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Game Night

    by Pickle_Chips

      Summary

      "What about with girls?” Ilya asked.
Shane shrugged. He didn’t want to think about that now, not here, not when Ilya was conditioning his hair, not while the shower was warm and no one had to rush to find their underwear in a hurry.
”I don’t know, just regular.”
“Regular,” Ilya said, like he was rolling the word around in his mouth, “Hm. Shame that you have to tell all your women I gave you crabs.”
Shane elbowed him in the ribs, just a light touch, “Fuck off, you don’t have crabs.”


The MHL has some of their finest in New York City to film promo for the upcoming season. Shane doesn't notice that, in the absence of hockey, Ilya keeps inventing games to keep his attention.
Featuring a broken condom, too many questions, and probably too much vulnerability for two guys who aren't even supposed to be friends.
(Canon-compliant, set in the ep. 4 montage)



      Notes

        A/N: People liked my last fic so I got shy, so I have returned with a fic that has NOTHING anyone complimented at ALL in the last ones but that is simply how fanfiction goes I couldn't even pander to you if I want to, I can only pander to the demons in my brain.




  






      

  












      Chapter 1: Name Five
  








  It was a warm, beautiful, sweltering day in New York City and Shane felt like a moon caught in the planetary gravitational pull that was Ilya Rozanov. 
He checked his phone every 15 seconds. No texts from Lily. 
They were both here—them, and about 8 other players—for some pre-season promo, some handshaking, some meet and greets with wealthy businessmen who wanted to get all their autographs without coming to the games, and some social videos, to be filmed in bulk and put out over the season.
Shane had been half checked out through the meetings with the MHL, the handshakes, the boring lunch in the boring restaurant. He was currently trying to tap back in for filming the videos. He did care about hockey fans and he knew that when he was a fan, he liked seeing little clips of his idols talking, making jokes. Nothing made him happier than a goal or a win, but a letter from a young fan that read “Dear Mr. Shane, you’re so AWESOMMMEEEEE” came pretty close. 
Well, that and… 
His eyes kept darting off, hyperaware of where Ilya was in every room. 
He hadn’t texted Shane last night, when they presumably slept three rooms down in the same New York hotel. He hadn’t texted Shane this morning, when they saw each other briefly over the shitty free hotel breakfast that had nothing Shane could eat but coffee. Shane was starting to think the text wasn’t coming.



He ran his thumb over his phone screen in his pocket, wanting to break first. 
Now Ilya was four chairs down, both of them being powdered and adjusted in makeup chairs, three other players between them Shane couldn’t even summon the energy to care who they were. Shane could see Rozanov in the mirror. He couldn’t help cataloging every scrap of him. He was tanner than usual. Shane had overheard him say at lunch that he had flown here directly from Moscow, so probably sunned and freckled from the summer. Shane wondered if he had new spots, the way Shane had new freckles. Then he very abruptly stopped thinking about the expanse of Ilya’s skin. 
He hoped it was acting, being frosty to each other. Or he didn’t. He wasn’t sure. He never heard from Rozanov over the summer and the first time they saw each other back always felt the most tentative. Would he finally stop… whatever it was that they had? Would they have finally outgrown each other, like Shane’s teenage clothes? Maybe Ilya had found someone, something real or serious that would mean this was done. Some beautiful Russian wife that would move to Boston for him. Would Shane finally have the courage to end it?
No, his inner voice answered, for sure not.   
Rozanov looked more tired than rested, after his vacation. He had been late this morning, he said it was jet lag. Shane couldn’t say why, but he wasn’t convinced. Russia seemed to take something from him, and it always took a game or two for him to seem like he really had it back. 
He watched with a stab of jealousy as a pretty makeup artist adjusted Rozanov’s hair, brushed his curls off his forehead. He said something quietly to her that made her erupt in giggles that made Shane’s insides turn molten. Shane scowled in the mirror, and maybe jerked away from the hands on his face. 
His makeup lady, a nice older woman who reminded him of his aunt (because he god forbid he even have a shot at making Rozanov jealous the way he did to Shane effortlessly) tsked at him as she was patting the sticky makeup on to his face.
“Careful,” She said wiping off a dab of makeup of where his flinch had made her over zealous with the flesh tone, “We wouldn’t want to cover your little freckles, Mr. Hollander.” 
Shane sighed as he heard tittering laugher from his fellow players. 
Great, that’s a chirp I’ll hear for the next two years, he thought bitterly. 
He felt his phone vibrate in his pocket. Then again. A third time. Something in him knew. He tried to wait as long as he could to check it, but he broke in less than a minute. 
Lily: You look pretty again
Lily: Room number? 
Shane looked up from his phone to catch Rozanov’s eyes in the mirror, the heat of finally having his attention for the first time in two days nearly overwhelming him. He wondered if Rozanov knew he was referencing their first time, the CCM shoot. He had to, right? That’s the only reason to say again. Did Rozanov think about that day the way Shane did? 
Shane should at least try to pretend he didn’t want this, but he just couldn’t. 
Holding eye contact with Rozanov, Shane gave the tiniest nod he possibly could, and when Ilya’s lips quirked up in a tiny smile, Shane felt the heat of it radiating from every cell in his body. 
 
