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shot at the night

    by idkimtired

      Summary

      @ russianbear clove 

 roz is so fucking funny man had two seconds to process and he spent them thinking about how to get that ass

@ icemenace Ro - he's so real

@ shaneybugbug Libby - oh he's been WAITING for this 

@ iwant81 Abbie - he was so obviously joking oh my god 

@ russianbear clove  - ummmm i don't think so

@ iwant81 Abbie - rozanov likes girls english just isn't his first language so he accidentally made it look like something you freaks are taking advantage of

@ russianbear clove - so he's joking or it was an accident??? Istg at least chose one

 

or - Shane Hollander comes out and Ilya loses his mind



      Notes

        if your name / user is in this I promise that its an accident also that was by far the worst part of this fic coming up with username ideas which is why they're so uncreative

anyway I don't really have much to say I hope you enjoy


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






      

  












      Chapter 1
  








  Ilya’s world is completely and utterly changed an hour before he has any idea of it, obliviously playing on like the foundation of the universe hasn't been shaken, like he, Ilya Rozanov, hasn't just been given his first real chance for the only thing he's ever wanted. He continues to be utterly unaware as the match ends with a score he would no longer remember in just a half hour, as he slaps his teammates on the back, as he takes his shower and gets dressed instead of running wildly towards his future. He remains completely stupidly oblivious until now, faced with a semi circle of flashing lights and eager journalists, their microphones obnoxiously extended as close to him as possible as he flashes his signature smirk until -
“Rozanov, have you heard the news from Montreal? What do you think of Shane Hollander's statement?”
“Hollander?” he asks, snapping to attention, now also leaning in slightly to the journalist who had asked the question, always eager to feed them with whatever chirp clip they need to get Hollander's attention. The journalist nods.
“You haven't read his statement?” A statement from Shane Hollander, notoriously boring and rule abiding? Ilya cannot think of a reason that Shane Hollander might need to release a statement except with a link to another terrible beautiful life ruining slutty Calvin Klein advertisement.
“I was busy playing,” he says gesturing to the hallway behind him that he'd come from, “Unlike him?”  The journalist's eyes are hungry and delighted. Ilya feels a slight mounting of forbidding. 
“He came out.”
“What?”
“Yes,” says the journalist, “Shane Hollander came out as gay an hour ago.”
“In his statement,” repeats Ilya, feeling very far away all of a sudden. This is a joke surely. A cruel cruel joke. The Bear’s social media person has started frantically shaking her head.
“Yes,” says the journalist, “On instagram.”
“Shane Hollander,” Ilya checks and the crowd of journalists nod, “Of the Montreal metros?” - more nods -  “Number 24?” - nods. Someone shows him a picture on their phone of Hollander's instagram post. There is a picture of Hollander smiling and more text than Ilya is at all prepared to read. “This is real?” There are several ringing out yes’s. Ilya wants to print out the picture of Hollander smiling and eat it. 
He wants - Ilya has never allowed himself to want like this but it's rising in his throat, doing damage to all of his internal organs and his stupid heart, wreaking havoc on the ordinary way of things. 
“What do you think?” someone asks.
“Is he single?” Ilya looks up from the picture of Hollander’s freckled face and is met with a sea of confused faces.
“Umm,” says one of the journalists.
“Is he?” asks Ilya impatiently, “On this post, he did not say boyfriend? Or husband?” 
There's a pause.
“No,” a young journalist this time, near the back, “He didn't mention anyone.” Ilya can't stop the grin splitting his face. Hollander, irritable, beautiful, freckled, talented Hollander, single and gay. Ilya is suddenly gripped with urgency - he needs to, to drive straight to Montreal with the most flowers he can fit in his Ferrari. Or fireworks. Or - or ask Hollander's parents for his hand, Hollander would like that, right? He has a good relationship with his parents, Ilya knows. 
“So? What do you think? There has been mixed reactions across the league -”
“Mixed?” Ilya interrupts
“Well, some players such as Hayden Pike and Scott Hunter have been supportive but there's been some push back, Dallas Kent -”
Ilya snorts. “Dallas Kent is famously an idiot,” he dismisses, “And he should be spending more time studying Hollander’s play in the desperate impossible hope he can somehow deserve to think about the ice Hollander is on and less time talking.” 
“Oh,” says the journalist, “Wow.”
“So what do you think of Hollander's statement?” asks someone else. Ilya hasn't even read Hollander's statement. It's probably boring.









@ montrealshane Maddie 
 yk what i respect it, i too would shoot my shot if i had any hope Shane Hollander would see it 
 
@ rozanovswifey  Rozanovs Wifey
 this has to be a joke right??? Like Roz wouldn't actually… right???
        @ iwant81 Abbie - yeah no way, he's been seen with so many women he's just joking
               @ icemenace Ro - ever heard of bisexuality???
                       @ iwan81 Abbie - oh my god he loves pussy stop it 
 
@ montrealmetrosforthecup Ben
SHANE HOLLANDER IS WHAT
 
@ russianbear clove 
 roz is so fucking funny man had two seconds to process and he spent them thinking about how to get that ass
        @ icemenace Ro - he's so real
        @ shaneybugbug Libby - oh he's been WAITING for this 
        @ iwant81 Abbie - he was so obviously joking oh my god 
              @ russianbear clove  - ummmm i don't think so
                    @ iwant81 Abbie - rozanov likes girls english just isn't his first language so he accidentally made it look like something you freaks are taking advantage of
                        @ russianbear clove - so he's joking or it was an accident??? Istg at least chose one
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
 people are doubting roz’s bisexuality rn but there's no bisexual on this earth who wouldn't do what he just did 
       @ droolingover24 Tic - like shane hollander???? Yeah i'm taking any chance i could possible have i can't blame hime  
              @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou - HAVE YOU SEEN THE CALVIN KLIEN ADS
 
@ metrosno1fan em 
 yeah idk guys does anyone else think that rozanov came off kinda homophobic??? Like joking about that when Shane just came out….
       @ holzyismyman riley  - yes!!! So icky 
               @ metrosno1fan em  - plus he's russian so…
       @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou  - you cannot be serious 
 
@ TheIceHockeyPodcast Tom n Tim
Tune in @ 9 pm for our thoughts on how this will impact the metros season and cup chances! 
 
@ iceicebaby Harry
Pov you just found out that shane hollander is gay and single but so did ilya rozanov so there goes any hope of a chance 
      @iceicebaby Harry - get offffff him roz let everyone else have a chance first 
 
@ girlforhockey gracie  
 listen either rozanov is bi which great or he's really homophobic cause that's not funny 
      @ russianbear clove - ohmygod you people can't do anything
 
@ droolingover24 Tic
I know it's literally my @ but i think roz mightve actually been genuinely drooling when they showed him the post with shanes picture 
       @ droolingover24 Tic - … like girlllll you know it's bad when even i'm like you need to chill out 
 
@ espn ESPN - Boston’s Captain Ilya Rozanov says he supports his rival Shane Hollander after the Metro’s captain comes out. 
       @ shaneybugbug Libby - girl.
       @ droolingover24 Tic - oh yeah i also beg for someone to call me so i can show them a good time in ‘support’ 





@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander 
I'm gay.
This is something I haven't wanted to share, not out of shame, but out of fear that it would stop me from doing my favourite thing in the world ; playing and winning at hockey. But I was gay when I signed my contract, I was gay for my first goal and point and hat trick, I was gay when I was made captain. And I am going to continue doing all of these things. 
I want to thank all of my fans, all of my friends and family and everyone who has made me feel confident and comfortable enough to tell you this now. I hope we can all focus on what matters; playing some good hockey, but maybe now more openly, with more tolerance and understanding. 
Remember, hockey is for everyone.
       @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - please please please please pretty please 
       @rozsno1fan - oh my god stand up i'm embarrassed for you











      

  












      Chapter 2
  


    Chapter Summary

    ummmm ???? I was so not ready for the response to this ahahahaha

so I actually already had this next part written and I figureddddd as a thank you for the amount of people who commented I would edit and post it now :) im really glad so many people are enjoying

- the next part will not be so fast!!!



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Shane hadn't even wanted to come out. But after coming out to the Metros had gone badly, he had quickly decided he’d rather it be on his own terms and not because Comeau can't keep his fucking mouth shut. He hadn't wanted to come out to his team either - for just cause as he's been learning - but one comment too many had pushed him over the edge into blurting it out in the middle of the changing room. Not his best moment.
He thinks what might be annoying him the most about all this is that he's playing worse hockey for it. Or, well, not him, he's playing fucking fine but his team? It's like none of them except Hayden and JJ have ever been on the ice before. There's certainly no team unity anymore. And if any of them want to score - the whole fucking point of the game - they're going to have to start passing to him again. Which is difficult when half of them are pretending he doesn't exist. Which is almost impressive considering he's their fucking captain. 
So now his team is playing the worst hockey of their entire lives just as he comes out and everyone's going to use it as proof that players can't be gay and he's letting the entire community down just as he lets himself enter it as well as the city of Montreal. And no one is focusing on the cup anymore and Shane just really hates losing. He could probably deal with the homophobia so long as it stayed out of hockey. 
After he lets his mom post his coming out on Instagram and whatever other platform she deems worth it - that he honestly barely even skims, he trusts her far more than himself for this sort of thing and thinking of anyone actually reading it makes him feel sick - he lets everyone close to him know that he won't be answering anything and lets himself close himself off completely from the world for one evening. One last evening of peace without the world's reactions. One last evening before he's Shane Hollander Gay Hockey Player. 
He goes through his evening routine with the determination of someone who's dedicated their entire life to discipline. Food, shower, skin care routine, his book. But he's faced with the blank dark of his ceiling, eyes wide open as he tries to sleep. No luck, he feels like the eyes of all of hockey and the internet are crawling over him. Fuck it. He takes four melatonin gummies - way above the recommended number - and goes back to bed. 




When Shane wakes up in the morning it's after a night of truly strange, disturbing dreams that fade in the rising light. It's time to face the world. 
He forces himself through his morning routine first, run, shower and breakfast, before unlocking his phone. He winces at the immediate avalanche of notifications. He's got them turned off for all social media so this is just emails, messages and some sports newspapers and yet there's still so many. He checks the results of the Boston match from last night first. He’d been so set on not going on the internet he'd refrained but he can't hold himself back too long. He’ll go watch the highlights later. He ignores all messages from his team and frowns at the sight of a call from both Rose and his PR manager and clicks on Rose’s messages first, figuring those will be an easier first pill to swallow. Big mistake. 
 
Rose
I'm so proud of you <3 favourite gay ex boyfriend
Oh my god shane 
Have you seen???
I thought you and rozanov hated each other?
He is hot 
I keep rewatching the video
I swear he's drooling 
 
Shane 
What? Seen what?
 
Rose
Ah oh my god you're awake 
At last
 
Shane 
Seen what, Rose?
 
Rose
It's probably better you just see it yourself
Give me a second to find it 
 
Ok just promise me you don't freak out and you CALL ME ok? 
Here you go : www.youtube/ilya-rozanov-hollander-coming-out-reaction.com 
 
Shane clicks on the link she sent him nervously - people telling him not to freak out always ends up with him very freaked out. It takes him to a video of Rozanov doing press after his game last night. Shane doesn't know why he always insists on being shirtless, it's unprofessional honestly, especially all post game sweaty, his curly hair a damp crushed mess from being stuck in a helmet, skin glistening with sweat. One of the reporters asks about Shane and Shane winces as Rozanov frowns in confusion, they asked about Shane half the time - usually in regards to their ongoing points race - but this time feels different. They're never asking about Rozanov's opinion on his private life usually. 
Rozanov on his screen seems to be in disbelief. If Shane wasn't so sure that Rose would never send him a video of someone being homophobic he would've clicked out of it by now in sheer panic. He's feeling pretty panicked anyway. He wishes it could just cut to the part that has Rose so worked up.
“Is he single?” comes out of his phone's tinny speakers and he freezes - that, that sounded like… but no. No. That’s just… not wishful thinking but - well probably a bit of wishful thinking. Rozanov is hot, that's a well known fact. It doesn't have to mean anything. Still he feels his cheeks heating as Rozanov asks about a boyfriend or husband - as if - and then a grin as he calls Dallas Kent an idiot. That's nice actually, he's glad Rose sent him this video, it's comforting that someone considered his greatest rival is being supportive even if it's in a very Rozanov sort of way. 
“I have not read his statement,” on screen Rozanov says slowly and Shane is very glad of it. He suddenly wishes he hadn't just let his mom write it, that he had invested himself just a little more… 
“But,” Rozanov gets very serious and looks head into the camera. Shane feels his posture straighten reflexively. “Hollander. Listen to me, yes? I am very serious. I only need one chance, I promise I will make it worth your time - just call me. If you have secret boyfriend or husband, leave him. He will not be good enough at hockey for you anyway and he would not be good enough in other ways either. I promise I am better, will show you a very good time. Just call me. Please. You have my number, I think. I can come to Montreal. You can come to Boston. I have a very comfortable bed. Hollander. Shane - please. One chance.” The journalists lose their minds but Rozanov just winks. Directly at the camera. At Shane.
What.  
Shane's mouth is wide open, gaping at the screen. This has to be a joke right? He's never blushed so hard in his entire life. He's not sure he'll ever be able to form a coherent thought ever again. 




@RealRoseLandry Rose Landry  
So proud of you @ shanehollanderhockeyplayer my all time favourite gay ex boyfriend <3
      @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - you can be the godmother to our first child if you tell him to call me, I will even forgive you for dating my husband
            @RealRoseLandry Rose Landry  - lol i actually sent him the video of your interview the rest is up to you
                @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - my new favourite actress
       @arosebyanyothername Rose My Queen - my queen playing matchmaker i love you sm
       @rozsno1fan - WHAT IS HAPPENING 
       @ girlforhockey gracie   - wait roz was serious ???
 
@hereforhockey Dev
i know it's only been less than a day but i'm still laughing at roz asking if hollzys single and then telling him to leave his bf/husband anyway 
       @ russianbear clove - fr man was getting jealous over something he completely imagined 
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
 ROZE SENT SHANE ROZANOVS BEGGING INTERVIEW I REPEAT THIS IS NOT A DRILL SHANE HAS SEEN THE VIDEO 
      @ shanehockey24 Julie - i NEED to see his reaction
          @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou  - i'd do anything to be a fly on the wall 
 
@ holzyismyman riley 
rozanov just can never let shane have his moment oh my god he has to steal everything and always be at the center of attention
       @ metrosforthewin024 Marc - frrrr i literally hate him he's definetly lying for attetnion too keep shane away from him
 
@RealHaydenPike Hayden Pike 
@ shanehollanderhockeyplayer i love you mate! So proud of you 
       @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - stay away from my man 
            @RealHaydenPike Hayden Pike  - ???
                @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - you are not good enough hockey player to interest him
                    @RealHaydenPike Hayden Pike  - i'm his best mate?????
 
