watching some hockey highlights while Jonathan’s head rests in his lap as he does a crossword. It feels nice.
Both of them together, doing different things in the same space.

It reminds him of something he wants with Mateo one day, ten years from now, existing side by side in their own worlds, together. 
Shane looks down at him and smiles. Jonathan notices and smiles back. “You’ve been one of my first friends completely outside of hockey in a long time, and it means a lot.”

Jonathan smiles like that answers something for him.

“I’m glad you’re getting a break from all of it,” he says, easily.

Shane nods, even though that isn’t really what this is, at least it isn’t what he was trying to get across.
Shane continues, “I usually have trouble connecting with people who don’t share my passions, but your passion for the arts feels similar to my passion for hockey. Like we relate to each other. It is special.”

“I know exactly what you mean. I also don’t have too many friends outside the arts, besides people I have known forever or family. You’re like a breath of fresh air, Shane. I really delight in getting to know you.”
They play a few rounds of cards, starting with crazy eights and ending with Gin Rummy.
Midway through their second intense game of rummy, Jonathan leans over and kisses Shane, with more fervour than last time.

The kiss continues for a while, and Shane reaches over and palms Jonathan’s erection.

Before Jonathan stands up, holding Shane’s hand, and he walks Shane to his bedroom door and says goodnight.
Shane stands there for a second, thrown.

He turns to his bedroom door before turning back around.
“Did I read this all wrong? I thought maybe we would-“ Shane is cut off by Jonathan walking back over to him and pushing him up against the bedroom door, kissing him passionately.

He pulls back enough to say, “I didn’t want to pressure you into anything,” before kissing Shane again.

“I flew across the world to come see you. You’re not pressuring me into anything,” Shane says, feeling his way behind himself for the doorknob, turning it and falling back into his room, Jonathan leading him to his bed.
An hour later, they are naked, tangled up in each other, panting, both trying to catch their breath.
“Wow,” is all Shane can manage before Jonathan pulls him back into another kiss.
They spend the rest of the night back on the couch, sprawled out in their robes, watching a movie.

For the first bit, as they sit there watching the movie, Shane waits for what comes next.



Jonathan doesn’t hover or check in a dozen times. He doesn’t try to define what just happened. He just moves back into the space with Shane like nothing needs to be explained, reaching for the remote and keeping the night going.
before going to bed separately.
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December 23rd 2014

Hove, East Sussex
The day starts the same way the last one did.

A walk to the bakery, a run on the promenade, then a bike ride through the whole town.
Shane is deeply enjoying all the nature and the slow pace of being in England.
“I am going to run to my parents house for a few hours if that is okay?” Jonathan says, smiling, fresh from his shower after their bike ride. “I should be three hours max, and then we can start getting ready for the party tonight. Please help yourself to whatever, and text me if you need anything at all.” He leans over to Shane, who was sitting on his couch, reading a book, and kisses him on the cheek.
“Have a good time with your family, I will be fine,” Shane says, pulling him in to deepen the kiss.
Once Jonathan leaves, Shane gets up and starts pacing his place. He goes into the hobby room first, sitting in front of the Legos and putting a few pieces together before getting up and wandering over to look through more of the books on the shelves. He doesn’t find anything else he wants to read, so he moves into his room, going through his clothes, trying to pick something he should wear tonight.



After a few minutes of pulling his suitcase apart and then slowly putting everything neatly back in, Shane goes and sits on the bed, before getting back up and pacing around the room.

He is restless.
Besides the plane ride to the UK, this is his first time really being alone since everything happened in Boston three days ago.
He is alone with himself and his thoughts, and he hates it.



He really wants to text Cliff. He has been talking himself out of it for days now, reminding himself that Cliff needs space, that he needs to figure things out with Ilya.
He feels sick over it when he lets himself think about it long enough. The fact that Marlow found out in that way, the fact that one moment he thought they were good, and the next he is smack in the middle of his and Ilya’s bullshit.
Shane goes and opens the fridge, scanning through it, then closes it, walking into the living room, stopping in front of random house plants and smelling them.

He walks back into the kitchen, opens the fridge, and scans once more.

He makes himself a bowl of blueberries.
He goes and sits at the table, eats them, tapping his foot the whole time.

He looks over at the clock, 3 PM.

It would be 10 AM in Boston. He could just send a simple text and see what the vibe is.
He’s been telling himself he’ll deal with it later.

Later isn’t doing anything.

He notices he is rubbing the seam of his shirt a little too hard, and lets it go.

He reaches for his phone.