—
 
In the hotel room approximately four hours later, Shane was grateful that his head was being shoved into the pillows because if Ilya could see the blissed-out expression he was making Shane was pretty sure he would die from the humiliation. He was choosing not to see the smear of mascara on the pillow case that he knew came from him, didn’t want to get that particular visual mixed up in how hot this all was.
Later, when they were done and Shane was cataloging every bit of this interaction—Ilya’s smile, the way his hands curved around Shane’s waist, this, the brutal slam of his hips—Shane would cringe at how often he was having to be grateful to hide his face away so that Ilya wouldn’t notice just how much he loved his dick. But that was later and now it was—fuck.
Ilya must not have had much time this summer to get laid, the way he’s fucking me like he’s starving for it, Shane thought. Surely he couldn’t be like this with every hookup, so insistent, breathing so ragged, so gone? Shane always convinced himself it was just ego talking but sometimes he could swear he could feel Rozanov’s hand tremble from… the desire to touch him?
His fingertips were going to leave bruises on Shane’s hip if he kept it up. Shane was pretty sure he could finish thinking only about the way Ilya was breathing now, the steady stream of Russian swears he could hear behind him. 
He smacked Shane’s ass, and Shane was pretty sure he was saying something about how it was bigger. It was. Shane thought about being on his hands and knees for Rozanov every fucking squat, every fucking leg day, and it was working. Shane was thankful for the concept of a hockey ass, because otherwise he didn’t really have a lot of excuses for how much attention he showed to his glutes. 
Ilya pressed in deep and hauled Shane’s chest up, Shane’s back against Rozanov’s chest, Shane’s head lolled helplessly back onto Rozanov’s shoulder. Rozanov’s eyes met his and Shane wanted to squirm away, knowing full well how much his desire and desperation was written all over his expression. He might even be drooling. 
Rozanov said, “Want to look at you,” the fucker, and Shane was in no position to deny him anything he wanted. Also, his accent was thicker than usual, probably from his summer in Russia, and Shane couldn’t fucking deal with how much he loved that. 
His only comfort was how gone Ilya looked too, as his (fuck, huge, rough) hand made its way down Shane’s chest to his dick. Fuck, and yes, and fuck again.  
It took an embarrassingly short amount of time for Shane to come. Later, when he inevitably touched himself thinking about this, he would squirm, thinking about how his dick was wet enough to not need lube, how he still came so fast it was like he was 19. But strangely this time, Ilya was also coming quickly slamming into him at exactly the same time. It was too good, the building to the moment so perfectly synched that Shane’s vision blurred white and honey-comb dizzy. He didn’t even register flopping limply forward before he came-to face down in the pillow. 
“Unnnfg,” Shane said, demonstrating his famous eloquence. 
Ilya huffed out a laugh, and shifted. Then stilled. 
“Oh,” he said, quietly, surprised. 
 Shane’s heart started racing. 
“What?” Shane said, speed running humiliations at what Rozanov could have seen pulling out of him, already wanting to curl into himself and die. Blood, or worse—
“Um,” Rozanov said, “It, uh, broke.” 
Shane’s cheeks were hot as he whipped around, “My ass broke?”
Ilya was looking confused and puzzled but the look on his face must have deeply amused him because suddenly he was fighting a smile. 
“No, Hollander, your ass is safe. The condom broke.” He gripped one of Shane’s ass cheeks to illustrate the point and Shane did feel, to his horror, the trickle of something out of him. 
“Probably you will have a baby now,” Ilya said, mock-serious, “Sorry.” 
“Oh,” Shane couldn’t help a little relief from filtering into his voice, “Well, I don’t have, you know, anything. Just did my season physical.” 
It was probably deeply, deeply irresponsible but frankly, this seemed much more appealing to Shane than the alternative. Watching Ilya clean Shane’s—well, anything—off his dick was probably inevitable but Shane didn’t think he could take it tonight. Well, except for the come, he’d made his peace with the come. He turned and watched Ilya roll what was left of the clearly busted condom (just the ring of the base) off himself. 
“Me too, last test,” Ilya said seriously, “I’ll do another in two weeks, and send the results?” He seemed distracted but Shane couldn’t imagine why. He was having a hard time imagining anything, major concerns dismissed, sinking into the warm afterglow. 
“Yeah, same, sure,” Shane said. He’d be worried, later, probably. Later he would google herpes and HIV and AIDS and convince himself he was dying and also that he should really be out and speaking up for a community before he died, he was doing everything wrong, somehow. But really, they were tested by team doctors all the time, and Ilya seemed deeply committed to safe sex with him in a way that led Shane to believe he was wrapping it up with his other partners. 
He could have 20 more minutes while Ilya was still here, just to be at ease, before he had a panic attack. Hadn’t he earned that? 
“Um, can I…?” Ilya met his eye, looking unchartistically tentative. It sounded to Shane’s ears like ‘you still want.’ 