@JJonTheMetros JJ Boiziau 
 i love you man , best captain ever @ shanehollanderhockeyplayer
 
@ holzdolz Dolly   everyone wondering if ilya rozanov is a bisexual but only a bisexual would have this public a break down at the confirmation of a possibility of a chance with shane hollander
      @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou - he's so fine 
      @ icemenace Ro - personally I've known since the way he looked at marlow in those early years … yeah that was not straight behaviour 
 
@ waveonthewhale Izzy 
 @ realilyarozanov i'm not shane hollander but i am wasian 
 
@ droolingover24 Tic 
anyone else noticing that the voyagers haven't said anything??? And only two teammates have publicly shown support ???
         @ goodolhockey John - good he should never have been allowed to bring this shit into sports
         @ shaneygoodboy Mary - yeah :( honestly it's making me a little worried for him… 
 
@ 1008463728 Mat 
rozanov isn't a fuckinf faggot and hollander should get thrown out of the league 
       @ icemenace Ro - someones jealous they won't get to kiss either of them :/ 
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou  
 The metros not saying anything is really starting to stress my out #justiceforshane
        @ holzdolz Dolly - yeahhh and with the way they've been playing recently… do you think it's cause they found out and they're being homophobic about it?
        @ 1008463728 Mat - this is why hollander shouldve just shut up and not been a distraction
 
@ hollzygirl01 mia  
 yeah so i actually don't love rozanov encouraging cheating
     @ russianbear clove - he literally didn't??? He told shane to leave his partner first 
         @ hollzygirl01 mia  - and that makes it better???
             @ russianbear clove - it makes it not encouraging cheating
 
@ gayandicehockey Aidan 
 not enough people talking about how cool it is to have TWO out hockey players all of a sudden??? Like this is literally historical
        @ gayandicehockey Aidan  - and one of them is SHANE MF HOLLANDER like they're both good too???
        @ iwant81 Abbie - rozanov isn't gay oh my god he was joking you people need to stop
 
@ russianbear clove - sooooo @ shanehollanderhockeyplayer ….?
          @rozsno1fan - fr like answer my man please he's embarrassing all of us for you rn 
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
 Some people think I am joking. I am not joking. I am bisexual and Shane Hollander is very pretty. Fact. I am also free this thursday @ shanehollanderhockeyplayer or next thursday or friday or saturday or whenever you want
        @BostonRaiders Boston Raiders - ilya you are not free on thursday ilya you have a match on thursday ilya
             @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - ah :/ classic biphobia 
                 @BostonRaiders Boston Raiders - YOU KNOW YOU HAVE OUR FULL SUPPORT BUT YOU ALSO HAVE A JOB 
                    @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - betrayed by those closest to me so sad 
 
@BostonRaiders Boston Raiders 
We are delighted and so proud of our cap @RealIlyaRozanov the very first (out) bisexual captain of a NHL team! Can't wait to keep crushing it with you now that we know you even better. We are also proud to announce that we will be starting a new partnership with @ bostonsafeharbour an organisation that helps and shelters queer youth in Boston! #hockeyisforeveryone
         @BostonRaiders Boston Raiders - We would also like to take a moment to commend @ shanehollanderhockeyplayer for his bravery in being the first ever out member of the NHL and offer our full support and admiration… and apologies for our captain 
         @ holzdolz Dolly - boston raiders putting out a statement before montreal… #justiceforshane
 
@cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow  
 @ shanehollanderhockeyplayer Please answer him he's getting insufferable put us all out of our misery
        @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - do not tell my future husband that i am insufferable???
             @cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow   - pretty sure he already knows buddy





  
    Chapter End Notes

    I knowwwwww the bears wouldn't be so accepting but. I. don't. care. I've been having such good fun

someone please please explain to me very slowly how to add images to ao3 because I KNOW Ilya would be thirst trapping like crazy but I cannot for the life of me figure it out


  


      

  












      Chapter 3
  


    Chapter Summary

    so I have A LOT of stuff to do for uni and I freaked out about it and wrote this instead lmao enjoy I will eventually need to lock in... but later later



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander 
Good morning. Thank you to everyone for your support and love. It means a lot. 
 
Shane's last window of peace and isolation has ended. Well, really it ended the moment he watched that Rozanov interview and he's been staring blankly at his living room wall, brain incoherently screaming since. But now it has really truly ended. Now, Yuna Hollander has arrived. 
His mom and dad turn up at exactly 11 am, the previously agreed upon time, his mom already on the phone. His PR person, Annie, and his agent, Farah, have been set up on a zoom call on the sitting room table, both furiously answering typing away as they answer endless emails, and his dad is packing a pre made lunch into his fridge, all the while Yuna never stops talking, going straight from one phone call into another, her face a picture of calm determination. They had already warned most of the brands Shane represents, of course, but now is all about the public's reaction. The fallout. 
The NHL has yet to say anything. Neither have the Metros. Shane has practice tomorrow. A match in three days. 
“How are we feeling?” His dad offers him a gentle smile and a warm hand on his shoulder, solid and steady, his eyebrows creased with concern. Shane shrugs a little. He's feeling a little overwhelmed. He maybe needs someone to sit down and dissect every single word Rozanov said in that interview, and maybe ever, to him. He wishes everyone would just get over it already and focus back on hockey. He wishes he was on the ice right now. If he's benched he's going to do something drastic and dramatic. 
“Fine.”
His dad accepts that with a nod and a glance towards where his mom is staring out the back window, one hand on her hip, the other holding her phone to her ear. “When are Hayden and Rose getting here?” Rose had insisted on flying out when he’d told her what he was planning. Which is sweet but he doesn't think really all that necessary. Whatever, it'll be nice to see her, honestly he thinks she's just using it as an excuse to visit which is nice. It's been a while. 
“Soon, probably in time for lunch.”
“Good thing we brought extra then.”
His mom finally gets off the phone and motions him to join her on the couch, leaning in to kiss the side of his head and give his arm a squeeze when he does. 
“Honestly, there's been a pretty positive reaction so far,”  says Annie with a comforting smile, “About as good as we could hope for, there's been a bit of backlash of course - ” of course. Of course.  “- but it's a minority. The general public honestly seems delighted to be getting some representation and a bit more diversity in the NHL and you've gained over 20 thousand twitter followers.” Shane would shamefully love not being the NHL’s ‘diversity’. “What we’ll need to keep an eye on is other players' reactions but it's still a bit early for that. You have at least had some speak out in support already - Scott Hunter, Ryan Price, Theo Andrews - all good people to have on your side, a bit older and established, respected players. A few teams have already tweeted in support too, which is good, but also unfortunately has been drawing attention to the fact that Montreal hasn't yet -”
Shane groans, his stomach sinking a little. God couldn't they at least pretend? Other teams would definitely be able to sense the tension and exploit the cracks within his team. Did they no longer care about winning the cup at all? Beside him Yuna scoffs. 
“I've been holding off calls from them all morning. Thought it best to have a meeting on it first now that we've seen the initial reactions.” Farah and Annie both nod in agreement. Shane sighs, stomach turning weirdly at the thought of how furious his coach and upper management must be. They'd chosen not to warn Montreal. Mostly because Shane had been sure they would have tried to threaten him out of doing it. He almost wishes he could have seen Theriault's face and is simultaneously very glad he didn't. Yuna sends him a sharp look.
“You haven't picked up any of their calls either, right?” Shane shakes his head mutely and she nods, satisfied. 
“And um..” says Annie, sounding almost apologetic, “We also have to talk about - uh, the Rozanov of it all.” Shane feels his face immediately burst into hot pink and covers it with his hands, sinking back into the couch.
“Oh,” says his mom, sounding delighted, “You've seen then?”
“Rose sent me the interview.” It comes out muffled from beneath his hands. He's pretty sure all three women and his dad, still in the kitchen, are laughing at him. 
“Well,” says Annie, “Honestly a lot of people are enjoying it. I'd say it's even buying you more good will and it's definitely lightening the mood a bit. Have you seen his tweets?”
Shane peeks through his fingers.
“His tweets?”
 
Three hours later and Hayden is the only person still on his side. 
“I'm just saying,” says his mom, “That you're now the only two out people in the league! He's shown his support for you, you should do the same, show solidarity.”
“With Rozanov?" Shane splutters as Hayden makes an offended sound. 
“It doesn't even need to be public,” Yuna plows on, “Just send him a message.”
“Saying what?! Congratulations on being bisexual?”
“I think he'd prefer you call him,” giggles Jackie, “Not sure where I got that impression…” Beside her, Rose cackles. That might be the worst part of this whole disaster, introducing those two. He’ll never know a day of peace again. 
“I don't have his number!” Shane cries out, "I don't know why he said that!”
“A message is enough,” says Yuna but she's smiling. Shane doesn't know when Rozanov suddenly won over her approval but she's never reacted to his name with such little anger before. He starts pacing across the living room again, having accepted that he can't project a normal unaffected air about this. His cheeks still feel hot. 
“Don't you want to?” asks Rose, “I mean we all have eyes… if he was hitting on me, personally I wouldn't hesitate." Hayden makes another outraged sound at the same time that Jackie makes one of agreement and turns to her horrified. 
“Cmon,” says Jackie with a roll of her eyes, “I know he's a rival but you've seen him - that man is hot.” 
“He's Rozanov,” says Hayden. 
“Yeah,” sighs Shane and it comes out far more longingly than he meant it to. He spins immediately away from the shocked looks from the entire table, “Nope, absolutely not. You don't know him,” he adds hurriedly, “He's probably joking, he loves um riling everyone up and - and psychological warfare.”
“Psychological warfare,” repeats Rose. 
“Yes.”
“Yeah,” agrees Hayden, “He’s probably just doing it to piss off the homophobes - which! You know! Good for him! But - he should leave Shane alone.” Shane doesn't really want Rozanov to leave him alone unless he really is joking. And the idea of texting him or calling or anything and having him tell him that it was just a joke is - is too humiliating to even try. He's going to continue to keep Rozanov a safe, careful distance away even if he is bisexual and begging Shane for a chance over twitter. 
“Well,” says his mom and Shane really wishes she didn't almost definitely now know that he finds Rozanov - or anyone but specifically him - hot, “You're going to have to acknowledge it at some point. Better sooner than later - you can just say thank you if you don't want to say anything else. Answer one of his tweets. Joke about it too, if you want.” Shane can feel his cheeks heat even more at the thought of those tweets. He shakes his head violently. 
“No. Nope, ok? No, absolutely not, he’ll - he’ll get bored and drop it in a day or two and so will everyone else, I'm just gonna ignore it and, and focus on hockey! And just - “
“Shane,” says Yuna.
“No, not right now, it's - it's too much right now, just can we just not deal with this right now? Leave it, ok? Just - just leave it.” 
“Ok,” says his mom slowly, “Ok”
“Fine,” sighs Rose, “But for the record if I can't have either of you, I ship it.”
“I don't know what that means.” 
“Who would like some dessert?” says David, back from doing the dishes. 





@ shaydenforever Shayden Forever
Poor rozanov has no one told him that shane already has the love of his life? That man is Locked Down
      @ montrealshane Maddie  - nurse she's out again 
 
@ shayden2435 shane pike
What shane coming out means for shayden and the next steps a thread : 
 
@ icemenace Ro
what's gayer shane hollander coming out or how hard roz has been thirsting after him 
       @cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow - idk man i feel like it's not that gay when it's hollzy like you've seen him he's pretty 
 
@cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow  
i have successfully gotten roz to stop talking to me 
        @cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow  - Oh no nevermind 
               @ stsimonvic St-Simon - you've just doomed us all to bag skates 
 
@ ryancarmichaeloffficial R. Carmichael
Oh my god your captain has a crush on shane hollander yeah and??? So does everyone??? He's not special???
       @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - i am very special and you will be very jealous when he is my husband 
              @ ryancarmichaeloffficial R. Carmichael - oh so he's answered you?
                    @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - i am looking for new teammates applications open now
 
@ holzdolz Dolly - 
shaydens on the tl again @RealIlyaRozanov  stop them somehow please
        @hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation - join the correct side of rpf history… 
 
@zboodhockey Bood 
is it really gay to have a crush on shane hollander? Pretty sure everyone does or has at some point 
        @zboodhockey Bood -I don't mean the way roz is doing it. That's definitely gay 
               @zboodhockey Bood - i mean bisexual sorry bud
 
@no19Vaughan Carter Vaughan
listen i'm straight but everyone has at least thought about hollzy before you've seen the guy
 
@ droolingover24 Tic 
when i woke up this morning it was not thinking that half of the nhl would admit to having a crush on shane hollander??? But yk i'm not mad they're right
 
@ teeheeheeheee Beau
i keep seeing all these ice hockey players on the tl admitting to being gay for some guy called shane hollander? I thought ice hockey was super conservative 
        @ teeheeheeheee Beau - OH I JUST LOOKED HIM UP IT'S THE CALVIN KLEIN GUY NEVERMIND ME TOO
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - 
everyone is asking ilya are you really bi (yes) ilya hockey this hockey that NO ONE IS ASKING THE IMPORTABT QUESTIONS @ shanehollanderhockeyplayer ARE YOU SINGLE ???? DO YOU WANT ME PLEASE
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
 @shanehollanderhockeyplayer <img src="" alt="THAT shirtless pic yk the one" />   @shanehollanderhockeyplayer @shanehollanderhockeyplayer @shanehollanderhockeyplayer 
     @ russianbear clove - Whoring yourself out on main for the hole really
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou 
How have montreal STILL not released a statement??? 
       @ holzdolz Dolly - Frrrr the silence is getting LOUD 
 
@ shayden2435 shane pike 
- everyone getting excited about hollanov like ilya didn't immediately steal the spotlight and attention from shanes historical coming out by copying him ten seconds later that man is toxic and jealous 
       @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - is true that pike could never 
               @rozsno1fan - ILYA???
 
@ TheIceHockeyPodcast Tom n Tim
How will this affect the legendary hollander/rozanov rivalry? Tune in tn at 9 pm to hear our thoughts 
 
@ shaneygoodboy Mary
sooooo is it shilya? Ilane?? Hollanov???
          @hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation - i see you're new here… 
 
@hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation
OH MY GOD ILYA JUST FOLLOWED ME???
 
@ottawacentaurs Ottawa Centaurs
Shout out to our hometown princess @shanehollanderhockeyplayer for breaking yet another record we love you and we love love! 
         @OttawaForeverMisses24 - come home shane 
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou 
The official ottawa centaurs acc calling shane a princess i know that's right
         @ droolingover24 Tic  - they're so obsessed with him here his face is on every billboard he might as well own the town 
 
@sidcosbyreal Sidney Crosby
Really cool to see such bravery and new diversity in the sport @ shanehollanderhockeyplayer you've been an inspiration and it's been so beautiful to see you grow! Congrats man.
     @sidcosbyreal Sidney Crosby You too rozanov 
     @ holzdolz Dolly - oh i know hollzy is freaking out rn 
 
@ droolingover24 Tic 
Funny as fuck to see everyone be like oh my god congrats shane hollander we love you so much love is love… oh and ig you too rozanov he really is the peoples princess 
 
@ rolexofficial Rolex 
We love you @ shanehollanderhockeyplayer Proud to stand by you. #rolexfamily 
 
@ montrealllll224 dave 
Yk this might be the first bit of proof we've ever been given that shane hollander isn't just a hockey playing machine 
      @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou - God forbid he be a little autistic with it
            @ autistic24holzy Em  - A little??? (with love) 
 
@ iwant81 Abbie
Thread on why roz is faking this whole hollander thing:
       @ russianbear clove - oh my god kys
 
@montrealmetros Montreal Metros 
We are here to play hockey, not comment on the personal lives of our players. Excited to see you on Thursday for our match against @ newyorkadmirals. #gometros #metrosforthecup





  
    Chapter End Notes

    I figured out how to add pictures!!!!!!! which has given me FAR too much of an ego given how easy it was in the end and how much help I needed from reddit but regardless! Ilya demanded it of me and he's right he would be posting shirtless pics for shane

 

I could not for the life of me remember if Shane has a canonical pr person / manager (aside from Yuna duh) so I invented them (EDIT; I CANNOT BELIEVE I forgot about Farah my bad man - thank you to those who reminded me!!!)

the shaydens!!! ah god bless I thought it was high time for them to make their appearance its just too funny not to also rose and Jackie friendship is something I NEED ok? so they're getting it

the metros obviously suck but I am going to keep this fic on the lighthearted side btw in large part cause I don't have that kinda time and also im so full of rage best not get into it

thank you so much for all the comments!!! they have been FEEDING me, hopefully see you soon but not too soon because I do need to get this degree


  


      

  












      Chapter 4
  


    Chapter Summary

    so this suddenly got a lil more serious on me than I meant it to
tw! homophobia / slurs ( spoiler! - if you want to skip the text to the twitter part of the chapter Theriault and upper management have a talk with Shane where they are very homophobic and piss him off)



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  @nhl NHL  
The NHL supports all hockey players. 
 
Shane loves hockey. This is so unilaterally unchangingly unshakeably true that every single person who's ever met him or even heard about him knows it. That since he was six years old adults would turn away from him to his parents after one conversation with raised eyebrows and say “well he sure loves hockey eh?” He has never dreaded practice, not really, not the way his teammates would, complaining of tiredness, of not wanting to do the same drills again, of sore muscles and bruised bodies. Shane has always looked forward to being on the ice. 
Shane has never dreaded hockey practice, until today. 
He arrives early anyway, of course. Earlier than anyone else, early enough that he's changed, laced up his skates and on the ice before anyone gets there. The ice is peaceful. Easy, smooth, emotionless. He moves through his warm up drills and his breathing settles, his mind focuses, calms. Everything else but the puck, the goal and the ice falls away. Here is where he is meant to be. 
“Hollander!” The voice rings out as he's mid shot. He follows through, watches the puck go exactly where he meant it to and turns around, already making his way back to the edge of the rink towards the voice.
Theriault. 
His coach does not look pleased. Shane may sometimes struggle with reading peoples faces and emotions but the rage vibrating out of the older man is hard to miss, his face is set into strict lines and bright, indignant red. When Shane had first come out, Theriault had pulled him aside to tell him to stop ‘making the other players uncomfortable’ and ‘focus on the game not politics’ because the rookies ‘needed a strong masculine influence not that pussy stuff’. Shane had almost told him he wasn't interested in pussy either and now almost regrets that he didn't. 
“We need to talk.” Shane leans away slightly when Theriault spits it out, not wanting to be in range. He considers playing dumb, but figures it probably wouldn't be the smartest move. 
“Of course, sir,” he says evenly instead, “Now?” 
“Yes,” hisses Theriault and Shane feels a flicker of irritation at him for being so willing to interrupt the start of practice for something so stupid. Is he going crazy? Does no one care about hockey anymore just because he sometimes likes to suck dick? 
“Fine,” says Shane, hopping over the side of the rink and holding back a snort when Theriault moves away, as if afraid that the homosexuality of Shane's being might be contagious. He undoes his skates, cursing his coach internally for wasting time as he does, before following him away from the ice, in his socks. As they walk away the first of his teammates are making their way onto the ice. 
 