 

contact name: Marlow
 

note: 
today 3:00pm



sent: 
Hey Cliff, I hope it is okay I am reaching out. I just wanted to see how you were doing. I have been thinking about you.

status: seen 3:01pm

received: 
Shane..


received: 
Fuck, I miss you so much.


received: 
I hate how things left off, it felt like.. I don’t know, I have so much I want to say, but I have just been processing it all.


received: 
Ilya has been staying here with me, and I have been taking care of him.


received: 
I hope it is okay I am telling you that.


received: 
I don’t know what I can tell you or not tell you anymore.


received: 
You started to become the person I told almost everything to..


received: 
it all feels weird.


sent: 
I miss you too.


sent: 
I am sorry. I don’t even think I can begin to express how sorry I am for all of this.


sent: 
I hope one day soon we can talk on the phone.. If you want to.. So I can properly apologize and answer whatever questions you may have.


received: 
I am so mad at him, Shane.


received: 
He is here, and I am taking care of him.


received: 
He is my brother, I love him.


received: 
I will be here for him.


received: 
But I am so mad at him.


received: 
And I feel like I can’t tell him.


sent: 
typing indicator...




 


Shane doesn’t know what to say to that. From the very beginning to the very end of whatever he was doing with Marlow, he never ever, not even for a moment, was trying to do this as a way of revenge, or to get back at Ilya.
But when he has let himself think about it at all over the last few days, he realizes it probably would have been better to stay away from the start.



He didn't owe Ilya loyalty. They were never exclusive. They were barely even a situationship.. They spent an hour or two together just hooking up. Never talked. Didn't really know anything about each other.
He didn’t think Ilya cared about him. The way he saw Ilya the other day felt shocking to Shane. It still does when he thinks about it. He knew Ilya felt possessive, and almost like this weird ownership towards Shane sexually, but he never could have guessed Ilya was feeling anything close to what Shane felt all these years.
It breaks his heart thinking about it, so he doesn’t allow himself to do much right now. He will unpack that in his next therapy session.
But when he thinks about not ever starting anything with Marlow, he feels nauseous in a whole new way.

The thought of never building this connection with Cliff, never finding a friendship like the one they were starting to have, makes him feel devastated.
Cliff means so much to him, and even though it caused all this mess, Shane is selfishly happy he answered that DM, and had sex with Cliff, and spent time getting to know him, because he loves him, he cares about him, he wants to have him in his life.

 

contact name: Marlow
 

received: 
And I feel like I can’t tell him.



note: 
today 3:17 pm



sent: 
I know you are processing a lot right now. It is okay if feelings come up towards either one of us.


sent: 
You are so loving to others, but remember to be kind to yourself.


sent: 
I am sorry for the part I played in putting you in this situation.


sent: 
I feel sick about it.


sent: 
I don’t want you to be mad at him because of me.


received: 
I am mad at him because of him.


received: 
He should have told me.


received: 
Plus the way he talked to you.


received: 
I keep replaying it in my mind.


received: 
I should have intervened sooner.


received: 
I am sorry I let you down.


sent: 
You did not let me down. This huge thing was happening and you were just trying to catch up.


sent: 
You were thrown into the middle of something complicated and it wasn't fair.


sent: 
I am so sorry.


sent: 
I don’t think I should give you any sort of advice when it comes to your friendship.


sent: 
I think it is best if I stay out of everything between you and Rozanov moving forward.


sent: 
But I miss you, and I hope we can talk after the holidays..


sent: 
Have a Merry Christmas, Cliff. 🎄💚❤️


received: 
Call me when you’re back from England.


received: 
Jonathan fucking Bailey.


received: 
The Raiders have been losing their mind.


received: 
We play Detroit tonight.


sent: 
I know


received: 
Should I be worried about the Red Wings attacking my captain?


sent: 
That isn't Mateo's style.


received: 
I know


sent: 
I’ll call you when I am back.


received: 
I really do miss you.


sent: 
I really do miss you too.


received: 
Can you try to fuck Paul Mescal? I need to hear all the details.


sent: 
I’ll fucking try. 😉

status: read 3:37 pm


 





Shane feels a bit more at ease.

He doesn’t want to be the reason Marlow and Ilya have tension, but he also knows that is something they need to work through with each other.
He puts his phone down for a moment, then picks it back up and dials Mateo’s number.
He answers in bed, half asleep. “Hi, cariño,” Mateo says, wiping his eyes.

“You’re still in bed?” Shane asks, surprised.