It wasn’t like Ilya didn’t still check in, but now they had been doing this for years there were fewer times that Ilya seemed to really not know if Shane would allow something. He tended to say ‘Ah, Hollander, you love this,’ now. 
Shane pulled his eyebrows in, not understanding. 
“It’s still in you,” Ilya laid out, plainly, with a shrug. He made a lewd little motion with his fingers that indicated he intended to get it out. 
Shane covered his face in his hands to cover the shade of bright red he was sure his face was, and groaned.
“Fine,” he choked out. He wanted to sink into the mattress, never to be seen again. 
Ilya pushed him to lay on his stomach again, parting his thighs. This was somehow more intimate than the fucking, with neither of them hard, no heat of passion to blame.
Ilya’s fingers were as careful as ever, but their different mission was evident. He didn’t exactly grasp around to find Shane’s prostate now, he knew where it was, so this searching probe was new. But where ever the condom was seemed to be beyond him. Normally he wasn’t trying to go deep inside with his hand and Shane couldn’t muffle a whimper as Ilyas’s knuckles pressed hard against where he was sore. 
“Sorry,” Ilya said, “Dick is longer than fingers, so.”
Shane huffed a little sound, all he could manage in his mortification. 
It took him a full forty-five seconds where Shane couldn’t help but feel mildly turned on by the vulnerability, the feeling, Rozanov’s fingers, the soreness. 
Something is wrong with you, his brain supplied, unhelpfully. 
“Ah,” Ilya said finally, and there was a wet drag inside of him that indicated he found it, tossing it unceremoniously in the hotel trash can.
Shane propped himself up on one elbow and made eye contact with him. Ilya’s chest was still flushed, his necklace standing out against the white and red. He looked down at Shane with an intensity that Shane equated with faceoffs. 
“What now?” Shane asked, taken aback. 
“Are you done for the night?” Ilya gestured to Shane’s whole body, and Shane flushed. Sometimes they had another round, if there was time.
There was time tonight. They hadn’t even played each other, extra energy still tingling Shane’s at the base of Shane’s spine like, yeah, we could run another couple miles. They had wrapped after a boring dinner tonight and neither of them had to fly out till evening tomorrow. Shane didn’t know what Ilya would do during the day in New York, but he had no plans past the promise of getting fucked into the mattress tonight. 
But either way, they didn’t normally talk about it. How many rounds. They just let it happen, lingering longer, shower blowjobs. Shane didn’t normally have to verbally lock in to wanting more. 
“I mean—no, I guess, I just need like,” Shane was still trying to calculate his refractory period when Ilya dropped to his knees at the edge of the bed, pulling Shane’s ass off the edge, Shane’s legs on his shoulders. The way he did when, before they fucked and he—oh. 
Oh, he wanted to—oh, god. 
“Fuck,” Shane whispered, calculations thrown out as his dick was already stiffening at the fact Ilya wanting to eat his own come out of Shane’s ass. Fuck, Rozanov was filthy, egotistical, maybe a narcissist and fucking… hot. 
“Yes?” Ilya asked, and not for the first time Shane resented having to give explicit consent for the filthiest fucking shit he never even knew he wanted. 
“Get on with it if you want to, Rozanov,” Shane said, knowing it wasn’t convincing. Ilya had suggested it, but now Shane needed it, and if he backed off Shane was fairly sure he would cry.  
Ilya started slow, and, fuck. 
How had he never thought about this before? Ilya’s fucking mouth was so warm, wet, perfect on Shane’s sore ass. It was dirty, he felt fucked open, he felt like Ilya was kissing the only part of him Ilya truly wanted. 
Shane gave a broken little whimper and caught Ilya looking up at him. He leaned back on his heels and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, giving Shane that crooked smile Shane had never learned to turn down. It was almost too much, and Shane’s cheeks heated, hoping he didn’t and couldn’t come from just this. 
Ilya’s hand reached up to rub his thumb across his Shane’s nipple, also sore from being rubbed raw by Ilya and Shane’s compression shirts and Shane covered his mouth to stifle his moan. 
“Ah, no.” Ilya said, pulling back, “I am doing good work, Hollander, that is my reward. No hands.”
“Fuck you,” Shane said, but he dropped his hand to grip the sheets instead. He was incapable of not whimpering as Rozanov’s tongue pressed warmly against him.
He was surprised at the patience Ilya seemed to display in sex. Sometimes they were both in a rush, and there was often a time crunch, but when things could be slower, like now, Shane never felt like Ilya was in any hurry to go faster. Wasn’t rushing Shane to come. Never seemed to be more interested in his own orgasm than Shane’s.  Never even said, what, my jaw hurts? Not that Shane took all that long. 
Shane had a dim memory of the last time he went down on a girl, the closest thing he could imagine to what Ilya’s tongue was doing now, and how desperate he was to be done, thinking about his jaw, his knees. 