Theriault brings him up all the way to the GM, Desjardins's, office, where Desjardins and the Metros PR manager, Marcel, are waiting. A scared looking intern that Shane is pretty sure has been put in charge of social media is sitting wide eyed in the corner. Shane wishes he had his phone on him to record this, but it's back in the changing room. He feels a little ridiculous in his gear and socks, surrounded by people in suits. This really couldn't have waited until after practice? 
Theriault moves to stand behind the desk as Shane sits down, putting him alone in front of the three of them, a typical fucked up power move that makes Shane frown automatically. 
“Hello,” he says because Yuna and David Hollander raised him and he's not known for being intrinsically Canadian for nothing. 
“Hollander,” Desjardins’s voice is cold. He used to invite Shane to his office to debate league trades and deadlines and new rookies and old, near retirement, players. There's no respect left in his face now. 
“Listen,” says Theriault, “We spoke about this very clearly. We told you exactly what the team expected from you. We did not say you could bring this to the public and embarrass us like this.” 
“Embarass you,” repeats Shane, "I'm sorry, was the cup an embarrassment?” The intern in the corner coughs. Theriault goes a new shade of purple. 
“The truth is,” says Desjardins, cutting his coach a look, “You're the captain, Hollander, and there's a certain standard we have for a captain and part of that standard is to not bring your drama and personal … life into the locker room and air it out publicly.”  
“What drama?” asks Shane, honestly a little confused. 
“Don't act cute,” spits Theriault. Shane blinks. “No one wants to know if you take it up the ass Hollander - we have fucking respect in this organisation, for tradition and - and our values. If you're going to be a faggot, be a quiet one. We don't want the team associated with that woke shit publicly, you here?” The slur takes a moment to land. It all feels a little surreal. Shane is in his socks. 
“Percy,” says Desjardins warningly, “Listen Hollander - the guys don't feel comfortable with you, especially not with you in the showers with them. The organisation has to be careful with who we trust to lead our team, you understand? And right now, you have a very split and distrustful team. That's it, isn't it? How can they trust you now, right? So you can understand that that puts us in a tricky situation - of course, you've led the team to two stanley cups, but right now, there's a problem with the team and it's pretty clear, Hollander, that the problem is you. So you what? You decide to declare it to the world? That's not exactly captain material, is it?” 
“I've given you two cups but suddenly because I'm gay, I'm a problem, is that it?” says Shane slowly, what do they even want from him? It's not like he can take it back now anyway,  so genuinely what good could this conversation possibly hope to achieve? “Listen, I honestly just want to focus on hockey -”
“Oh, I bet,” sneers Theriault as Desjardins and Marcel exchange looks and Shane frowns, confused, “Lots of sweaty men, pushing you around, just a wet dream for you huh Hollander?” Shane is honestly so shocked, all he can do is gape in response. “Some of the guys on the team are still teenagers and it's our job to protect them.” The insinuation makes him feel genuinely sick as he stares at a man he can no longer recognise.
“When have I ever given you reason to believe that you would need to?” he demands, “When have I ever ever given you any reason to distrust me? Fuck, I've been called rascist slurs on this team since I was a teenager, when have you ever protected me?”
“Don't play the victim here - listen, if we could without causing some sort of woke pissy online outrage we’d bench you for this Hollander but-”
“What?!” Shane is on his feet, shaking with rage before he can stop himself.
“You can't parade around like this without expecting some sort of consequence.” They're all on their feet now, the tension in the room so high he can taste it, “But because you are who you are, we're giving you a chance anyway - just stop, you hear me? No more posting whatever gay shit you want online - ”
“It was one post!”
“- no making any of this worse. Just do your fucking job. Play. We'll be talking about this again after the end of the season.” 
Shane wants to scream. Not even to say anything just to scream and scream and scream until his throat is raw in Theriault's face. He faces off the three men, shaking with anger, a sick nauseous feeling pulling at his insides. So this was the line of acceptance, the only thing saving him that the team literally can’t not afford not to play him because they're fucking shit otherwise. He storms out without another word, sure that he wouldn't be able to restrain himself from throttling his coach otherwise and wouldn't that make a beautiful headline? First out gay player kills coach - should gay people be banned forever? 
 
What follows is the worst practice and in fact maybe the worst four hours of Shane's entire life. Hayden and JJ are the only people who are speaking to him to say anything other than hissed slurs or some of the most creatively horrific things Shane’s ever heard from this particular group, including many many lewd insinuations about him and any player that has come out publicly in support of him online. Many many many about Rozanov. 
He's not being passed to, he's not being listened to, he’s being tackled harder than would ever be legal in a match let alone practice and Theriault criticizes his every breath with increasingly misogynistic language. It's a miracle he makes it without serious injury.
By the end of it, Shane is shaking, teeth gritted in barely contained rage. He has genuinely never felt this fucking furious about anything in his entire fucking life. It's so fucking stupid and unfair and childish and awful. He's never felt this kind of burning all-encompassing hatred that slowly takes over him as the practice goes on until it becomes blinding and terrible and he has to do something. 




@ russianiceprincess Sveta
Everyone stop tagging me in ilyas posts i know i've seen i cannot deal with the second hand embarrassment anymore
       @ russianiceprincess Sveta - @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov i regret publicly associating with you we bisexuals cannot be caught pining like this 
 
@ montrealshane Maddie
The fact that the entire internet (and rozanov) is losing their mind (mostly rozanov) and shane (if i wasn't such a hollander fan i'd be worried about rozanov) hasn't said ANYTHING except yuna hollander scripted pr … he's such a legend 
 
@cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow 
I support bisexuals and whatever but roz has to be stopped
   @ russianiceprincess Sveta - seconded
      @ ryancarmichaeloffficial R. Carmichael - thirded
         @ stsimonvic St-Simon - forthted 
           @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - serie play jealousy jealousy by olivia rodrigo 
 
@ whatthewyatt Wyatt Hayes
Yes. We are all in love with holzy. Please stop asking this isn't news
    @ whatthewyatt Wyatt Hayes And yes all the WAGs are also all in love with him
 
@ shayden2435 shane pike 
Why is noone talking about how hayden was the first player to come out in support of shane??? He's so protective of his man
     @ holzdolz Dolly - Because he wasn't??? Even scott hunter said something before pike
 
@ shaydenforever Shayden Forever
Hayden being so proud of shane but not being allowed to come out yet… :(((( my heart
     @haydenhollander  Shayden4Life They kill me
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander this could be your new view 
[image: ]
     @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - quick @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander people are trying to claim you're a top! Answer me to prove them wrong 
 
@BostonRaiders Boston Raiders
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov ILYA ROZANOV ANSWER MY CALLS RN ISTG
     @ russianbear clove - Lmaooooo called out on main i think your pushing this poor person to their limit there bestie 
 
@ hollzygirl01 mia
Rozanov just playing into bisexual slutty stereotypes … he really didn't think of the community before coming out this sets us back 50 years
     @ icemenace Ro - God forbid a man be a lil slutty jesus christ
     @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou - Did you forget he's an actual person???



@ russianiceprincess Sveta
Yes i did already know ilya was obsessed with hollander - i thought we all did? He blushes every time he's brought up go rewatch his interviews
     @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - lies 
     @ icemenace Ro - no cause wait… you have a point??? How have i never noticed
 
@hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation
SVETLANA RPFING ON MAIN WHAT A DAY WHAT A YEAR WHAT A LIFE
 
@ holzdolz Dolly -
We need to talk about the metros response to shane coming out
     @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou - No fr cause i've supported them my whole life but this is really making me rethink this :( 
     @ montrealshane Maddie - Genuinely like i'm worried for hollzys safety in that locker room
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander did you see photoshoot i did last summer? I can think of many things we could do together on a beach… alone…
[image: ]
     @BostonRaiders Boston Raiders ilya. 
        @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov wow you have such dirty mind i was thinking likeee building sandcastles… going swimming…
 
@espn ESPN
Ilya Rozanov and Shane Hollander rivalry through the years; why is Rozanov’s supposed support of the Canadian captain so shocking? 
 
@ russianbear clove
Yk what i'll say it there's something deeply hot about watching rozy go after holz so hard
    @ russianbear clove - Like yeah i do like my men a little pathetic and desperate actually
 
@ goodolhockey John
if rozanov and hollander get together … how would we make sure that there isn't any cheating involved? Some of you are too happy they're going woke to think of what it would really mean for the sport 
     @ autistic24holzy Em - have you ever seen them play each other??? Yeah i don't think we need tp worry 
 
@ shayden2435 shane pike 
Does anyone else think this is just a massive pr move
    @ droolingover24 Tic - Holzy coming out as gay??? As a non white ice hockey player???
      @ shayden2435 shane pike - I mean rozanov 
 
@ montrealpatdrapeau Drapeau 
Grateful for my wife and kids especially today. It's always important to remember what a good christian family is and represents and to strive to be a respectable role model for young children. 
    @ holzdolz Dolly - Uhhhhhhhhhhhh…
    @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou - ok weirdo
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander -  i think of your freckles every day
    @rozsno1fan - Oh. that's… damn that romantic actually 
 
@ nhlfollowtracker NHL Follow Tracker
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer (Shane Hollander) started following 1 and unfollowed 1
   Following @RealIlyaRozanov (Ilya Rozanov)
   Unfollowed @ montrealpatdrapeau (Patrice Drapeau) 




@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - only my freckles?





  
    Chapter End Notes

    im back! I've been busy busy as term ends and with it my will and energy but I did see the guy im lowkey in love with but only see every few months at most cause we live in different countries to really get in the mood and I also have a short film due tomorrow!! morning!!! that I have yet to edit so. hashtag going method with this fic

SHANE ANSWERS AT LAST I kinda figured he'd need to be pushed a little to do so publicly it did make me giggle he is putting my boy Ilya THROUGH IT with that reply... I figured he probably wouldn't answer the more ... risque Ilya tweets

ummm sorry for the sorta cliffhanger I guess??? I hope you're happy with how he finally answered tho and I can't wait to write more of them interacting !

I have many more thoughts but I've forgotten them all so


  


      

  












      Chapter 5: timeline
  



    Chapter Notes

      HELLO it's been a while and oh my god this is at more than 20k hits???? genuinely thank you so much to anyone who commented it truly genuinely motivated me the way through this chapter :) I have been dying studying (pray for me genuinely I have a philosophy of art exam on monday)

also!!! uhhhh I wanted to post this so I didn't exactly look over it as much as I should if there's any glaring grammar problems or something please let me know


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  2008 
December - Saskatchewan 
 
Ilya knows that Canada is The Centre Of The World Of Ice Hockey ™ or whatever but he's unimpressed so far. If only the International Prospects Cup were held somewhere interesting and less fucking windy so he could get this fucking cigarette to light. He cups his hands around it and hunches over in an attempt to block it off from the wind - he really needs this cigarette. They'd flown in only a day before the start of the tournament to stay in possibly the worst hotel he'd ever been in with a roommate who spent half the time moaning and bitching about missing home and the other half snoring, so he was tired and tense and holding a deep grudge against this entire country and maybe more stressed about this stupid tournament then it really deserved. 
And - it’s stupid but his mind keep going to him. Shane Hollander. Canada's not so secret weapon. He's seen the tapes, the other boy is good. But not as good as him … except maybe, maybe … this is his chance to prove himself finally, shake the stupid doubts and worries from his shoulders, solidify his deserved spot as the player of the generation. Shane Hollander may be the most graceful and beautiful thing he's ever seen on ice but Ilya will beat him. Easily, fairly, without all the fanfare that usually follows the other boy. 
Still, annoyingly, he's jittery about meeting him, feels off center at the idea of someone his age being even close to as good as him. It's never happened before. Arrogant, maybe, to think so, but true. Sort of wants to put it off, to keep Shane Hollander and his infuriatingly perfect backhand as far away from him and his promising career as possible, to somehow delay it all the way to their separate retirements and never have to end up in the same room as him. Impossible and childish of course.  
He flicks his lighter again and curses lowly at it when it goes out immediately. Stupid fucking thing. Stupid fucking canadian wind. Stupid fucking Shane Hollander and all the doubts he sews into Ilyas mind. 
“Um sorry - you're not supposed to smoke over here.” 
He startles, having been so focused on his lighter he hadn't heard someone approaching him. His thumb slips as he turns sharply and actually manages to light properly at last. He lights his cigarette and takes a drag on auto pilot as he stares at the newcomer. 
They're the same age, he knows - in fact Hollander has a few weeks on him - but he looks younger, cheeks rounder and already flushed a pretty pink from the cold, with wide brown doe eyes and a practised, polite smile. None of the shitty footage Ilya has seen of him playing included those freckles, splattered across his nose and cheeks. He has one on his lips. That must be his secret, Ilya thinks wildly, he's so good because everyone's too distracted by his gorgeous fucking face to even bother trying to stop him from scoring. 
“Oh uh,” stutters Hollander, eyebrows turning into a confused frown when Ilya doesn't answer, “Um-” he mimes smoking and shakes his head “ - no… no smoking. Here.” 
“Ok,” says Ilya, holding back a bemused snigger, does he really think that will make Ilya stop? Hollander's cheeks flush a darker pink, eyes darting from Ilya to the ground, eyebrows still pulled tight. Ilya watches with interest as he pulls his bottom lip with his teeth. 
“I wanted to introduce myself,” Hollander braves on, apparently choosing to pivot. Ilya feels a flash of gratitude for the intense English lessons his father has been forcing him into. He sticks his hand out awkwardly and remembers something, adding hurriedly “I'm Shane. Shane uh Hollander.” 
Ilya graces this with a nod. “Ilya.”
“Yeah,” agrees Shane with a hurried nod, hand still sticking out expectantly, “Rozanov, I know.” Ilya can feel the corners of his mouth twitching up. He rewards this by dropping his cigarette and stomping it out, reaching out to shake Hollander's hand firmly at last. He shakes it once, twice, and drops it. It hovers between them for a second before Hollander snatches it back to stuff it into the pocket of his ugly jacket, clearing his throat awkwardly. 
“You're an awesome player to watch,” he says earnestly to Ilya's surprise and he blinks, feeling it play out in his face as Hollander leans forward, seemingly without realising, “I um I've watched pretty much all the tapes of you online - uh I mean not like, not like in a stalker kind of way, just, um, they say you're the one to watch out for. So.” 
Ilya knows he's giving Hollander an amused smile now but he can't help but be a little shocked too. The other boy is so honest, so … nice. Canadian maybe but … it's something unusual in their sport, especially at their level, especially to a rival. Maybe he just thinks he has nothing to be scared of, nothing to prove. Ilya will show him wrong. Still, it's.. It's nice to have someone be so warm and openly admiring. Especially when said someone is good enough for it to actually mean something.
“Yes,” says Ilya in agreement, because he is awesome to watch and because he too has seen all of Hollander's available tapes. Hollander’s face falls when he realizes that Ilya isn't going to give him anything else and he clears his throat again, looking down at his feet and scrunching his nose. It makes his freckles even clearer. When he looks up, he's putting on a brave face again. 
“Right, well, I better go - they'll be waiting for me but… um, nice to meet you.” He punctuates it with a definitive nod like he's trying to convince himself that it has, in fact, been nice to meet Ilya and he stretches his hand out again. Ilya smirks as he shakes it. 
Hollander’s shoulders curve into themselves self consciously as he turns away and something tugs at Ilya's stomach despite himself.
“You will not be so nice when we beat you,” spills out of his lips after the retreating figure before he even realizes it but he's rewarded with something that stops his breath for a short second - Hollander's first real smile, a small dimple tucked into his cheeks.
“That's not happening,” he says warmly and disappears inside. 
 
Ilya rozanov is a bit of a dick, Shane thinks after meeting him for the first time and then much more angrily after being beaten by him. A dick he will fucking beat next time around. 