“I was at Avi’s last night pretty late. I have to get ready very soon for our game tonight,” Mateo says.

“Against Boston..” Shane says quietly.

“Yes, against Boston,” Mateo says back, both of them not saying what they are really thinking in the moment.

“I talked to Marly.”

“How did that go?” Mateo asks.

“I think it went okay. He is mad at Ilya, and I don’t want to be the reason he is mad at Ilya,” Shane says, sighing louder than he means to.

“I don’t think that is up to you. That is their relationship to work through,” Mateo says. He studies Shane for a moment, looking like he wants to say something, but then decides against it.

“Mateo?” Shane says, looking at him for a long time. “What?”

“We have our game against Boston tonight..” he says again.

“Yes, we talked about this already,” Shane says, dreading whatever Mateo is going to say next.

“I am going to ask him to meet up with me after the game to talk.”

“Who? Marlow?” Shane says, even though he knows who Mateo meant.

“Shane..” Mateo says, knowing Shane is playing coy.

“Okay..” Shane exhales loudly once more, pinching the top of his nose near his eyes. “You are going to ask him to talk..” Then continues, “Talk about what?”

“Do you trust me?” Mateo asks.

“Of course I do.”

“I am going to tell him the way he has spoken to you is unacceptable. And it won’t be happening again,” Mateo says it plainly, but Shane can see the irritation and almost maybe something else lying underneath it all.

“Mateo.. I am not going to let him back into my life,” Shane says, barely attempting to make it sound like the truth.

“Shane..” Mateo says, more openly annoyed at Shane than he’s ever seen before. “Can we not?”

“He’s such a fucking asshole,” Shane says, defeated. “I am going to try.”

“I know you will, mi rey, but either way, I have been patient. It is enough. He will not be speaking to you like this again, so I think it is time we have a conversation.”

“He probably will not go to talk to you,” Shane says.

“He will,” Mateo says confidently.

“Okay, well, whatever.. good luck with him, he is a piece of work,” Shane says.

“I’ll be fine..” Mateo says, then continues, “Have you picked out what you are wearing for your fancy exclusive party tonight?”

“No, but Jonathan should be home soon and is going to help me.”

“Have a blast, I can’t wait to see all the pictures and hear all about it.”

“I love you, Mateo, so much,” Shane says, then adds, “I trust you completely.”

“I love you too, Shane, and miss you so much. I will see you in a few days,” Mateo says, kissing the phone.

“I can hardly wait,” Shane says, and means it.


####




Hayden Pike: Montreal (teammate privileges, extended hours)

Mateo Alvarez: Detroit (boyfriend)

Carter Vaughn: New York (recent diagnosis, not coping well)

Elijah Knots: Chicago (this feels suspiciously healthy)

J.J. Boiziau: Montreal (free use, religious experience, still worshipping)

Troy Barrett: Toronto (handled with care, confusing outcome)

Julian Moreau: Vancouver (one-day boyfriend, would try again)

Jonathan Bailey: England (high charm, low chaos)







 

 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    Tomorrow is my two-month anniversary since starting this fic.
Thinking about how this was supposed to be a one-shot and how it turned into this is overwhelming in the best way.
I love all of you. Thank you for the support.

I have so much to say about this chapter.

Something happened while writing it that hasn’t happened before since starting this fic.
I got DEEPLY burnt out, and my writer’s block hit HARD.

I don’t know if it was trying to add the UK scenes, which I have planned for some time.. but once getting here, I have found it extremely hard to write.

I am not British, and I feel like I won’t do the real actors, their humour or personality justice.
It is a lot easier to create OMC or write characters from a book/show and make them slightly OOC than it is to write real people.

So I hope you know, my versions are going to be slightly OOC for them too and not perfect.

I have expanded this world so much, and sometimes it is hard to keep up as I add more characters.
So I chose not to write the sex scene between Shane and Jonathan, just know it was good and hot.

Jonathan is older than Shane and more mature. He has had much more experience and holds a level of confidence that only comes from age and being completely comfortable with oneself.

Jonathan is supposed to read as happy Shane is there, wanting to spend time with him, but not stopping his life for him, allowing Shane to relax inside the life he has already created for himself.

He doesn’t need Shane’s attention, affection or praise. He just wants to enjoy his company while he is here.
No drama, no pressure, just a mature, older, charismatic British actor who knows exactly who he is.

Mateo does have some annoyance towards Shane right now.
He loves Shane’s kind and forgiving heart, but it is also like Hayden said.. it becomes exhausting watching someone you love in a toxic relationship.