Ilya moaned a little into him, vibrations reverberating inside of him, and Shane couldn’t help but believe he didn’t share the sentiment. He seemed to be in no rush at all. He gripped the meat of Shane’s hip and pulled him closer until Shane was concerned for Rozanov’s nose. 
Then he wasn’t concerned about anything at all. Whatever Ilya was doing was basically fucking heaven and his body didn’t seem to give a shit it hadn’t been long enough since he last came because his dick was twitching against his stomach and he needed, fuck, he needed—
“Rozanov,” He gasped, pouting down at him and begging him not to make Shane say it. 
Ilya grinned. Fucker. He always made him say it. 
“Fuck me,” Shane said, half demanding and half pleading. 
“Not very polite of you, Canada,” Ilya said, placing a kiss on Shane’s inner thigh. 
“Please,” Shane croaked out, knowing he sounded broken. 
Ilya had to shut his eyes for a sec, swallowing dryly, and Shane was taking that as a win. He could see Ilya’s hand moving against himself below the edge of the bed, probably getting himself back to peak hardness because of Shane’s impatience. Shane watched him reach for the discarded strip of condoms on the floor, and his mouth moved faster than his brain. 
“Uh, maybe, don’t?” Shane said, and Ilya’s eyebrows snapped together. 
“Don’t what?” He said, sitting perfectly still, like Shane maybe meant breathing or blinking or something and he was trying to comply. 
“I mean, the first one broke, so it’s the same if we…” Shane trailed off. He resented Ilya’s shocked face, as if it was dirtier for Shane to ask him to fuck him without a condom than him asking Shane to eat his ass after he came inside of him. 
Ilya looked like he was frozen for once. Shane very rarely had the upper hand in these situations and he resented not knowing why he did this time. This wasn’t that weird, right? So what, he was a 20 something guy asking to have sex without a condom. That was basically a comedy cliché. He propped himself up on his elbow and squinted at Ilya. 
Ilya’s face was flushed, his mouth hung open, and he was staring at Shane like he wanted to eat him. He didn’t look upset. He didn’t look like he did when he lost a game. He looked…
”Oh,” Shane said, happy to finally understand, “You have a thing, huh, Rozanov?” 
Ilya glared at him, “What do you mean, a thing, you have the thing. I think you said it’s purple—”
Shane rolled his eyes. 
“No, you have like a, kink thing or something. For this.”
Ilya climbed on the bed, pressing his knee between Shane’s spread legs, composure regained on his face, and started kissing the shell of Shane’s ear. Shane should find that gross, but he didn’t even a little, shivering at the touch. 
“Oh, you know my things now?” Ilya whispered. 
“I’m just saying, you wanted to—and then when I asked you look like you damn near came right then.” Shane was saying.
”Ok, tell me my things, Hollander. See how many you can list.”
Shane rolled his eyes, but Ilya beamed at him in a way that indicated he was serious. 
“Five and I’ll fuck you without the condom,” Ilya offered, smacking Shane lightly on the cheek, and Shane groaned. How was it back to him pleading, again? But then Ilya lined his dick head up to brush against Shane’s ass and Shane had to hold himself back from slamming down on it. 
Shane took a deep breath. 
“You liked coming inside me, you liked seeing your come in me.” Shane said, barely more than a whisper. 
Ilya nodded, eyes sharp, “Okay, fine. One.”
It was hard to think under these circumstances. All his blood was other places.  
“Ah, I guess…” Shane was trying to think of a way to say it, “You like that we compete, that we’re the best, I think. Mocking me in your press conferences. Trying to fuck with my game.” 
Ilya snorted, “We are not the best, I am the best. You are second best. But sure, two.”
Shane glared as much as he could until Ilya leaned down to bite his nipple then he moaned, insult forgotten. 
“Fuck, I really don’t know Rozanov, it’s not like you’re telling me this shit—“
Ilya grinned at him, “You can do it,” and he promptly sucked Shane’s now weeping dick into his mouth. 
Shane scrubbed his hand down his face, gasping, “Tits, I think you like tits, you’re always—and the girls you’re with have—“
Ilya didn’t stop sucking to hold up three fingers, and then a thumbs up. That fucker. 
That fucker with a heavenly mouth, if he kept it up Shane would come again and then he wouldn’t get to get fucked which now he was desperate for, now he couldn’t stop thinking about, wondering what it would feel like to have Ilya inside him, just Ilya, nothing else—
“Trouble,” Shane gasped, “When we first hooked up, you said, you like—“
”Boring answer,” Ilya pulled off to say.
”Fuck you!” Shane whined, “I’m trying oh fuck, fuck, Rozanov, don’t, c’mon I can’t do it I—“
He scrubbed his brain for any thoughts of what Rozanov wanted, liked, did to him but it was all so fucking hot and he was thinking about sex with his mouth on him and everything was so Rozanov, brain swimming, it was all he could do to pull the last thing from his brain, gasping, knowing he sounded more pathetic than he liked. 
“You like that you ‘ruined me for other people’, you said that, you like that you’re the only one that gets to see me like this, that I want this so much,” Shane said, pleading. 
Ilya stilled his relentless attack, “And it’s true?”
”Please just fuck me, Rozanov, I can’t—“
Ilya looked at him, pulling his legs apart, back to where he was, deliciously close, so close and Shane needed—