@ rozboz Ilya 
Canada is boring 
 
@ sholllllzzzy Shane 
Thanks to anyone who came to watch the @internationalprospectscup we'll get them next time! :) 



2009 
June - NHL draft Los Angeles 
 
The muscles in Shane’s face hurt from squinting against the bright flashing lights in his face and from the effort it takes not to frown or betray his disappointment at second pick - fucking Rozanov. The muscles in his shoulders hurt from the tension he's been holding all week, his feet hurt from being up since 4 am pacing his hotel room, and everything is so loud and bright and he's grateful and excited to be a part of the Montreal Metros he really is but someone - one of the... owners? has already mentioned his race and - it's been a long day, it's been a very long day already. 
Honestly Shane wishes they could do away with all this nonsense and excitement - they got drafted, good. Day over. But no, there’s photographs and a reception and a lunch and a million other things that honestly feel unnecessary to the game. Has everyone forgotten about hockey all of a sudden? The whole reason they're here? He winces as another round of flashes go off and feels Rozanov (fucking number one spot stealing Rozanov) nudge him.
“Smile please!” someone shouts and Shane forces one on, holding his new jersey up higher to the continued flashes of the cameras, with a glance to his side that reveals a delighted Rozanov with a very real smile on his face. Dick. 
‘Ok?’ mouths the Russian and Shane flushes at the implication that his overwhelm and envy is so obvious. He nods quickly and looks away. Rozanov has obscenely curved lips. 
 
The same thought haunts him when they're sat on the hotel gym floor opposite each other much later. Accompanied by other, equally unthinkable thoughts, like the shape of his arms and the movement of his throat as he swallows. Like the meat of his thighs and the sweat that glistens on them and - he forces it all down. Unthinkable. 
 
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander
@montrealmetros Drafted #2! Can't wait to play with you!
 
@ rozboz Ilya 
Number one lets goooooo @ bostonbears




2010  
July - Toronto 
 
For someone who was shaking and nauseous with nerves just this morning, Shane is having a lot of fun. He might not have had this much fun in months actually, and it's at a stupid advertisement campaign shoot. He flinches in his mind at thinking of it as stupid, automatically searching his mom up in the stands watching over them out with his eyes as if she could hear the sacrilegious thought. Rozanov doesn't seem to have brought any adult with him and Shane has spent the afternoon oscillating between being deeply relieved that his mom is here and deeply envious of Rozanov's apparent freedom and the trust his parents seemingly have for him. Although, he supposes, it could simply be a matter of distance. Canada is a long trip from Russia to come for just a photoshoot and commercial. 
He’d been nervous about doing the shoot with Rozanov and annoyed at the little warning he'd been given about the other boys' presence, annoyed that there was already such a hubbub about their supposed rivalry, but now he's secretly relieved and pleased to be sharing the spotlight. The producer keeps trying to get them to pose in certain ways and it's nice to have someone else as equally baffled by the whole thing, even if Rozanov's approach is definitely … different to Shane's. He doesn't seem scared to annoy the producers, sniggering to himself as he openly ignores their instructions and taking deep delight in dragging (a much more apologetic) Shane along with him, but he also seems far more aware of what looks good than Shane is, showing off smugly in a way that has the camera man saying “yeah, yeah that - do that again!” 
Rozanov talks to him far far more than Shane had expected. In fact, when he'd gotten the call that the other boy would be included, he'd felt a sinking sensation in his stomach that he would be spending the day being ignored entirely by him. Instead, Rozanov turns up (later than him because Shane had had his solo shots done first per Yuna's request - they would be going to see his grandmother at the hospital as soon as the shoot ended) with an easy grin on his face, laughing as he watches Shane try to pose naturally and then when they were both getting their makeup done up before their joint shots, had leaned over his station to the disgruntlement of his makeup artist and had teased Shane good naturedly about the beginning of his modeling career. 
“I'll show you how it's done,” he’d said confidently, as his make-up artist swatted him back into place, which was amusing an hour later when it became clear he had as little clue as Shane. There must be some course or something to learn how to model, right? Shane would have to look into it if this is what being a hockey player requires. He was, Shane has to admit begrudgingly, a much better loser than Shane himself given that the last time they’d seen each other Shane's team had just beaten his at the junior championships. Shane, in Rozanov's position, would have fumed silently through the whole shot. Rozanov just grins at him as they fake some sort of weird face off. It quickly dissolves into both of them doing their best to barely hold back giggles to the producers despair.  
The producer calls for a break while they fix the lighting and both boys peel off to let the crew work in peace. Rozanov gets off to sit down beside the rink but Shane decides to stay on the ice, hoping for the confidence and comfort it always brings him. He still feels shaky and off-center around the other player though he can't really name why. He leans against the side of the rink and stares at his blades in an attempt not to stare at Rozanov. 
“What do you think? What you expected?" Rozanov gestures to the crew and lights with his chin. Shane glances back towards them and shrugs a little. 
“I guess. The planning of the shoot they sent over was pretty detailed.” Rozanov lets out a breathy half laugh, ducking his head as his shoulders shake. His face changes when he smiles, more open, softer. “What?” Rozanov just shakes his nothing.
“Nothing, Hollander. I did not read the planning.” 
Shane feels his eyebrows raise. He can't imagine not reading the planning for something like this, so new and integral to their image and careers. Rozanov's face goes through a strange journey before it lands on something more - nervous? He squares his shoulders.
“When they tell you, you do commercial with me, not just alone?” 
“Oh,” says Shane, “Uhhh couple days ago? Why when did they tell you?” Had they not warned him?
“No, they tell me nothing, was my idea,” Rozanov shrugs. What? Shane looks up at him startled. Rozanov had… suggested it? That he and Shane be in a commercial together? What, he’d emailed them like ‘hey funny idea…’?! Shane fishmouths a second before stringing his thoughts together enough to ask but before he can, he's being called back by the producer. As he skates over, his thoughts are whirling so fast, all he can do is stare blankly at the camera while he's being explained what to do twice until he jolts back into action.
Ilya Rozanov had wanted to do a commercial shoot with him, Shane Hollander, enough that he'd suggested it to CCM. 
Shane's heart rate does not go down the whole time he does his solo shots. 
“Hey,” says the producer, with a hand on Shane's shoulder, “Do you mind staying till after we shoot Rozanov's solos for the last bit? I know you said you had a commitment this evening…” 
“Oh, um,” Shane glances up at his mom in the stands then to Rozanov skating sharp deft circles on center ice then back up to his mom in the stands. The producer catches his look.
“Ah, of course,” he says and calls his mom down with a wave.
“Well,” says Yuna, face getting polite and pinched, "We'd really prefer to be able to finish a little earlier if possible, a bit of a family problem you know … it is in his contract… but i suppose if -”
“No, no,” the producer waves her off, “Fair enough, we'll do it now instead.” Shane watches Rozanov attempt a twirl and wonders why he's a little disappointed not to be staying longer. 
An hour later and he's leaving the ice as Rozanov gets his make up refreshed, giving him an awkward wave as he heads to the showers.
“Leaving so soon?”
“Yeah - family thing, my granny, um well yeah,” he explains, hesitates, “Bye.” Another wave.
“Bye.”
He can feel Rozanov's eyes on him as he goes. 
He showers quickly before joining his mom and walking out to the car park together. Sitting in the passenger seat and looking out the window he wonders what Rozanov would've said if he'd stayed long enough to ask him about what he'd said. 



@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander
Thank you @ccm and @RealIlyaRozanov for the great experience on set ! I can't wait for you guys to see the ad
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
I have found yet another thing i am better than @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer at check out @ccm to see me be a beautiful beautiful model



October - Montreal
 
The stadium shakes and roars as Ilya makes his way to the center ice, his heart beating wildly. At last, at last, at last. He bangs his stick against the ice as he bends, looking up to face Shane Hollander. To face off Shane Hollander. A first of many many times he assumes. Hopes. 
Hollander's face is set into a look of serious concentration. Unlike in that CCM commercial, his freckles are uncovered and free of makeup and they're close enough that they're mostly visible. He glances up at Ilya once before looking quickly back down. His eyelashes are so long. Ilya grips his stick harder. 
Hollander hadn't responded to any of his subtle flirting during the CCM shoot he'd organized just to see him and had left early. Ilya has to let it go. Maybe Hollander is straight after all.
Ilya is so busy snorting at the thought internally that Hollander wins the face off. Fucking shit. 
 
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander
First face off! Thank you to all the fans who came out to support us and thank you for your trust in me @ montrealmetros 
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
What is there to do in montreal (not boring answers only) 




2011
January -  The All-Stars, Nashville 
 
Ilya hates the press. Thankfully, so far his first season has unfolded without him being forced in front of them nearly as much as say, Hollander, currently sitting right beside him. Afterall, who wants to listen to some idiot who can barely speak English painfully string together an accented sentence. Unfortunately, he can't escape it forever, especially not at his very first all-stars. The NHL has, in a manner that's becoming increasingly predictable, decided to pit Ilya and Hollander against each other and delighted at the idea of giving them a joint press conference to suffer through.
Ilya doesn't think Hollander is enjoying this any more than he is, his face as serious and concentrated as always, his tie neat and straight, his posture deliberate but tense from up close. And they are very close. Ilya can feel every time he shifts in his seat. 
A reporter asks about Ilya's personal goal of 50 goals for the season, yet again. He almost regrets saying it, with how much he's been asked the same questions on it over and over, but can't fully given the buzz and outrage it's produced. He's enjoyed how much it riled up the internet. 
“Yes,” he answers because he wouldn't have set the aim much less spoken about it publicly if he didn't think he'd actually be able to achieve it and what else is there to say really? Especially in this awful, clunky, inadequate language. He tugs at the collar of his shirt and prays for this particular humiliation to be over soon. The reporter asks Hollander the same question and gets a polite laugh and a shake of his head. Cameras flash. Ilya clears his throat as quietly as he can and feels Hollander glance over at him. 
“This question is for Ilya but I'll ask Shane too -” says the next reporter as though he knows them well enough to be using their first names, and Ilya tries to look through the blinding flashes going off in their faces - do they really need to be taking pictures the whole time - to focus on him. It's easier to understand people when he can also read their lips he's found. Double concentration. 
Unfortunately the more the reporter keeps talking the more it's all gibberish to him and Ilya feels his throat tighten and low panic starting to stir. He may give off the impression of not caring to the press but he doesn't want to embarrass himself either. The reporter's voice goes up in a clear question as he finishes speaking. Ilya shuffles uncomfortably, clearing his throat again, mouth dry. He hadn't understood anything except “boston” and “playoffs” which leaves a lot of room for interpretation. He opens his mouth then closes it feeling his cheeks heat, hands playing with the microphone in front of him.
This is it, the moment his words fail him, the moment everyone sees him as a lazy idiot who - 
“Um, sorry,” says Hollander. Ilya feels something solid and reassuring press against his foot. Hollander. Hollander swooping in to save the day with a careful polite answer that Ilya can't understand and a careful polite smile and a less careful tap against Ilya's shoe. He taps back. Heart still hammering, mouth still dry, but - not alone, not with Hollander right there and his easy, effortless kindness and fluent easy English. 
The quiet warmth of the moment sticks with him the whole overwhelming weekend even after they are both ushered in opposite directions the moment the press conference ends, with only the time for a secret shared smile before they're thrown back into it all. It's sacreligious to think, but it must be nice to be Hollander's teammate and have that solid dependable strength looking out for you. Ilya is grateful for even a few minutes of it. 
 
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander
I can't believe I got to go to the @ nhlallstars this weekend has been a dream come true!
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
At the all-stars because i am star twinkle twinkle 



June - NHL Awards, Las Vegas
 
The rookie of the year award is made of glass which makes Shane nervous to drop it and smash it on the ground and makes it heavy and cool in his hands. He smiles genuinely when he lifts it to cheers, his parents proud behind him and less genuinely as the night goes on and the general chatter gets louder as people get drunker, the slaps on his back and shakes of his shoulders get rougher and the people he's talking to start to blur together. 
A few of his teammates are here tonight too and he's already gotten some goodnatured ribbing from them about it all. At least he's pretty sure it's goodnatured. Settling into the Montreal locker room has been … a process. He just needs to get used to it. To get less quiet and odd and find some way to juggle the jealous looks he's been getting, prove that he doesn't think he's better than anyone ( even though in hockey he is, fuck) or want all the sudden startling limelight he and Rozanov's rivalry has been getting. The rookie of the year award is nice, solid proof he's doing something right. He just needs to work a little harder and it'll come together, the team, his goals, all of it. 
He's strangely disappointed not to see Rozanov around. He's one of the few people Shane knows, sort of, and the only one who can understand his current standing in the league. Shane wonders what Rozanov's teammates make of him. 
Scott Hunter had saved him for a while, pulling him into doing shots and introducing him to enough big names that Shane is going to be thinking about the moment for weeks but he's been distracted talking to some donor or other and Shane is alone again. His parents had left a while ago, taking his award with them with gentle reminders for him to have fun. He did, a little, but it's getting to be too much now and he's tired. He slips out easily and takes an awkward elevator ride with a group of very drunk girls who keep cooing at him and pinching his cheeks and very badly trying to hit on him. They get off on the second last floor, leaving him to step out onto the roof alone. 
Immediate relief at the cool air on his flushed cheeks and the silence. He lets out a slow breath before noticing another figure, leaning over the ledge. It's the immediate jolt that runs through him at the sight of those shoulders more than any discernable quality that alerts him that it's Rozanov. 
He joins him at the side of the roof, making sure to keep his footsteps loud enough to alert the other man of his presence. When he settles beside him, keeping a healthy distance between them, and Rozanov turns to look at him, he doesn't seem surprised to see it's him. Shane wrinkles his nose at the sight of the cigarette between his fingers and Rozanov rolls his eyes before he can say anything. 
“Too many adoring fans? Had to escape?” Rozanov asks mockingly and it's Shane’s turn to roll his eyes. 
“You can't possibly understand the pressure of winning an award like rookie of the year,” he says mock sadly, “It's a heavy burden.” Rozanov's eyes go wide, his mouth dropping open, clearly not having expected that response.
“Wow. Shane Hollander is asshole. They do not say this on ESPN.” He looks delighted by the thought.
Shane lets out a short laugh and shakes his head.
“Shut up. I just needed some air.” Rozanov nods and Shane gives his cigarette a pointed look. 
“Ah ah ah,” says Rozanov, “No, no, I know you are canadas … ah princess now, yes Hollander? But here we are in America, yes? Still have freedom from the Hollander Law.” 
“The Hollander Law?” Princess?
“Yes, yes, all of Canada must love Shane Hollander, stop smoking whenever he bitches, put his face up everywhere - but I am hmmm the resistance.” 
“Wow,” says Shane, "I didn't know there was a resistance being built up.”
“Ah yes, is top secret - tell no one I told you yes? Top top secret - but I will smoke in peace, very sad about losing to mean mean princess Hollander, must have something to keep going for, da? You stand all the way over there, no smoke in your precious nose.”
Shane snorts. “Yeah ok, whatever.” He sets his elbows on the railing and breaths all the way out, looking over the city lights. He chances a look at Rozanov but the other man is looking out at the city now, an oddly solemn look on his face now that they aren't talking. It feels strange to interrupt him again so Shane doesn't, just stands silently with him until he feels calmer and steadier again, ready to brave through whatever goodbyes he needs to and find his hotel. 
“See you next season,” he says as he straightens to leave and Rozanov nods.
“Da, next season Hollander.” He offers his hand for a handshake and Shane is glad of it, the warmth of the other man's palm is enough to settle him completely and he smiles before dropping it and walking away. When he looks behind himself before entering the elevator, rozanov is back to his melancholic pose overlooking the city but Shane thinks he looks a little lighter too. He hopes so. 
 
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander
Wow. Thank you so much to @ montrealmetros and the @ nhl and for everyone who's believed in me, especially this past year, especially my mom @ yunahollander. Beyond honored to be given the rookie of the year award, have a good offseason! 
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
Moscow clubs watch out daddy is coming home  



2012
Boston 
 
Shane Hollander is in his underwear on Ilya’s TV. Tight, white underwear, right there on his TV. For free. He has freckles everywhere apparently, even one ever so briefly visible when he moves on his inner thigh. Ilya is drooling.
What kind of advertisement is this? This is practically pornographic. Is it even allowed to be playing randomly like this when children might be watching? Who would be looking at the product he was selling when there was Shane Hollander practically naked on the screen? Is that a way to run a business?  
Ilya’s mouth drops open when he turns around and Shane Hollander's ass in only a pair of tight white underwear is in full view, bouncing lightly when he walks. Is Montreal really doing so badly their star player had to whore himself out on TV? Is Ilya dreaming? Dead? 
He turns again showing his perfect skin and perfect muscles and perfect fucking tits. Ilya is basically an expert on tits at this point, man or woman. He was not aware that someone like Shane Hollander with Shane Hollander’s perfect tits and perfect ass was possible. 
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
Very hot in here all of a sudden…
 
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander
@ calvinklein comfort and confidence 
[image: ]



2013
 
Shane had slept with a man. Shane had slept with a man. Not like, all the way, but enough of the way - he's given a blowjob. Shane had given a strange man a blow job. 
And worst, most damningly of all, he'd enjoyed it. 
He can't sleep for days, turning it over and over and over and what if the strange man - Johnny? Jeremy? Or was it French, Jean? No.. - had actually recognised him or he saw one of Shane's stupid ads and he told people. Told anyone. Shane can't lose everything over something so fucking stupid. 
But every time he dares to check the news for his name, it's all hockey highlights and predictions, and the turning in his head takes a new form of strange awful longing and strange awful wants and impossible things. He has to focus and stop being so fucking stupid. Maybe he should get a girlfriend. It's been a while. 
 