I know it from watching loved ones inside of them, and loved ones watching me.. it gets to a point where you feel at a loss for what to even say or do when someone keeps going back to something that is harming them.

For Mateo, who is in an open relationship with Shane, he usually feels happy and confident with it. But he is having his doubts.

That doesn’t stop him from caring or empathizing with Shane or Ilya.
But he is human, and I think there is a real fear that Shane will one day leave him, even if that is not where Shane’s mind is at all.

Once they have a proper conversation, a lot will be resolved.
Mateo isn’t a tool for Shane and Ilya. He is a person.
(I’ve seen this interpretation come up, and it doesn’t sit right with me. Mateo isn’t there to teach Shane lessons so he can go back to Ilya. It’s a fucked up way to frame his character.)

Shane and Mateo have to have a real conversation about how Mateo is feeling, and they will.

When it comes to everything in Boston.
The truth is, Shane misses Cliff more than he misses Ilya.
Their connection was real and becoming very strong.
At this point, he and Ilya are just feelings built through sex.

He and Cliff built something real, and Shane is living with the guilt of everything, while also knowing that, besides never connecting with Cliff in the first place, there wasn’t much he could do to change this outcome, because it was Ilya’s secret to share or not share.

He is realizing he doesn’t really know Ilya.
Ilya has been horrible to him.
After Boston, he no longer trusts him at all. He is in self-protection mode right now after being very badly hurt.
The things he is thinking about Mateo and Cliff are true, but he is also downplaying Ilya right now for his own sanity.

In my head, Shane and Troy are developing a REAL bestie ship.

Also, I know I mentioned Rose Landry, but that is just for fun. She will not be in this fic.
I tried coding the messages for the first time, and it was a lot of fun.
if some of the timestamps are weird pretend they aren't.
I am not sure why only troy has a contact image. i made funny ones for all of them.. what can ya do

It is late, so I feel like I will have more thoughts in the next chapter notes about this chapter.

As I mentioned at the top, my threads was banned AGAIN.
Follow me on twitter @misplacedmeta4 or instagram @misplacedmetaphor__ (two underscores)

ALSO, I saw a few people mention tik toks. I would love all links about any tik toks mentioning my fic so I can support.

OH by the way, I was shocked and so pleased to see how many readers I have from the UK.
I did as much research as I could for Hove, but I know it won’t be perfect.
I really hope I did it enough justice.

Love you, guys.
Thank you for all the kudos, comments, and sharing of this fic.
Next chapter may come in a few days, or a week..
But it will always come.
Just like Shane.


  






  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          Boundaries for this fic and the comment section moving forward:

If you don’t have anything nice to say, don’t say it here.
If this fic isn’t for you, you don’t need to keep reading.
Please don’t project your expectations onto my story.
No comment threads piling up about OMCs or about me as a writer.

This is something I’m creating because I love it. It’s free, it’s on my time, and it’s not written to meet anyone else’s preferences.
It’s tagged accordingly, and I update those tags as needed.

I’m aware there’s been negative discussion about this fic on social media.
If you’re not enjoying it, I would genuinely appreciate you moving on without feeling the need to announce it elsewhere.

When I am writing this fic, I am basing it on Ilya and Shane’s characters, but that does NOT mean this is the same Ilya and Shane you love from the books and shows. This is an AU.
I know it can be hard to separate that sometimes, but they are not meant to be interpreted as their canon versions here.
Please don’t use canon Shane and Ilya as the metric for how they should behave in this fic.

For everyone who is here to enjoy the chaos, the angst, the sluttiness, the campiness, the slightly OOC nature of it all and Shane Hollander’s ongoing sexual exploration.. you’re in the right place.

Stay hydrated. Charge your toys. Grab the tissues.
I love you.

--
If you enjoy emotionally complex, character-driven spirals, What Happened in the Silence is where I channel that energy.

And if this made you laugh, gasp, or clutch your pearls, I love hearing about it.
Comments, chaos, unhinged reactions, all welcome. Share responsibly.

Now let us respectfully observe Shane Hollander in his power bottom era.


My Twitter @MisplacedMeta4 and on Instagram @misplacedmetaphor__(two underscores) If you want to follow me!! Only if you are going to be nice!!
NEW RULE!! DON'T READ SHANE HOLLANDER IS A SLUT THEN COME TO THE COMMENTS AND SLUT SHAME SHANE HOLLANDER.


        


        
          	Works inspired by this one


            	
              covers for Shane Hollander is a Slut by gravollet
            

        

    


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