“Fuck,” Shane whispered, “You know it’s fucking true, yes, I’m fucking ruined or—fuck—whatever, Rozanov, please—“
Ilya’s eyes were blown out by the time Shane saw them, more black than blue or green. He pushed inside Shane with ease, and Shane’s moan was shameless, keening into the soreness, the stretch, the delicious pressure and the feeling of just Ilya. 
It was better, fuck, it really fucking good. Ilya looked like he was holding on for dear life trying not to come immediately, and Shane squeezed his dick inside of him in a way that made Ilya let out a deep, broken moan. 
“Sha- Shit, Hollander, thought you wanted this.”
”I do,” Shane whined.
“So give me a second,” he gritted out, eyes slammed shut, knuckles white. 
Shane grinned smugly, pleased to see Ilya out of control for once, although any advantage was quickly lost as Ilya dragged his hips backwards and Shane saw stars. 
When Ilya started in earnest, Shane couldn’t breathe. 
Shane wouldn’t exactly have risked his life and career if it wasn’t phenomenal normally. But this was something else, so much, with Ilya’s face and body so close, the man so wrecked for him. Shane felt like his whole body was a nerve ending, knew immediately that he would come untouched the way he hadn’t done since the first time, couldn’t even find it in himself to be embarrassed, couldn’t think of anything but ‘yes’ and ‘Rozanov’ and ‘more.’
Ilya pounded him through his orgasm and Shane watched in reverent awe at his face as he lost his composure and let out a string of Russian words. Shane wanted more than ever to know what he said, it was so many words, and Ilya seemed so spent after. 
He rolled off Shane and threw his arm over his eyes. 
“Fu-u-ck, Hollander.”
Shane laughed. He felt vulnerable, layering their bad idea with this somehow even worse idea. He impulsively pushed closer, resting his head on Ilya’s chest. 
Ilya embraced him easily, his breath still ragged. 
“Woo,” Ilya said half heartedly, an echo of their night on the gym floor years ago.
Sensations were filtering back in and Shane felt sticky, sweaty and gross. 
“I’m gonna…” Shane gestured half-heartedly to the shower. 
Ilya moved his arm from his face, slung his legs off the bed. Shane almost protested as Rozanov followed him in, surely they weren’t going to be able to go another round? Plus, Shane’s thighs were a new kind of sticky he kind of wanted privacy to fix. But on the other hand, was Shane really about to tell Rozanov no, end this now when hypnotically they could have another hour or two? 
No, he wasn’t. 
He was surprised by how much of a routine this was. Shane started the shower water while Ilya brushed his teeth, sliding Shane one of the pre-packaged hotel toothbrushes. Shane blinked at the vision of them both in the mirror, almost able to believe they had woken up here, together, instead of the debauchery it really signified. 
Ilya tested the water with his hand, adjusted it hotter. 
“Demon,” Shane chirped. Ilya smirked at him, reaching his hand out to Shane in. 
“So,” Ilya said, running his hands down Shane’s shoulder’s, his back. He grabbed shampoo and started washing Shane’s hair, which would have been weird if it wasn’t so nice, Ilya’s fingernails scrubbing gently against his scalp. “What are your things?”
”I don’t have things, just you know, regular,” Shane said, tilting his head back, “I mean except for…”
”My dick, yes, I got that.” 
“I guess,” Shane said, feeling his cheeks heat.
”What about with girls?” Ilya asked.
Shane shrugged. He didn’t want to think about that now, not here, not when Ilya was conditioning his hair, not while the shower was warm and no one had to rush to find their underwear in a hurry.
”I don’t know, just regular.” 
“Regular,” Ilya said, like he was rolling the word around in his mouth, “Hm. Shame that you have to tell all your women I gave you crabs.”
Shane elbowed him in the ribs, just a light touch, “Fuck off, you don’t have crabs.”
”You didn’t check before you asked me to fuck you raw,” Ilya said.
Shane couldn’t help shiver at the phrasing. 
“I believed you when you said you were clean like 10 minutes before that. We just had physicals like two days ago. How much damage could you have possibly done in two days?”
Ilya turned him around, and Shane went, pliant. He kissed him, and it was slow and warm and wet. He tasted like toothpaste, soap. Shane didn’t realize how much he had missed kissing him, Ilya must have stopped after he went down on Shane and—
Shane shivered again, moaning into the kiss. 
“Mm, no. I always wear a condom. You, on the other hand…”
“You could have said no if you didn’t want to, Rozanov,”
“Maybe I wanted to,” Ilya said, and his face looked broken open, a look on his face Shane had never seen before. He looked sweet. He rested his forehead against Shane’s and kissed him so slow it made Shane’s heart race in the whole new way. 
He was going to be the first professional athlete ever to have a heart attack at 24 just from gay sex alone. 
Shane found the handle of the shower, shutting it off, stumbling over himself to do it. 
“We should probably…”
Ilya shrugged, grabbing a towel, turned his face away from Shane that had Shane feeling like he should apologize. 
He didn’t get a chance because the scariest thing that could possibly happen to Shane, his nightmare, happened instead. 
Someone knocked. 
Loudly. 