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander
It's been a long off-season, can't wait to be back @ montrealmetros
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
Is not easy job to play hockey better than everyone but someone must do it and who am i to turn away from my true calling 



2014
February - Russia, the Olympics
 
The universe fucking hating him is the only explanation for the Olympics to be in Russia this year, the only possible fucking reason. What should be a cool fun experience is a little bit like hockey hell. Most of his team is older than him and bitter that he plays in America instead of at home because he's fucking better than them, and therefore barely trusts him and it's unpleasant and frustrating and childish. They snort at his suggestions of team bonding so no ones fucking clicking and the locker room conversations are tense with a clear division between KHL and NHL players and to top it off his goalie is injured.
And his father is here. 
Ilya had almost dared to hope that he simply wouldn't turn up, uninterested in Ilya's career beyond what honor he might bring his country but he's been hovering. Criticizing like he knows what he's talking about. Forgetting small and big details in a way that makes Ilya nervous. At least Svetlana is around, but he can barely even see her. 
His father is making him tense, his team is making him tense, this fucking country is making him tense, the spy he can feel following him around to make sure he doesn't do anything uncoth is making him tense, and he's playing like shit. His whole team is. Embarrassing. 
He's almost secretly relieved when they're knocked out by fucking Latvia even through the shame. He never wants to have to speak to some of these men again. He wants to go back to Boston. To see Cliff and St-Simon and actually be able to talk to Sveta. 
He's sulking when he walks through the olympic village and spots shane hollander eating ice-cream in his fuzzy team Canada jacket. He'd almost forgotten that he would be here too - team Canada is actually doing pretty well which has been making Ilya seeth with jealousy but in this moment he finds himself ducking into the shop and heading for Hollander without thought. He drops into the seat beside him and the other man startles, ripping out his headphones and putting his phone down as he turns to him with wide eyes.
“Rozanov.” 
“Hollander. Good ice cream?”
“Oh,” he looks down at the cup in his hands, “Yeah, yeah I guess, I think it's frozen yogurt actually but it's pretty good.” Ilya nods along with him, god Hollander is so boring, so serious, so pretty. He shuts down the thought - not here. “Hey, um, I'm sorry about Latvia, would've been fun to play each other in the final.” That makes Ilya let out a startled laugh. There was no hope for Russia to reach the final this year, he knows, but it probably would have been fun. It usually is with Hollander.  “You had a really beautiful goal though,” says Hollander earnestly and Ilya's heart tugs. He had but no one had said anything about it in the face of their loss. It was nice of Hollander to.
“You are not tired of losing to me?” he goads and Hollander laughs.
“Happens so little, how could I possibly be tired of it? Just don't be too jealous of my gold medal Rozanov.” 
Ilya rolls his eyes but he can feel the corners of his mouth ticking up, shoulders loosening a little. It is always nice to remember that golden boy Shane Hollander is a bit of a bitch. 
“Whatever, will be you who will be jealous of my stanley cup by the end of the season,” he retorts. Hollander raises an eyebrow and takes a spoonful of ice cream. Ilya has to make a concentrated effort not to watch his mouth. 
“You wish,” he responds haughtily and Ilya doesn't have a response, not when he's licking his lips like that. They don't talk much longer because fucking Scott Hunter turns up so Ilya makes a quick excuse to leave, but the memory of Hollander calling his goal beautiful steadies him for the rest of the week. 
 
June
 
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander
Guess you were right when we spoke at the olympics afterall @RealIlyaRozanov congrats! Watch out for next year.  
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
BOSTON BOSTON BOSTON



2015
Boston
 
There's a very specific kind of dread that fills Ilya when his father’s name comes up on his phone screen. It's changed, evolved over the years especially recently but the basis of it is always the same. The way he straightens, aware all of a sudden of the way he's holding his tightening shoulders, the way his stomach balls, and the way he suddenly feels very very young. He's back to his worst self now, the petulant, angry and scared Ilya of his teen years that never leaves, that always takes over when his father calls.
These days there is an added game beyond the simple ‘what is father disappointed by now?’ to be played before he answers; what does he remember? Who is calling Ilya now? Increasingly it's been a fragile and confused old man rambling about things from years ago but sometimes still he will get his father how he remembers him before he got sick; strict, disappointed and completely unwilling to talk to Ilya about any of it.
“Sir,” he answers just in case, “... Father?”
“Ilya. I cannot find your mother.” Ilya's stomach sinks. God he hates these calls, hates him, hates hates when he mentions his mother. When he says things like that and Ilya has to remind him that she's gone, like the punishment of having to be the very first person to tell him so aged 12 wasn't enough. “She forgot to buy milk - stupid women - so I went but - ilya i can't find the way home, where is she?”
“Papa?” says Ilya, much more alert now, “You are outside?”
“Yes,” he snaps, “There - I saw the ducks, we went to feed them last week, you remember?” The last time Ilya and his father had fed the ducks, Ilya had been 14.
“You are at the park?” but he's muttering on about the ducks. “Papa? Papa. I will go call Alexei, da? I will call you back, he will come help.” 
Worse than getting a call from his dad, is having to call his brother. He swallows and takes a reckless moment - given his sick father is wandering around open water - to steady himself. They have to figure something else out, some sort of full time care. Maybe, maybe if he paid him, Alexei would do it. 
 
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander
@RealHaydenPike @ jackiepike Congratulations! Another kid, wow. 
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
Have just been told bread is bad for ducks… what do you mean??? Are they ok??? Did i kill the ducks???




2016
December - Montreal 
 
Shane's phone buzzes in his hand as his apartment door closes behind him and he slides his shoes off and slippers on before checking it. His heart rate spikes when he sees that it's Rose texting him.
 
Rose
I forgot to say but you're my favourite gay ex-boyfriend <3 
If you need some space before we become bffs I'll be sad but i'll understand!!!
 
He smiles despite himself and it dissolves into a small laugh. He can still feel a lump in the back of his throat, near tears, from earlier in the evening when Rose - when she had - when he’d admitted that he probably didn't like women. He is probably gay. No, definitely even. He's gay. He's only ever really enjoyed sex with men and has only ever liked a woman platonically. 
The shame of it, of not being able to admit it without Rose doing it for him, for stringing her along in his own problems, is tempered with a shocking feeling of relief. The weight of that realization off his shoulders, the weight of trying always, of telling himself he could with the right girl, the weight of the secret sex with men. 
It’s nice for someone to know, especially someone he trusts like Rose. He would like them to be friends, he just needs to move past the embarrassment of tonight which he thinks might be easier than he would have expected with the gratitude and warmth he's left feeling for her. He tried so hard to make it work because he really does like Rose, love Rose, just not … not like a boyfriend. And now that pressure is gone. Just like that. 
He swipes away a tear and answers.
 
Shane
I'd really like to be bffs too. I'm really sorry again.
 
Rose
No sorrys!!! You've nothing to be sorry for 
 
Shane
Thank you. Really, you've been so nice and lovely and you've helped me a lot.
 
Rose
I know i'm great you're great and now were gonna be great friends!
 
Shane 
Definitely.
Good night, rose.
 
Rose
Goodnight shane <3 safe travels tomorrow and good luck with the game against toronto



@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander
Happy Holidays! Hope everyone's having a good time with their loved ones. 
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
Burnt my turkey. Stupid bird. 



2017
January - All-Stars, Florida 
 
Something has given Shane Hollander a sexy amount of confidence and an actual clothing style. Maybe the movie star girlfriend Ilya likes to ignore. Or he might be trying to kill poor defenseless horny Ilya through sheer sexiness. 
Being on the same team is exhilarating and magic and pure easy trust. Hollander is always where Ilya needs him, finally, finally, someone to keep up with him. The game was made just for the two of them, Ilya is sure, for this exact perfect moment. 
When he grins at Hollander and he grins back with his teeth, Ilya can tell he's feeling the same thing. 
 
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander
Pretty exciting All-Stars, thanks for having me and trusting me to be your captain once again! 
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
Don't worry now we are on team together i can finally give @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer some tips on his terrible backhand no need to thank me i am very humble and generous





  
    Chapter End Notes

    soooooooo I know that this is a bit of a change up of format buttttt I want to give a bit of context / backstory next chapter will be back to normal!!! teehee I know im prolonging the cliff hanger of the last chapter uhhh my bad I hope hope hope I can write it quicker but I have family coming over for all of next week (no peace for the deranged or whatever) so well see BUT THEN IM FREE so ill have way more time to write :)
I had a lot of fun messing around with what would've happened if one small thing changed to mean that they didn't hook up like way more fun than I expected

I know I changed the timeline slightly with him and rose I just wanted to no real reason tbh

this chapter was not meant to be ANYWHERE near this long but they're just so cute and I just count stop making scenes so much longer than I meant to because they wanted to spend longer together so idk man couldn't say no to them

Shane hollander is a princess and I love him agenda for no particular reason

(edit : just spelling and grammar)


  


      

  












      Chapter 6
  



    Chapter Notes

      JAI ENFIN FINI MES EXAMENS  ENFINNNNNNNNN LIBERTE (bon jusqua je trouve un boulot mais bon)

we are back to Normal. sometime in April 2017. Ilya is freaking out

thank you sm for everyone commenting I loveeeeeee your comments so much they've been feeding my soul


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Shane 
Hey Rozanov, sorry if it's weird to reach out privately like this but I just wanted to say I'm really grateful for your support these past few days. It's really cool to not be alone in this. I'm sorry some of my fans are crazy, I don't know if you've seen my tweet haha but I hope you don't get any of the backlash it might cause. Just wanted to let you know that I have your back, I guess, and that I really appreciate you having mine.



 
Only my freckles. Only my freckles??? Only his freckles?!! Only his freckles. ????? 
Ilya stares. Reads, rereads, reads again. Checks the account for the fifth time to make sure it's really him. Closes twitter and walks out of the room. Stares at himself in the hallway mirror. Takes a deep breath and walks back into the kitchen, opens his phone, opens twitter. He's scared for a second that .. that it's not still there? Or that it is? It is, either way. Still there. Shane Hollander flirting with him. Publicly. On twitter. In real life. Shane Hollander flirting with him, Ilya Rozanov. On his phone, in writing, right there. 
Then his phone buzzes in his hands, and Ilya lets out a truly shameful sound when he clicks on the notification and Shane Hollander has sent him a private dm. He tosses his phone as if it's white hot with a shriek. That can't be real. It simply can't, it's too much, it's way way too much.
Only my freckles?
And now this. This, Shane Hollander, reaching out to him because… because Ilya has been flirting with him obnoxiously and publicly and very desperately and Hollander has finally, finally, answered him. And now he is explicitly searching out conversation one on one with Ilya. Shane Hollander is flirting with him and now expects Ilya to survive a conversation with him. Ilya is such an idiot.
 
Ilya has been hyperventilating with his head pressed against his kitchen counter for a full 15 minutes when he gets a phone call for Sveta. She's seen twitter and has predicted Ilya’s reaction. It would be more embarrassing if he could think of anything other than that still unread message. Sveta listens to him ramble incoherently for approximately a single minute before sighing and saying, "I'll be there in 20.” 
This, before anything else, is what makes him reopen that dm with shaking hands to actually read it. He wants it to be private, to be his, at least for these 20 minutes. Shane Hollander has something to say to him. It feels too precious to be read for the first time with someone else there. 
The only other message in their history is from Hollander reaching out when his father died, a few weeks ago now and not something Ilya wants to think about right now. He hasn't answered it. The message itself … makes him frown in confusion. Ok, fine, a love letter suggesting that they elope immediately was probably a bit of a fantastical dream (although apparently nothing is anymore!!! Because! one day! Shane! Hollander!!! Might flirt back with you on twitter!!!!) but this is a confusing take on… well on everything Ilya has said admittedly slightly desperately over the past few days. Did ‘having his back’ mean something different in this context? Ilya would definitely love to have Hollanders back…
He looks it up. 
Have someone's back:
be constantly prepared to offer support or assistance to someone.
"my parents always have my back"
Well. Not exactly what he’d been hoping for. He reads the text again. Backlash from Hollanders tweet? He's been too shocked by the tweet itself to consider anyone else's reaction to it. But it surely can't be any worse than the far far more suggestive tweets he himself has been putting out. What does Ilya care about some homophobic idiot when there's Shane Hollander out there in the world, single and real and possibly, possibly joinable? 
There's something about it that's making him feel a little uncomfortable, anxious in a way he's never been with Hollander. Has - has Hollander not realized that Ilya is genuinely hitting on him??? Surely not… right? Does he really think Ilya only likes him for his freckles??? Had his tweet been genuine??? 
Only my freckles?
Does he want a list of everything Ilya likes about him? Ilya can do that, probably. He might forget some things but he can update it daily if Hollander wants him to. 
 It's really cool to not be alone in this. Did Hollander feel alone? Does he still? What is ‘this’? Being queer? Being queer in the NHL? Being queer and being one of the two best players in the NHL? Being obsessed with each other? Is he saying he likes ilya too? Something else completely?
 It's really cool to not be alone in this. Alone. I have your back. I really appreciate you having mine.
 