      

  












      Chapter 2: Dare and very little Truth
  



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Shane was flying into his clothes like someone fast-rewinding a striptease. 
“It’s going to be ok, Hollander,” Rozanov was saying, body leaning on the bathroom door frame in just his briefs, haloed by the light. He looked relaxed, calm, handsome. Shane didn’t know how he did this, because he was fairly sure Ilya was just as scared of being caught as he was. 
“This is my room, right?” He hissed at Rozanov, and felt secretly pleased at getting his perfect too-cool-for-it-all face to scrunch slightly as he tried to remember for sure. They hadn’t been in this hotel long and all the rooms looked the same. But yes, that was Shane’s suitcase, so.
Not that Shane could linger on the thought. Underwear, pants, t-shirt, hair— 
He saw out of the corner of his eye that Ilya grabbed the lube bottle out of sight before tucking himself into the bathroom. 
Shane slammed the door open with a frantic energy.  
“Damn, Hollander, were you already asleep?” A huge Chicago defensemen was on the other side of the door, Shane could probably remember his name if he tried harder and if his heart wasn’t hitting 1,000 bpm. He was grateful he wasn’t a fitness watch guy, so there would be no archive of this particular terror. 
Shane had never had a particular familiarity with the stuff, but as a 23 year old hockey boy, so he could confidently say that this guy smelled like weed. So strongly in fact he was pretty sure Ilya could tell Chicago guy was stoned out of his gourd from his hiding place in the bathroom. 
“Uh,” Shane said, “No, I was just laying down—“
The defenseman laughed. 
“They really don’t exaggerate about you, huh? Discipline. Guess why you’re the best. You’re like my favorite player— nevermind, I’m getting off track. Listen, sorry to bother you, my buddy Joren got a little overzealous with uh… the microwave in his room and—“
The fire alarm started blaring. 
The Chicago defensemen shrugged sheepishly. 
“I thought I would try and give you a heads up because it might be a second, might wanna get your wallet. It looked uh, medium bad. We’re all going to meet up at a bar down the block, we‘ll text the chat if you want to—“
Shane blinked at this man, cooly still explaining things in the middle of the loudest most ear splitting sound Shane had ever heard. The hotel was (if this guy could be believed) lightly on fire, and this guy was trying to get Shane to come hang out. 
“Yeah ok, maybe. I need shoes, so…”
Shane could hear all the clatter and clamor of hundreds of hotel rooms opening and closing, frantic and annoyed whispers, groans and the alarm so loud it shook the windows.
”Totally, yeah! Hope to see you man. Oh, wait, have you seen Rozanov? We knocked on his door too. He didn’t answer.”
Shane did everything he could to school his face, keep it blank. 
“Haven’t seen him.” He closed the door. 
Ilya stuck his head out of the bathroom. 
“We are burning to death?”
Shane sighed, chewing his lip about how they were going to both get out of this room without being seen, distracted and slipping his feet back in his sneakers. 
“Yeah, way sooner than predicted.”
Ilya scrunched his brow, getting dressed at a pace that seemed too relaxed for a life/death/outing situation. 
“Because of hell, Rozanov, I was saying we are going to hell.”
Ilya barked out a little unexpected laugh. Shane didn’t have time to be pleased he had made him laugh, he was too busy freaking out. 
“How do we both leave, I mean—“
”Go,” Ilya said waving to the door, “I’ll wait till the coast is clear.” 
“Isn’t that like, dangerous?” Shane said. 
“Will be fine.” Ilya said, shrugging, sitting down to pull on his shoes. 
“But—“
“Better go before the firemen come in here to find us. Unless they are hot, and then—“
”Fine! Don’t die in my room.” 
“I’ll try,” Rozanov said, scooping up his possessions. Shane tried not to linger on the vision, willed away the thought that this was mostly annoying because he wouldn’t get to kiss Rozanov goodbye tonight. He hadn’t realized how much he looked forward to it. 
Shane hustled down the hallways with the crowd, hands shoved deeply in his hoodie pocket, and spilled out onto the New York City streets with his fellow hotel guests.  
He should clear out immediately. It didn’t matter. He didn’t need to wait and see that Ilya got out safe. The way that guy was talking it sounded like there wasn’t even a real emergency, maybe just a joint that burnt a napkin and it got out of hand and set off the sprinklers or something. Rozanov was fine. 
And they were done, right? They had hooked up. The next thing that would happen is that Shane would go to sleep and Ilya would probably crawl around New York City doing whatever he did when he wasn’t with Shane. Nothing had changed except that Shane was shoved outside, hair still damp from the shower. He should leave. Find a diner to sit in, something. 
He sighed. He wasn’t going anywhere till he saw Ilya come out of the building. 
He felt like his mother, who still insisted on staring at him until he was all the way through airport security, sat in her SUV until he was through his front door. He was embarrassed that he cared, but there wasn’t anything for that now. Creepy, probably. 
He picked a spot where he could see the doors, leaning against the building across the street. He watched people trickle out fast at first, and then slower. He watched older guests harass the hotel staff for information, complaining. He watched a pigeon half heartedly try and eat a discarded scrap of paper. No Ilya. He started to worry that he had missed him, shifting his weight from his right foot to his left foot as a stall. 
He was the last out, a small side service door cracking open to revel the unmistakable silhouette of Rozanov. Shane heaved a sigh of relief he didn’t know he was holding in. He watched Rozanov dig into his pocket, retrieve a box of cigarettes, and frown. He looked up and spotted Shane immediately, like he had a homing beacon. His grin was visible from across the street. 
Shane never knew what to do with himself when Ilya focused him with 100% of his attention. He squirmed, he folded, he always did.
”You waited for me?”
”No,” Shane said. Obviously he thought. 
“Oh, ok. Convincing. Am starting to think it was a bad idea to share secrets with such a bad liar.” Ilya said smirking. 
“I didn’t want you to die in there. They would think it was some sorta Tonya Harding thing and send me to jail forever.”
“Well, I would be sure to die wearing speedo and clutching lube, so they would know it wasn’t just professional.” 
Shane whipped his head around, but they were well enough alone and the sounds of the city would drown their voices out anywhere. There was an anonymity present in big cities sometimes, especially New York. It didn’t stop him from glaring at Rozanov. 
“Where would you even get a speedo,” Shane huffed out, annoyed. 
“Your suitcase, aren’t you an...you are in the commericals?” Ilya quipped. 
Shane shoved his shoulder. 
“Can you even swim?”
”Of course I can fucking swim!” Shane said. Rozanov was giggly and giddy with pissing Shane off, and Shane would have stormed off if he had anywhere to do. 
“So,” Rozanov started again, “What does the Shane Hollander do when he has time off in New York City?” 
Rozanov held out his pack of cigarettes to Shane like it was a microphone, and Shane smiled despite himself. It reminded him of Hayden, felt like they were actually friends for once. 
Did he want to be friends with Rozanov? No, right? Something curdled in his stomach thinking about it, but Shane suspected it was maybe less about not wanting to be friends and more about the idea that they weren’t bros they were—
Well, not bros. 
“Sleep, normally.”
”Boring. Come with me then,” Ilya said, putting his pack away. 
“No?” Shane said. 
“You will just stand here? All night? Sleep standing up?”
”I’m sure they will let us back in soon.”
Ilya looked torn, bit the inside of his cheek in an unreadable expression. Frankly, most of Rozanov’s expressions were unreadable to Shane. Sometimes he wanted to act like he did when he was 10 and just say “What does that mean, what does that mean, what does that mean,” over and over until he understood Rozanov the way Rozanov seemed to understand him. 
“Hollander,” Ilya held his hands out, palms open in a sort of pleading way, “No one cares if we go to the bodega. Is an emergency. They put us in the same hotel. Hotel is on fire. What would the headline say? Shane Hollander and Ilya Rozanov caught standing near each other in a shop for 10 minutes?… I dare you.”
”You dare me?” 
“Yes, unless you are a chicken.” 
Shane remembered with a stab the first time he had told Ilya he wasn’t a chicken, five years ago, before their first time. It was so immature. It shouldn’t work. 
It worked perfectly. 
“Fine, but I’m not going to a club,” 
“No one would let you into a club,” Rozanov replied easily, setting the pace. 