 
By the time Svetlana turns up, Ilya has spiraled. She stalks in, mouth already tilted into an amused smirk, flawless as always, a coffee in hand and Marlow and St-Simon trailing after her with confused and concerned expressions. Typical. 
A half hour later he's almost regretting calling in support. ( It's really cool to not be alone in this. So they are not alone anymore? Ilya would like to be alone with Hollander. To not be lonely with him. To- )  They have managed neither a twitter reply or a dm response. Instead, the four of them are sprawled around his living room in various states of confusion over shane hollander. Ilya is still spiraling. Sveta has convinced him that speed driving all the way to Montreal is not a good idea. 
“He's going to think I'm ignoring him,” he moans, collapsing to lie on the floor, “and that I hate him and then he's going to block me and never speak to me ever again and I'm going to die alone.”
“‘Greatful for your support’” repeats Marly slowly, completely ignoring him, “I still don't get that, is that code for, like, sext me via twitter more?”
“Send him a dick pic, or at least your abs, or, ooooooh - biceps,” suggests Sveta
“He's a gentleman,” sighs Ilya, “And I can't risk scaring him off. Also this is twitter dms not Grindr.” 
"You would know," says Marly, his second favourite joke after 'your mom'.
“If your tweets haven't alerted him to the fact you're flirting you're gonna have to get drastic,” says Vic, who looks almost in awe of Hollander's obliviousness as he scrolls up through Ilyas twitter, “I mean a dick pic might not be enough at this point, you might just need to start jacking off in front of him.”
“Ew,” says Sveta, wrinkling her nose, “That would send anyone running, much less a gentleman.” She shoots him a look and a barely contained smirk as she says it and they all snigger. Ilya is deeply regretting his choice in friends. “Honestly, Ilya just grow a pair of balls and ask him out already - he's already made the first move by reaching out privately.” Marly outright laughs at that while Ilya covers his face with his hands to moan. 
“I mean he pretty much has though,” says Vic, still looking through Ilya's twitter, “Like pretty explicitly.” Marly leans over to read over his shoulder and hums in agreement. Ilya just groans louder into his palms. “Is it,” says Vic hesitantly, "I mean you don't think he's trying to let you down gently with this right? Like friendzoning?” Ilya sits up to see three concerned gazes fixed on him. His stomach drops. 
“Do you think?” It comes out far more pathetic than he would've liked. They all hesitate for a heartbreaking terrible second. 
“Nah,” says Marly, though he doesn't sound sure, “He would've told you to stop right? Instead of flirting back over twitter? Maybe he just felt, like, weird or nervous doing it privately?” 
“Do you think I should stop?” asks Ilya, panicked, “Am I making him uncomfortable? Oh my god what if he hates it and he thinks I'm weird and creepy and embarrassing and -”
“Ilya,” interrupts Sveta, “You are embarrassing but Hollander would not flirt back or even answer you if he thought you were creepy and weird. He's a grown man. He would tell you to stop instead of thanking you.”
“Right,” says Ilya slowly, a little embarrassed, "I'm panicking a little, I think.” That makes them all laugh, the bastards. 
“Maybe he thinks you're joking?” offers Marly though he looks baffled by the concept as he keeps reading Ilya's tweets over Vic's shoulder and - Jesus, are those two illiterate or has Ilya really posted that much on twitter? God maybe he really has just been annoying Hollander horribly and that's why it's taken him so long to answer. Maybe he hallucinated that one time he saw Hollander checking him out in the hotel gym when they were 17. Maybe Hollander is letting him down gently. 
This does not feel gentle. It feels awful and bad and every not good adjective Ilya has ever learnt in english. He feels gross and grimy and like he should delete every social media he has and never be allowed to look at pretty boys with freckles.
Only my freckles?
Ilya does not want to be alone in these stupid feelings. Hollander said they weren't alone now. 
“Ok,” Svetlana claps definitively, and sits up like she means business and they all lean in to listen, attention caught, because she's one of those people, “Let's not let poor Ilyusha doomspiral. We have two opinions. Ehhh, three, sort of. One. Flirt back hard, see how he answers. One and a half - biceps photo. Two… cowards way out, we play it safe.”
“Play safe how?” asks Ilya, generally unfamiliar with the concept. 
“Boys,” sighs Sveta rather unfairly because Ilya is a big man, “Well, you answer with something… less intense, match his energy, something a little more friendly maybe, less formal. Start a conversation, sus out if he's interested. Hints instead of whatever bulldozing tactic you've got going on right now.”
“Hmmm,” says Ilya, flopping back down onto the ground, “What about twitter?”
“Twitter, you can probably keep doing - I mean that's what he's thanking you for, right? You could even just ask him.” 
“Hmmmmmmm,” says Ilya.
“Hmmmmmmm,” says Marly.
“Hmmmmmmm,” says Vic. 
“I say keep the current strategy,” says Marly, “Too late to back down anyway. Team biceps.”
“I don't know,” says Vic, the only one of them with a girlfriend and therefore whose opinion matters more. “He hasn't really addressed it in the message so clearly it's not working. Plus this way you can prove that you're actually serious … I mean, you are serious right Roz? About him?”
“Yes,” Ilya admits, throat dry, "I am serious.”
“He's gonna think you just want a hook up if you bulldoze,” says Vic, definitively.
“Coward,” says Marly.
“Yes,” Ilya agrees, “I will take the coward option. We cannot scare off Shane Hollander, he is like scared angry kitten.” 
“Right,” says Vic slowly, “Sure.”  
“Well,’ sighs Sveta clearly a little disappointed but warming up to the idea in a way that usually means nothing good for Ilya, “Then in that case we better get brainstorming a way to answer that continues the conversation and also see if he's single -”
“-and ready to mingle,” says Ilya, which she makes a pointed effort to ignore.
“- and wants anything to do with you. Somehow play it cool while you've been very dedicated to the opposite. You have paper and pens?” 
Ilya scrambles to his feet and takes a brief detour on the way to his office to grab some snacks and vodka from the kitchen. It is starting to feel like they will need it. 
He's never needed help answering a text from a boy before. It's almost fun if it wasn't so stressful.




Shane 
Hey Rozanov, sorry if it's weird to reach out privately like this but I just wanted to say I'm really grateful for your support these past few days. It's really cool to not be alone in this. I'm sorry some of my fans are crazy, I don't know if you've seen my tweet haha but I hope you don't get any of the backlash it might cause. Just wanted to let you know that I have your back, I guess, and that I really appreciate you having mine.
 
Ilya 
Hollander. Not weird at all, I have been telling you to call for days . 
I do not believe that boring hockey player like you has crazy fans but i will not check just in case past few days have been a lot yes? Not too crazy for you? You are not alone?
It is nice to know you have my back too. 





@ holzdolz Dolly
HOLLZY ANSWERED ROZ I REPEAT THIS IS NOT A DRILL HOLLZY ANSWERED ROZ #onlymyfreckles
 
@ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity
SHANE HOLLANDER??? THE SHANE HOLLANDER??? WHAT IS THIS WHAT IS HAPPENING #onlymyfreckles
 
@ 1008463728 Mat 
This is actually why i didn't want hollander coming out this behavior gets normalized and this shit distracts from the actual game 
 
@hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation
HOLLANOV FLIRTING ON THE TL OH THE WORLD IS HEALING IT'S ALL COMING TOGETHER I HAVE THE GIFT OF FORSIGHT #onlymyfreckles
 
@ shaydenforever Shayden Forever
How could shane do this to his man :(
      @haydenhollander  Shayden4Life - No like i know we don't know them but i'm actually mad like how must hayden feel
 
@ montreallllllthecups metros fan
How dare hollander tarnish the montreal legacy like this 
     @ droolingover24 Tic - Just admit you're jealous you know they don't want a third
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
Oh shane hollander i'm so obsessed with you #onlymyfreckles
      @ russianbear clove - No fr why did no one tell me that hollzy is so funny??? #onlymyfreckles
 
@24is1formyheart shay 
Feeling very A WHITE MAN DOES IT IN ONE WEEK about rozanov getting a hollzy notice i've been working for this for YEARS #onlymyfreckles



@ droolingover24 Tic 
Shane hollander brat era #onlymyfreckles 
     @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou - And i've always said that 
 
@ iwant81 Abbie 
 Hollander is going to be so embarrassed when he realizes that roz is just messing with him he's the ultimate chirper
        @ ilyawag098 wag one day THANK YOU someone who can see it too roz doesn't want some ugly man 
        @ icemenace Ro - Hell be so embarrassed while bouncing on it i'm sure you weirdo 
 
@ shaneygoodboy Mary
We haven't heard from roz since hollzy tweeted… has someone checked up on him??? #onlymyfreckles
 
@ russianbear clove
Putting him in his place i can't breath #onlymyfreckles
 
 @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou 
Hollzy walking roz LIKE A DOG #onlymyfreckles
      @ holzdolz Dolly - He's STRICT
 
@ 81hotdotdot eat me roz
Sooooooo @RealIlyaRozanov sex tape when?  #onlymyfreckles
 
@ hollzygirl01 mia
Every problematic thing ilya rozanov has done and why shane answering him actually ISN'T a good thing a thread : 
 
@ montrealshane Maddie
Shane hollander only showing an iota of his personality that isn't Prince of Hockey ™ once evry blue moon and it breaking hockey twt every time is my reason to get up in the morning #onlymyfreckles
 
@ icemenace Ro
Seriously starting to get worried about roz atp did hollander give him a heart attack #onlymyfreckles
      @ autistic24holzy Em - What a way to finally defeat your hockey rival once and for all
 
@ minorhockeyhollzy bbg shaney 
No way is hollander answering ilya rozanov i've always looked up to him i'm so disappointed 
     @ shaneybugbug Libby - Why???
           @ minorhockeyhollzy bbg shaney - Cause rozanov is such a bad influence and shane has never done anything wrong ever i'm so worried about him
               @ shaneybugbug Libby - Girl be fr 
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
No, not only your freckles
       @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov -Would give list but i do not think we have the time 
 
@ shayden2435 shane pike 
Everyone freaking out but i know that shane and hayden are currently cuddled up giggling about this happy and in love 
    @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - who is hayden
        @ shayden2435 shane pike  - Hayden pike??? On the montreal metros???? Shanes best friend???
           @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - I do not know him
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
Maybe i do have some time…
      @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer your thighs 🤤 so strong look so soft … need to bite just once… or twice… maybe more…





  
    Chapter End Notes

    as a depressed bilingual European who moved countries at 19 bisexual me and Ilya are basically soulbonded

anyways this was gonna be posted last Friday but due to many traumatisms (getting locked out of my apartment with my fourteen year old cousin) its here and deeply unedited today posting and blindly hoping that for the first time in my life I havent riddled a text with spelling errors and typos I also need to sleep but there is no rest for the young whore
si ya des parisiens la MON DIEU LE FUCKING SERRURIER NARRIVAIT PAS A OUVRIRE MA PORTE CEST UN SCAM et aussi est-ce qu'il ya des gens qui vont a la fete je ne sais pas quoi Hollanov qu'il y a bientôt? je ne veux pas y aller seul mais je ne connait personne a paris qui est fan :/

anywayssss exams finished chapter written what do we think? Ilya has seen!!! They're texting!!! teeeheeeee this ones been waited for awhile I know but im so excited for the next two chapters
im ignoring anything we might know canonically about st-simon and I've gotten attatched. so. there.


  


      

  












      Chapter 7
  


    Chapter Summary

    I have not found a job and therefore have had time to work on my life true purpose : gay fan fiction

ok. listen. listen to me. I know nothing about ice hockey. I do not plan to ever learn anything about ice hockey. any incorrect detail about the sport in here comes from my deep deep contempt for organised team sports. Shane Hollander has me going places I wouldn't with a gun and a nuclear bomb but he can't drag me further than this.



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Shane 
It's been pretty crazy but it's ok. I’m mostly staying off the internet. 
And no, not alone :) My parents are around, they don't live too far so they came to stay as support, and my friend Rose is here too :) 
What about you? Were you already out to your friends? As bisexual?
 
Ilya
Rose? Rose Laundry you mean? 
And ahhh mostly not but they were not very surprised. Marleau has seen me with guys before so he knew. 
 
Shane
Yeah, you know her?
 
Ilya
Hollander she is famous movie star everyone knows her.
So you are not dating?
 
Shane
I'm gay?
He saw you? You've dated men before?
 
Ilya
You are not sure?
And ah no, no not dating… 😉
 
Shane 
Oh.
Right, yeah, sorry. Cool. 
And of course I'm sure we're not dating. We did for a while but we’re obviously not compatible.  
 
Ilya
I see
Good luck against New York. 



 
 
Shane does not go into their Thursday night game against New York very confident. The past couple of practices have been tense, to say the least, with two players flat out refusing to talk to him, the rookies looking torn and wide eyed, and the rest of the team's petty remarks. And Theriault. Who Shane can't think about while armed with ice skates or he’ll do something violent. But what he lacks in confidence that his teammates can get it the fuck together, he makes up for in pure rage. 
He gives the barest bones of a speech neatly summed up by “don't fucking embarasse me” and goes onto the ice with his jaw set so hard he's grinding his teeth. Hayden and JJ warm up silently beside him while the rest of the team puts themselves as far from the trio as possible ( do they want New York to see and capitalize on that tension? Are they just idiots? Hard to tell) and the two rookies hover nervously in the middle, sending him worried looks he can't deal with right now. 
The crowd seems equally split. It's a home game so most of the banners are for Montreal and he's surprised by how nice he finds it to look up and see rainbow flags waving down at him and signs of obvious support. There's a few unhappy faces and jeers but they're still here because Montreal is their team and they know that that means that he's their guy. He's trying to ignore the sign someone has made of pictures of him and Rozanov in a giant heart. 
“Hollander.” 
Shane doesn't really want to have to deal with Scott Hunter right now either. He's a nice guy, if a little slow on the ice - though that's to be expected given that he's got to be nearing 60 by now, dependable, tends to make weird, crime filled small talk. 
“Hunter,” he acknowledges, getting to his feet, surprised when the guy pulls him into an awkward but genuine half hug. He tries his best to pull away and not look uncomfortable by the gesture as Hunter shakes his hand. 
“Listen,” and god no, he's got that earnest puppy look on his face that means some sort of heart felt lecture or declaration, “I want to say you have my full support, Hollander - you're, i mean, you're very brave and um, you coming out means a lot to a lot of people.” Oh god, is he getting emotional? Shane can feel his face turning horrified at the sight of Scott Hunter with tear filled eyes. He's still shaking his hand and whenever Shane tries to tug it free, he holds on harder. 
“Thanks,” he said awkwardly.
“No, really,” Hunter insists, “Hockey needs more diversity and bravery. This sport has been too conservative for too long.” Shane feels a spike of annoyance at being considered ‘diversity’ - like being visibly half Japanese wasn't enough -  but nods along. Hunter is still shaking his hand. “The team's been good about it but if anyone says anything to you, you tell me, yeah?” Hunter’s eyes are fierce and Shane gets the sense he really means it, which is nice he supposes.vShane tries to squash his jealously over the ‘team’s been good about it’ and nods in agreement. Hunter finally lets go of his hand. 
“Yeah, thanks,” he says, “Good to know.” 
“And um Hollander,” Hunter looks nervous now, “I was wondering if you'd want to grab a drink and have a chat after the game?”
“Uh,” says Shane, glancing over to widen his eyes in SOS at where Hayden is looking at them both with a puzzled look. “No thanks, man, i -”
“No seriously,” Hunter is widening his eyes at him meaningfully in a way Shane cannot decipher whatsoever, “I think we have some things to talk about.” 
“I'd like to go to bed early -”
“We don't have to stay out late,” Hunter insists and Shane groans internally but, as his mother would say, he probably shouldn't piss off one of his only genuine allies in the league.
“Fine,” he caves. 
“Hey,” says Hayden a beat too late, slinging his arm over Shane's shoulders, “Everything good here?” 
“Yeah,” Shane sighs, “It's fine - see you Hunter.” He dismisses him with an upward nod, turning away, but he catches Hunter turning to look at him as he skates away.
“He's an odd guy,” Hyaden remarks.
“He needs to retire,” Shane grumbles, wondering despite himself what Hunter wants to talk to him about so desperately. He puts it out of his mind for now. “Ready to crush him?”
“Hell yeah.” 
 
At first Shane doesn't question it. They're struggling against New York when they really shouldn't be struggling against New York but Shane can't be everywhere at once and none of his teammates seem to be able to be fucking anywhere, so it makes sense to keep him out on the ice a little longer. Nothing out of the ordinary. 
But the third time he tries to get off the ice and Theriault shakes his head, he realizes something is up. Something that does not bode well for him and  - is his coach actually genuinely stupid? Does he want him injured? Seriously? Even the rumbling of the crowd has shifted into something displeased. 
“Are you ok?” asks Hunter with a frown as they bend down to face off. Shane nods through swallowing down big gulps of air and trying to will his shaking legs to focus. He's been on the ice too long. He's been on the ice far, far too long. It's getting dangerous. But Shane is built of discipline and grit, used to forcing his body into compliance, and he refuses to lose a face off to Scott Hunter even as it's becoming clear that he's about to lose this game. He sets his jaw and shoulders and focuses on being the first to the puck. 
By the next time he skates up to meet Hunter for a face off, he's lost some of his conviction. He's scored and had hoped that that would finally win him a break, but no such luck. Shane's been put through some rough workouts and rougher games in his time as a professional athlete but he's never felt so out of breath in his life. His legs, he's pretty sure, are still holding him up only by sheer stubbornness but that can't stop them from feeling like they've been set on fire from the burning of his muscles. Even some of his teammates have started to give him worried looks and Carter Vaughn had actually winced as he checked him far more cautiously than usual. The crowd, Shane is pretty sure, has gotten louder, but he's too tired and focused on staying upright to make out what they're saying. 
“You've been on the ice for over seven minutes, Hollander,” says Hunter, cutting straight to the chase this time, his face creased with worry behind his helmet. “What the hell is your coach thinking?” 
Shane just shakes his head in response, forcing his trembling body into position. Seven minutes. Seven. Ice hockey shifts are usually not much over a minute at most. The game is too intense and demanding to play for much longer. Is he breaking some kind of record? It's not a good sign that the statistic doesn't come immediately to mind, too tired to think. What is Theriault thinking? Is he just hoping Shane gets seriously injured and they can bench him without fuss? Maybe. 
“Hollander,” Hunter repeats, visibly frustrated, and the ref makes a warning sound. “You can't-”
“I'm fine,” Shane snaps, annoyed - what is he supposed to do? Refuse to play? - and has to take a gasping breath to make up for the breath lost saying it. He loses the face off. 
Hayden and JJ have to help him over and onto a seat when Theriault finally gestures for him to come off ice and Hayden helps him wrench his helmet off as JJ hands him a water bottle. Shane sprays the water over his face before swallowing it down eagerly, chest heaving. It's only once he's pulled himself together a little that he registers the angry rumbling of the crowd. Hayden notices him frowning and looking up.
“Thye were chanting to get you off,” he looks uneasy, “I had to yell at coach, I don't know what he was thinking.” Shane shakes his head. He doesn't want to think about it, especially not now, when they've still got a game to play. 
“Hopefully my next shift is a little shorter,” he answers drily, “Don't need to break that record a second time tonight.” Neither JJ nor Hayden laugh. 
His next shifts are shorter. They lose 4 -1. 