This area had plenty of people on the street, but the stores were quiet. Not a lot of nightlife on these blocks, you needed to go down further. This was still reckless but Shane could see what Ilya meant. What would a fan even say? Wow, I didn't know you guys were friends?  Rozanov would have some sorta answer to that, something like "Yes, we will be best friends now due to trauma from our hotel burning down and needing a drink," with his accent thicker than it needed to be like it always was when he was deflecting. It was probably fine. Fine.


The conversation was a little awkward. What were they supposed to talk about? Shane felt the pressure building. Conversations were supposed to be free of breaks, and if he wanted silence, he was supposed to make excuses and leave. But when he caught Rozanov’s expression in the corner of his eye, he looked perfectly content to walk down the street in silence near Shane. Shane let out a held breath. 



Shane still hadn’t thought of a topic when Ilya picked a totally deserted corner store and held the door for him, and Ilya still seemed perfectly at ease. 
A little black and white cat yelled at Shane upon entry, from her throne of cardboard overstock boxes. 
“Oh!” Rozanov said, smiling so openly he looked younger. He said something in Russian to the cat that sounded like kiss-kiss-kiss to Shane’s ears. The cat happily lifted her tiny chin to let him pet her. 
“Kiss kiss kiss?” He asked Rozanov.
The car purred loudly. 
“That’s what you say to a cat. Look!” Ilya picked her up and held her out to Shane, who gave the cat an awkward little pat on the head. She was a cute cat, giant green eyes, and seemed fairly content to let Ilya hold her like this. 
“We say pst-pst-pst,” Shane said with a shrug. 
“Piss piss piss is better?” Rozanov asked, rhetorically. Shane didn't dignify that with a response.
Ilya set her down and she brushed up against the Russian’s jeans, clearly favoring him to Shane.
Rozanov was so charming, it was so annoying. Shane huffed, and then realized maybe this meant he was jealous of a cat, and then huffed again. The cat slank off, probably to retrieve the cashier from the back, tell them they had customers.
Ilya grabbed a coke from the drink wall and Shane, with no better ideas, fetched himself a ginger ale. Ilya took it out of his hands, wordlessly. He walked away before Shane could question him, stopped again at the huge wall of candy. He picked something neon sour and gummy.
”I don’t know how you eat that shit and still play like you do.” Shane said, shifting on the balls of his feet. 
Ilya stood and leaned, too close, into Shane’s personal space. 
“And how do I play?”
”Fuck off, asshole,” Shane said. 
”You want chips? You ate like, nothing at dinner.”
He wasn’t wrong. Shane had ordered salmon at their last group dinner of the trip, but it came with a weirdly candy-sweet sauce and he mostly just picked around it, eating rice. Admittedly, he didn’t love eating a lot before seeing Ilya anyway, and they had already exchanged room numbers after the video shoots, so. 
“I didn’t know I had an audience.” 
Ilya shrugged, “Just don’t know how you eat so little and still play like you do,” 
Shane rolled his eyes. 
Ilya held up two bags of chips and said, “Pick.”
Shane choose neither but instead pointed at a bag of unsalted sunflower seeds, which Ilya picked up instead. 
The cashier and the cat made their way out to give them very disinterested looks, and Ilya shuffled his way to the register. 
“And a lighter, please,” He said, dumping the snacks on the counter. His and Shane’s ginger ale and the sunflower seeds, Shane realized, probably should have already put together. That was… nice. Weird. Shane could afford his own snacks. 
He told Ilya so, back on the street, feeling stupid as he trailed behind. Ilya who was walking somewhere else unfathomable to Shane.  
“Oh, you brought your wallet?” Ilya asked, turning back to Shane with a crooked smile, his curls finally dry from his shower.
Their shower. That they had had together. They had fucked and then left the hotel, they were out on the street together, because of the emergency. Shane couldn’t process how weird it was to see Ilya somewhere but on the ice or in bed. He seemed more real like this, more human.  
Shane reluctantly patted his pockets, snapping back to the question. He had his phone, but not his wallet
Ilya held Shane’s wallet out to him, retrieving it from his back jeans pocket. 
The gesture drew Shane’s eyes to Ilya’s ass, which was always a mistake. It was unholy, how Ilya looked in jeans. Shane didn't like to confront it head on, it made him worry he'd never meet a woman whose jeans looked half as good on her. 
“Thank you.”
”I took all the cash. Finder’s fee.”
Shane didn’t carry cash, so he rolled his eyes. Ilya checked the time on his phone, and finding it acceptable, turned into an ABC store. It was a small, local place and the cashier was an older lady watching dramas on a small portable TV. She didn’t look like a hockey fan, at least. 
“What do you drink?” He called to Shane, across half the store. 
“I don’t. Not during the season, at least.”
Ilya crossed the whole store in three long strides. 
“Season doesn’t start for days. What do you drink? It’s not vodka.” He smirked. 
Shane felt his cheeks heat at the memory of what Ilya must mean, Vegas, his reward. He must have made a face. Fuck Rozanov for noticing every fucking thing all the fucking time. 
“Season starts in two days. I’m not drinking.”
“It’s part of the dare, Hollander.” 
Shane felt like he had lost any semblance of control of the situation ages ago. Why fight now?
“I guess, gin is fine. Tequila is fine. Rum is fine.”
Ilya found some sort of bottle and bought the stupid cups frats used to play beer pong, and escorted Shane and his new paper bag back outside. 
Ilya leaned up against the wall outside, lighting a cigarette with his newly purchased lighter. 
“God that smells awful.” Shane said.
“Ah, you like it. We can go back now,” He announced, two drags in, “Saw a text from Davros.”
Davros! That was the Chicago guy’s name. They had only been gone, what, like 17 minutes? 
Ilya looked at him over the top of his lit cigarette. He was still again, like he was studying Shane for something. 
Shane shifted on his feet. He wasn’t great at subtle, and this seemed like a moment for subtle. 
A question. Ilya had a question he wasn’t going to ask. If Shane had to guess, it was, are we going back together? They had snacks, they had drinks, they had some sort of nebulous dare. 
This could be over now, emergency diffused. He was holding both bags, Ilya’s alcohol, Ilya’s coke. He could hand them back. He could say, ‘great, goodnight.’
He could go back to his room and close this door and start panicking about the sex, the broken condom, about the security camera footage of Ilya buying two sodas, about Ilya’s hair in the moonlight, about how this was supposed to feel like nothing. 
Or. 
Shane nodded, silently, sweaty hands gripping the handles of both bags. Then, just for good measure, he turned over his shoulder and nodded again, hoping that was enough for Rozanov to understand. Then he headed towards to the hotel. 
No one was paying any attention to them, too busy at the bar, asking questions of the hotel staff, buzzing around. When they passed the door to his room, Ilya didn’t even pause, just grinned at Shane, defiant. 
Shane swiped them back into his room. 
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