 
 
@nhl NHL 
ONE HOUR until Montreal Metros vs New York Admirals puck drop
 
@ TheIceHockeyPodcast Tom n Tim
Montreal's first game since captain Shane Hollanders historic coming out - how will this affect their play? 
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
Seeing hollzy properly since everything!!! I've missed him more than usual
     @ montrealshane Maddie - Fr! It's crazy that we haven't seen him at all i know it's been like two days but i've lived two lifetimes since
 
@ montrealmetrosforthecup Ben
GO METROS 
 
@ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity
I'm at the metros v new york game rn and as i'm going in i can see so many pride flags! 
     @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou - Wait why is that making me emotional
 
@ icemenace Ro
Can't believe roz is making me watch a montreal game… in support of montreal???
 
@ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity
Ngl weird atmosphere at this game… half the crowd is dressed for pride and the other half is very clearly deciding how angry to be about that depending on how well hollander plays
     @hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation - I really hate how much pressure this puts on him
 
@ holzdolz Dolly
@RealIlyaRozanov  Watching the game?
      @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - Yes. who is very old man pretending to captain new york? Montreal have very young very pretty captain… 
 
@nycnhllgbt gay 4 hunter 
I'm a born and bred new york fan but as a queer hockey fan… hollzy… 
 
@ proudhockeeeeyyyy Donald
New york will show those prissys how real men play
      @ 1008463728 Mat - Hunter is gonna eat that fag alive
 
 @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou 
Warm ups… why is the entire montreal team acting like hollander is contagious
      @ holzdolz Dolly - Fr you'd think he pike and Boiziau were a third separate team
 
@ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity
Ok scott hunter has come over to talk to hollzy it bETTER be nice
     @ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity - Ummmm that's a long handshake there
          @ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity - He's still shaking hollzys hand???
 
@ sweatymenoniceyes admirals those asses
Yk what. Calling it now. Hunter wants a piece of that hollander ass and i can't blame him.
      @ sweatymenoniceyes admirals those asses - Huntander? Hollter? Hmmm it's a work in progress
             @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - he is not good or pretty enough to rob hollander cradle does not have enough energy to make him happy
                  @ sweatymenoniceyes admirals those asses - ROZ???
 
@ antiicewoke miranda
Can't believe hunter is giving into the woke agenda by talking to that faggot 
 
@ scottbbghunter bbgifing machine
Scott hunter proving once again that he's the best captain in the nhl and being an ally!
      @ autistic24holzy Em - The bar is in hell
 
@24is1formyheart shay 
Scott hunter shane hollander… ok ok i can see it
       @24is1formyheart shay  - Put me in the cuck chair
 
@ icemenace Ro
Ok montreal is playing like a MESS??? 
      @ droolingover24 Tic - Why is hollzy the only one able to skate a straight line? 
 
@ holzdolz Dolly
This is themost frustrating thing to watch ever oh my god you have a player like hollander why are none of you helping him out at all??
      @ shaneybugbug Libby - Entire metros team allergic to receiving a pass
            @ holzdolz Dolly - Allergic to winning atp
 
@admiralinghockey fleur 
I'm a admirals fan and uh…
       @ sweatymenoniceyes admirals those asses - No fr this isn't even fun to be winning usually facing hollander is nerve wracking where is his team???
 
@ montrealshane Maddie
Wait guys how long has hollzy been on shift for? 
       @24is1formyheart shay - Three minutes!
 
@ icemenace Ro
Ummmm why is hollzy stil playing ??? he's clearly exhausted??? Let him rest???
 
@ metr0fan0024 philip
What the hell is this strategy??? Run hollander to the ground???
 
@ droolingover24 Tic
SCORE
       @ droolingover24 Tic - Ok this isn't funny anymore let hollzy sit down
 
@ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity
Guys the whole crowd to chanting at theriault to let hollzy take a break 
       @ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity - I'm close to them and pike is SCREAMING at him!!!
 
@nycnhllgbt gay 4 hunter 
Uhhhh new york fan here… montreal… what?
      @ shaneybugbug Libby - WE DON'T KNOW EITHER 
 
 @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou 
HOLLANDER HAS BEEN ON SHIFT FOR SEVEN MINUTES
     @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou - NEW RECORD NOW LET HIM OFFFF
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
For those who are new to ice hockey and/or are here to support hollzy since he came out : 
        @ autistic24holzy Em - Ice hockey shifts aren't usually more than a minute long! It's too intense to play much longer! hollzy is currently breaking records 
             @ autistic24holzy Em - TO BE CLEAR THIS IS DANGEROUS - his team has been offering him no support/ coverage AND he's now exhausted he's going to get seriously injured
 
@ nhlesbian lesbians4hockey
Weird weird atmosphere in this arena… even new york fans begging to take hollzy off ice
 
@hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation
Ok! Jesus thank fuck i've never been so scared during a game! Hollzys on the bench
 
@ metrosbrothersss 
hollzy pike and Boiziau such a good trio look at them taking care of him honestly so sweet 
      @ shayden2435 shane pike - Husbands 
 
@haydenhollander  Shayden4Life
Hayden screaming at their coach for shane… hayden putting his arm around shane when hunter was talking to him… hayden helping shane off ice… WERE SO BACK
        @ shayden2435 shane pike - They're so married
        @ shaydenforever Shayden Forever - Oh he's PROTECTIVE 
 
@ metr0fan0024 philip
I can't believe we lost to new york
      @ holzdolz Dolly - Penance for mistreating hollzy
          @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou - Honestly we deserve it 
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov

	Freckles

	Thighs 

	Big brown eyes 










  
    Chapter End Notes

    on account of the whole 'knowing nothing about hockey and hating team sports' thing I did not know how long a line shift for the nhl was (around 45 seconds is crazy btw what are you doing in that time??? no I will not watch a game) UNTIL I read snapping birch by @thepolysyndetonaddictsupportgroup (https://archiveofourown.org/works/81167971/chapters/213329571 ) which is what inspired the putting Shane on too long (read it its amazing)

have a good weekend!


  


      

  












      Chapter 8
  



    Chapter Notes

      eek back at long last I know I said that id be faster now that I don't have class and still havent found a job (rip) but uh . yeah I've just been doing nothing instead so not ideal

je suis en train de mourir la il fait juste trop chaud je suis irlandais et breton je ne suis pas fait pour cette chaleur sauvez moi

I've put an estimated chapter limit! technically it should be 22 but I don't like odd numbers and also its definitely gonna go a bit above that anyways I just think that it comforts people to know that I last least sort of have a plan


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Ilya
Is Hunter being a dick?
You will tell me if anyone is asshole, yes?
woooowww he loves a handshake that was very long do you think his eyesight has gone so bad with old age he thought hand was your dick?
 
Sorry that was maybe not appropriate my friend says 
We are watching game together 
 
Is this new tactic? What is this shift time hollander? Montreal trying to kill their only ok player? 
 
Hollander this is crazy get off the ice what is your coach thinking
is city of montreal stupid?
 
are you ok? 
 
Shane 
Hunter is too old to know what a handjob is. 
He was being weird but you're still the only asshole around, don't worry. He really wants to get a drink after the game? I'm not really in the mood but it was rude to refuse. 
I'm not talking about Montreal team tactics with you, Ilya “Boston Raiders Captain” Rozanov.
… but yeah I don't think anyone was happy about that, I need to talk to Coach about it.
 
Ilya
Not happy??? He is trying to get you killed hollander you are lucky new york is so slow 
a drink? why does hunter want drink after the game? you are going to drink with him? Hollander you do not have to if you do not want
 
Shane
I don't really want to talk about it.
 
Ilya
Ah montreal are homophobic?
 
Shane
They're adjusting.
 
Ilya 
no adjusting is you having to slow down so pike can keep up is not montreal coach leaving you on ice unprotected for 7 minutes 
adjusting is scott hunter bringing old man scooter on ice to be able to stay upright 
 
Shane
He should really just retire. Last season was just embarrassing.
 
Ilya
Yes and not be asking way too young hockey players to drinks like creepy cougar 
 
Shane
It's not like that! Hunter isn't gay.
 
Ilya
Ah really ? he told you?
Come to drinks with me hollander but don't worry i will not suck your dick?
 
Shane
Oh my god. He meant it as colleges, he was being cool about me coming out. 
 
Ilya
Hollander. 
He asked you to drinks
What do you think this means? 
You are young pretty now out gay hockey player he is very very old and washed up and probably cannot get it up why else drinks?
 
Shane
Well, if he can't get it up, then there's nothing to worry about, right? 
 
Ilya
And because you are not interested right?
I am not worried
You are not interested in scott hunter right? 
Hollander.
 
Shane
Rozanov, he's like 45 years old. And that's not what these drinks are about.
Anyways i need to go, thanks for checking in.
 
Ilya
Go? 
To drinks with hunter?
Hollander?



 
Shane puts his phone firmly down to finish changing, his lip sore from biting down on it to hide in his smile. Rozanov … Rozanov has been a surprising steady force over the past few days. 
Shane had hesitated over sending him a private message for a long time but had freaked out a little after answering him on twitter publicly in a fit of anger against the entirety of Montreal, especially when he didn't answer back immediately. He'd been blinded by rage and more impulsiveness than he's ever let himself have but it had quickly faded when he'd seen the number of reactions to the tweet grow with mouth drying speed. Rose had tried to convince him to continue to flirt privately but Shane just hadn't been able to bring himself to. In a way now, he's glad. They've barely spoken but Rozanov’s texts are… calming. He feels more centered after speaking with him. He doesn't want to mess that up, to misinterpret things and make it awkward.
He only regrets it a little whenever he opens twitter and he sees whatever new blush inducing thing Rozanov has posted now but he's too scared to ask if the other man means it and too overwhelmed by the sheer force of online reaction the one time he responded on twitter to do it again. Still, this is good. Talking with Rozanov, having that support and being able to lend it back is good.
It's… it's such a fucking relief to not be the only one. The only queer player in the whole league. There's something affirming too, about it being Rozanov, who is undoubtedly masculine, undoubtedly good. A way of taking pressure off him to be the only, perfect representation for yet another group of people. 
And Rozanov is hot and has been flirting with him and, even if he's not doing it privately, it's still an ego boost. Which is always nice. Even if it makes Shane feel a little crazy. 
It's not like they could date anyway. They're on rival teams. Rozanov lives so many hours away. Not that Rozanov wants to date him. Maybe fuck him at most. Whatever. 
Shane's trying not to think about it all, honestly. Trying to keep Rozanov in a manageable platonic box in his mind. Trying to force that box to somewhere that doesn't keep him up at night. He's mostly almost managing. 
He tugs on his jumper and doesn't think about it or his phone and it's unopened messages. 



The one aspect of hockey that Shane has never fully been able to master is the post-game interviews. He can be calm, perfectly media trained, polite, can say everything he's supposed to, but he has never been able to feel comfortable giving them. Too focused, too intense, too restrained, boring. He can't be interesting and charming and funny like Rozanov, can't relax in front of the flashing lights and weaponised questions so he just sticks to the same, well worn script he's been giving since his rookie year. 
Theriault knows exactly what he's doing by putting Shane in front of the media now. For the first time since his coming out. After that utter mess of a game. 
He shuffles out, exhausted, and plasters on a smile he knows comes across as forced and stiff, glad that at least hayden is at his side. The room of journalists explodes immediately and he can't quite stifle his wince. 
“Ok, maybe one at a time, yeah? How about you?” He points to the journalist from ESPN with a heavy hopelessness at the knowledge that this simply will be painful one way or another. 
It is. It's grim. He dodges answering question after question about team harmony following his coming out, about whether he considers himself an ‘ambassador’ of queer voices, about the new ‘strategy’ regarding his ice time, about their loss. Beside him, Hayden is getting visibly frustrated as he repeats yet again that he's an ally and no, he doesn't think Shane's sexuality affects his playing and no, he isn't worried about Shane staring at him in the shower. Maybe that's why he's been sent out with Shane, the Montreal PR team being only too aware that only he and JJ would be able to say anything supportive with a straight face. 
“Do you think you're, as your fellow teammate - Drapeau - put it on twitter, still a respectable role model for young children?”
“Has the commissioner reached out to you or your team?”
“You’re Asian - how has your family reacted to this news?”
“Do you still believe you're the right choice as captain?”
Shane is starting to crack. He can't believe that their PR team still hasn't stepped in as the questions get steadily more vicious, surely they can at least see how bad this makes them look? He's more tired than he's ever been after a match and after the abysmal showing by all of his teammates during the game the insinuation that he should let one of them be captain because what? He likes sucking dick? His nails have been digging into the palms of his hands since he had to defend his mother from being Japanese. As if Canada is being any less homophobic to him right now. 
“I think my two cups can speak for themselves on that,” he spits, “It's not my problem if other players are too busy thinking about me sucking dick to play.” There's a beat of sudden silence for the first time since he stepped out into the room broken only by the startled cough Hayden lets out, clearly trying to hide a laugh. “Yes, you,” he gestures towards a young black woman towards the back of the room who has yet to ask anything. She's from a small very local sportscast that he's seen show gay athletes before so he hopes she has something interesting and inoffensive to ask. 
“Oh,” she startles slightly but quickly slips into something smooth and professional, “My question is about your twitter response to Ilya Rozanov, have the two of you been in contact since? Of course your rivalry has been very public, how will this affect that?” 
Rozanov. How would Rozanov answer that question? Something flirty and interesting and daring probably. Shane is tired of giving polished, unthreatening answers.
“That's between me and him but … I can promise we'll still be playing hard against each other.” He winks into the camera and steps back because he doesn't trust Montreal to stop this anytime soon. “That’ll be all, thanks.” 
Hayden has to jog after him as he power walks out of there. 
 
 
 
Hunter wants to meet in a gay bar. Shane doesn't know if it's to try make him feel at home or something but it's a nice enough place. It sort of feels like a sports bar really. He hasn't been to many gay bars though, maybe they all do. 
JJ insists on coming with him in case hunter ‘tries something’ and he finds it more comforting that he expected to see his friend by the bar where he's clearly strategically placed himself to be able to watch Shane and Hunter’s table while still giving them privacy even if he seriously doubts Hunter would try anything in a gay bar of all places. He's never really spoken to Hunter one on one like this before but as he makes his way over to the other players booth where he waits with two beers, he feels more irritated than nervous. After all games to choose, does it really have to be the one where he broke records for longest on ice shift? He's tired and sore. What could Hunter possibly have to say to him so urgently? At least their flight out tomorrow isn't until the evening. 
“Hollander.” Hunter stands up to shake his hand and gesture for him to sit in front of him, hurriedly pushing a pint towards him. Shane tries not to make a face. 
“Hunter. Uh, no thanks actually, I don't drink during the season.” 
“Oh,” Hunter's face falls for a second but he quickly recovers. “No problem, man - do you want anything else, I know the barman he-”
“No, no, it's fine, I'm fine, thanks,” says Shane, waving him off. Hopefully this conversation won't take long. That hope stops feeling realistic when Hunter settles from where he'd been half out of his seat to instead just stare at Shane. There's a long awkward pause. Shane almost wishes he took Hunter up on his offer of a drink, just to have something to do with his hands. He lets out a pointed cough and the other man startles. 
“Er right, right, sorry, I just don't really know how to say this. I guess. Well, you know how I said that you coming out meant a lot to… people?” He leans forward earnestly. Shane nods and wishes he was back at the hotel in bed. He should have come up with an SOS signal with JJ who is now enthusiastically chatting with someone Shane is pretty sure is a drag queen.
“Well it meant a lot to me too, specifically.” Hunter looks at him pointedly.
“Ok,” says Shane slowly. Is Hunter going to ask him to start a charity or something? 
There's another pause then hunters says, “Because I’m gay.” 
Oh. But he's so old? Shane knows gay people can be old. He'll be old some day. Though hopefully not that slow. Is Scott Hunter coming out to him right now? That's what's happening. Ok. Scott Hunter. Are they close enough for him to be coming out to Shane? 
“Ok,” says Shane again, because he doesn't really know what else to say. And then when Hunter looks disappointed, “Good?” 
Hunter settles back against his seat and gives him a long searching look. He looks a little bemused but also like he's holding back a laugh. 
“So, is that what you wanted to talk about?” Shane asks and Hunter nods. Shane thinks briefly back to Rozanov's messages and feels a bolt of fear go through him. Please, no, the other man isn't right about what this is. 
“Yeah,” says Hunter, ‘It is. I think it's important to have solidarity, no? Between us? We can make a real difference in the hockey world I think. I mean,” he laughs a little, "I was honestly considering coming out this season anyway, you beat me to it.” Shane feels a brief stab of satisfaction go through him at that.
“So you've spoken to Rozanov?" he asks and Hunter’s eyes darken slightly. 
“Not yet,” he admits. Shane hums in acknowledgement. “Have you? I saw he's been … active on social media.”
“Oh yeah, a bit,” says Shane easily, “It's been cool to be able to share the spotlight on it a bit.” Hunter looks surprised at this but he nods. 
“Good for you both,” he says, “Listen I invited you here -” forced more like, thinks shane grumpily “ - to talk about what we can do, how we can organise ourselves to show solidarity and do our best to protect other younger queer players but also because…” he looks likes bracing himself briefly and all Shane can think is oh no, “Because I'd like you to meet my boyfriend. Kip.”
Ha! Ilya Rozanov is wrong. Hunter doesn't want Shane to suck his dick. Thank god. Shane will be gloating about this. Later.
“Wait, his name is Kip?” Shane can feel his nose wrinkle without meaning to, “Like on purpose?”
“It's short for Christopher,” says Hunter defensively, which is stupid because since when? 
“Alright,” says Shane because people can have stupid nicknames if they want to. “Is he here?”
“Oh yeah,” Hunter brightens up immediately, beaming, “Wait one sec, I'll go get him.” He almost falls out of the booth in his rush. Shane feels a bout of envy. Times must be dire if Scott Hunter has a boyfriend before he does. 
Kip turns out to be nice. Cool, even, although he makes Shane feel like maybe he needs to brush up on his art history knowledge. He's young too, or at least younger than Hunter. They're good together though, Shane thinks. Kip manages to temper Hunters' enthusiastic plans for queer hockey dominance into something more achievable and realistic and Hunter is clearly besotted. 
Shane is glad to have come by the time he begs off to go back to bed. Hunter frowns as he says, “Of course, you must be tired.” but he doesn't push Shane on Montreal's treatment of him when Shane evades answering. 
He has to help a very drunk, very enthusiastic JJ out of the bar, who babbles about his newfound interest in trying out drag the whole taxi ride home. Shane smiles all the way to bed. 




 
@ holzdolz Dolly 
What the fuck was that shitshow WHO let those reporters ask those questions?
 
@ droolingover24 Tic 
Sports reporters not be super disrespectful and gross challenge
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
‘Playing hard against each other’ hollander finally here to confirm that hockey is gay as fuck 
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
A lot of people angry at the reporters AS THEY SHOULD be but remember this is also montreals fault!!! Hollzy should not have been left to fend for himself like that in the first place 
    @ autistic24holzy Em - Yes i know pike was there ; follow up question was he helpful??? 
     @ autistic24holzy Em - Like obviously hollzy wasn't alone but there's not pike can do in that situation honestly
       @ autistic24holzy Em - Ok i'm muting this thread rpfers please learn to take some things seriously without making it all abut your ship 
 
@ russianbear clove
THE WINK SOMEONE CHECK ROZYS STILL ALIVE
 
@ droolingover24 Tic 
That wink… brat shane hollander is alive and well and thriving
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
Ending that awful homophobic and racist media by flirting on main… shane hollander i admire your game 
 
@ shaneygoodboy Mary
 “i can promise we'll still be playing hard against each other” UMMMMMMMMMMMM HELLO
 
@24is1formyheart shay 
HARD? HARD. playing hard. Ok 
 
@ russianbear clove
Sooooooo he called roz back, right? That's what that wink means???
   @ russianbear clove - @RealIlyaRozanov confirm???
  
@ holzdolz Dolly 
‘That's between me and him’ ok gay 
 
@ shaneybugbug Libby
I've seen a lot of backlash over how homophobic those interviews were which is good but like you guys know why hollander gets treated differently from rozanov right? Why he's ALWAYS been treated differently? Even before coming out
   @ shaneybugbug Libby - Many of those reporters were being disgustingly racist and it's important to call that out as well as the blatant homophobia! 
 
@ icemenace Ro
I would do anything pay any amount to see roz’s live reaction to that wink 
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
Heres a thread of every news outlet that said something homophobic / racist / both to hollander in his post game interviews today : 
 
@24is1formyheart shay 
WHY didn't the metros pr team stop those interviews??? For what reason could they possibly have to leave him out to face that ???
 
@ shaneybugbug Libby
“It's not my problem if other players are too busy thinking about me sucking dick to play” WELL FUCKING SAID 
   @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou - Literally perfectly sums up every argument against queer players like ???
 
@hereforhockey Dev
After that game it's pretty clear that half of the metros ARE IN FACT too busy thinking about hollzy sucking cock to play 
   @ holzdolz Dolly - As if he would ever after that tragic showing 
     @24is1formyheart shay - No fr hollander wouldn't even let THEM suck HIS cock after that game
 
@ droolingover24 Tic 
There's so much to unpack from that shitshow i think i need to go to bed
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
So. that cleared up without a doubt that montreal has in fact been super homophobic right? You guys will listen to me on this now??? They are NOT supportive
   @hockeygramps Richard - I don't like the gays but hollander can fuck whoever he wants he's won us two cups 
 
@ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity
Ok tl is in shambles… but… um… i just saw shane hollander and scott hunter at a gay bar together??? 
    @ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity - They were sitting in a booth in the back together
 
@ shaneygoodboy Mary
Have people seen the pictures of hollander with hunter at a gay bar??? What is happening
 
@ sweatymenoniceyes admirals those asses 
I TOLD YOU PEOPLE THERE WAS SEXUAL TENSION HASHTAG HUNANDER FOR THE WIN
 
@hereforhockey Dev
Hollander went on a date with SCOTT HUNTER?
    @hereforhockey Dev - I don't believe it sorry
 
@ russianbear clove
I've been laugh for ten minutes straight hollzy flirted with rozy on LIVE TV then went on a date with scott hunter??? Gold. 
 
@hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation
WHAT
 
@ icemenace Ro
Is roz alive do we think?
    @cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow  - You're kidding but he's not answering me 
      @ icemenace Ro - OMG MARLOW NOTICE
 
@admiralllssssssyay sophie
Hunter is NOT gay guys cmon 
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
4. Stupid micro bangs 





  
    Chapter End Notes

    hehehehe

I do think that jj with all these gay friends he has to throw at Shane is truly a girls girl I also think he would love drag and also he's a bisexual To Me hashtag jj x Marlow? Watch This Space

one of my favourite things in the universe is hollanovs combined general disdain of Scott Hunter rip Scott alsoooo while I have of course read the Hollanov books I have not read game changer and I will not (it contains my least favourite trope ever I refuse) so if those two are deeply mischaracterised... lets call it creative freedom

montreal are slowly (actually fast) pushing Shane to the edge...

anyways give Shane Hollander queer community ! and I hope you're all doing well <3


  


      

  












      Chapter 9
  


    Chapter Summary

    this is kinda a filler / transition chapter nil but I thought we needed to check in with Ilya a bit

shot at the night is now at OVER 100K HITS???????? insane stuff im very scared of you all thank you so so so much to everyone who commented / continues to comment I love every single one of you more than my dad and you've been getting me through writing this hashtag trust

Also shout out Ruth I forgot but dedicating this chapter to you



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Shane
You were wrong.
 
Ilya
?
Impossible 
 
Shane
Very possible, some might even say a very regular occurrence.
 
Ilya
Ah some who is some scott hunter?
 
Shane
He wasn't propositioning me.
 
Ilya
no because no one has used this word since jane austin 
 
Shane
Shut up.
 
Ilya
Well i am very sorry you did not get dick sucked hollander
 
Shane
But he is gay. He wanted me to meet his boyfriend. He said I could tell you.
Shut up, Jesus.
 
Ilya
Threesome?
Aw you talk about me
 
Shane 
Oh my god. No. Ew.
And yeah, a little. He wants to join the queer players together or something.
 
Ilya
Ah bf is also a hundred thousand years old?
 
Shane
No he's pretty young actually. 
 
Ilya
Pretty?
 
Shane
Yeah, like closer to us than Hunter but I guess he likes older men.
 
Ilya
You find him pretty?
 
Shane
What?
No. 
 
Ilya
Ok.
People online think you and Hunter are dating now.
 
Shane 
What???
 
Ilya
Is ok they will forget soon
Everyone just thinks you have bad taste
Disappointing first gay man in league and you go out with dinosaur
 
Hollander?
 
Shane
I can't believe that everyone thinks we went on a date.
What should I do?
Should I apologize to Hunter?
 
Ilya
Woah
Is ok hollander
Just the internet
No one will believe hunter could pull pretty younger man
Apologize for what
 
Shane
I don't know, am I outing him?
 
Ilya
Is just silly rumors hollander
 
Shane
I need to call my publicist, just in case.
 
Ilya
Ok. 
 
It's been a long, hard few days. Ilya has had to deal with possibly potentially maybe having a chance with Shane Hollander, flirting with Shane Hollander, being flirted with by sShane Hollander, Shane Hollander private messaging him, Shane Hollanderwinking at him… he's had maybe twenty heart attacks. It probably isn't good for his blood sugars whatever that means. 
Ilya has decided he's not built for this ‘crush’ business. It feels suspiciously like he might be dying of something frightful and also Shane Hollander is a fucking menace. Winking at him on television and then going for drinks with Scott Hunter? Ilya could report him for harassment surely. Should report him to the FBI or CIA or whatever they have in Canada. Torture is a war crime no? 
War criminal Shane Hollander Guilty on all accounts of psychological torture and tournment of Ilya Rozanov, innocent bystander to his beauty and fully punctuated texts and surprising humor. He's pretty sure he could get it through court. What judge would view that fucking wink as anything but psychological torture? 
But it's also been strangely calming to text him too. Steady, reliable, Hollander. The heart attacks are worth it, to be someone he deems worth talking to, someone he wants to start conversations with, to tease and compete against and talk to. Ilya is becoming dangerously endeared.
It's been a tough year, is all. The best Ilya's relationship has ever been with his father is ‘complicated’ and dementia is a brutal illness, made more brutal by his hopeless distance. Guiltily, he has never been so relieved by that distance, not having to be there in person, experience it in a way deeper than a phone call. His father did always say he was lazy. His fathers death had been a relief too, but a complex one, marred by a confusing grief he barely wanted to feel over a man who never really loved him. A grief that mixed strangely into a grief over his brother too. 
The incessant calls from him haven't stopped nor the large sums of money demanded, their tone still the same one of arrogant entitlement, weaponizing Ilya's stupid sense of family but they’ve started to mean something different to him now. He won't support his brother forever. One day Ilya will be brave enough to block his number and move on and he can feel that day growing closer, without their father between them. With the knowledge that Ilya will not be returning home to Russia . 
Since, a restless loneliness has been climbing up his throat. He dreams of his mother. He wants and wants and wants and he has nothing but meaningless hookups and expensive cars to show for it. Svetlana and Marly and Vict who count by now as family but have their own, who do not need him the way he needs them. 
Shane Hollander has been a soft glow of warmth and quiet something across the rink since he was seventeen and now he is a sunlit beacon of Ilya’s days. Something tender and hopeful, despite no reason for it to be, and precious. And it's such a relief, such a stable, peaceful thing, their surface level, easy texting. He wants and he wants and he wants. 
It was that restlessness and loneliness and unbearable want that had him impulsively outing himself to the world. That and because, as silly as it is, he couldn't be in this closet when Hollander had come out, the competitive side of him refused. So he's been dealing with the fall out, which is mostly online, thankfully, and a few tired but amused sounding calls from various people within the boston and his own management. A couple had been tense and weird with them but the overall sentiment across the management and his team was one of support, if clumsily so. 
Half of his teammates had, as straight men tended to do when faced with any kind of emotion, simply awkwardly clasped him by the shoulder or given him a bit of a shake. A few had blundered through some questions on being gay Ilya had barely been able to answer through his laughter. The small handful he was closest to, had all been good, supportive. He's not sure if he should be offended that none of them seem surprised, when he's spent a good bit of time hiding this information with his life. 
There were a few men on the team he's keeping a wary eye on, but while looking uncomfortable, none of them have said anything. Yet. He refuses to let any sort of resentment grow in his team. He'll talk to them when it's less fresh, for both himself and them. 
He is more worried for Hollander than himself, which is funny because Russia is a far more hostile place than Canada. But it seems that Montreal is a more hostile place than Boston right now. 
His microwave beeps angrily at him and he grumbles back at it as he always does - must all new machines beep so much? - as he fishes his dinner out of it and moves over to his couch to eat. Maybe he should have invited Svetlana to stay after watching the match together to eat with him, the emptiness of a big house especially noticeable at meal times, but she's worried about him, he thinks, and he doesn't want to encourage it. Ilya is capable of looking after himself by himself. He always has been. 
His phone buzzes as he's trying to watch a highlight reel of Hollander’s goals and he swipes it away when he sees an unknown number. He frowns when it immediately starts buzzing again. Maybe one of the rookies has gotten themselves into something? They call ilya sometimes, for help. He curses them and their foolishness out for a second, then answers the call. 
“Ilya Rozanov?”
“I am not speaking to journalists.”
“This is Commissioner Crowell's secretary.” 
“Oh.” Oh fuck.
“The commissioner is requesting your presence for a meeting tomorrow,” says the secretary stiffly. “You haven't been joinable by mail.” Requesting. Sure. Ilya never reads emails. He's pretty sure that's one of the biggest perks of being famous.
“I have practice,” says Ilya, pulling the phone away from his ear to text Svetlana ‘SOS’ and then after a slight reflection, his agent too.
“All day?” says the secretary doubtfully. 
“Yes.”
“Well, I'm sure Boston will let you take some time away to speak with the commissioner. I can speak with your coach if you like, or upper management?” Ilya doesn't like calling women this, but what a bitch. No getting out of this then. Cliff would probably be delighted to run him over with his car? Or he could fake… something. Probably best to suffer through it. The last thing Ilya wants is to be out of a job and a visa. 
“No, is ok,” he says, “I will skip very important practice and leave poor team by themselves just for you.” 
“Good,” says the woman on the other side of the phone. She does not sound amused. This does not bode well for the meeting ahead. “11 am sharp. Check your email to find the address if you need.” There's a pause. “You are expected to be there Mr Rozanov.”
“Yes, yes, have just said I will,” he grumbles.
“Alright, well, see you tomorrow.”
“Tomorrow,” he agrees and there's a click as she hangs up. What fucking bullshit. His phone starts buzzing again immediately - a call from his agent and five quick successive texts from Svetlana. Well, he had been mourning the empty lonesome evening. Seems like he's busy afterall. He answers his agent, already drafting a message to his coach. 
 
@ sweatymenoniceyes admirals those asses 
Ok ok i've been going through all of huntanders interactions over the years and… how did we miss this???
      @ scottshanesupreme married huntander I'VE BEEN SAYING
      @ autistic24holzy EmYou cannot be serious 
 
@ sweatymenoniceyes admirals those asses 
My five favourite huntander moments a thread:
   @haydenhollander  Shayden4Life - Oh my god this is so delusional they only have five ‘moments’
      @ sweatymenoniceyes admirals those asses  - I refuse to engage with a shayden of all people
        @haydenhollander  Shayden4Life - At least shayden actually like each other??? Live in the same city??? Have been spotting hanging out more than once
        @24is1formyheart shay - Times are dire when i'm siding with the shaydens 
 
@ puc4life69 - ruth 
Shane hollander i am sorry i did not see your hotness before in my defense i've never seen you wink before 
   @ russianbear clove - On the table the floor the stairs in the shower - 
 
@ droolingover24 Tic 
Is roz gonna keep up his list because i have suggestions 
   @ puc4life69 - ruth  - Hollander has the most blowjobbable lips ever 
      @ droolingover24 Tic - Oh!
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
REMEMBER WE ARE BOYCOTTING ESPN heres a list of other places to watch every game on tn:
    @ newtopuck alistor - Wait why?
       @ autistic24holzy Em - They asked and broadcasted soem super homophobic / racist questions to Hollzy 
 
@ russianbear clove
@ russianiceprincess  @cliffmarlow  @ ryancarmichaeloffficial @ bostonraiders PLEASE SOMEONE SAY YOU HAVE ROZ’S REACTION TO THAT WINK PLEASE 
    @ russianiceprincess Sveta - … if ilya tells you russians don't blush don't believe him
[image: ]  
       @ russianbear clove - OH. MY. God.
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
sevta is a dirty terrible liar and i need new best friend because she is terrible 
    @ russianiceprincess Sveta - but it's such a cute picture 
      @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - lalalalalalalalalalal can't hear anyone because i have been Betrayed by a Betrayer 
    @cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow  - i thought i was your best friend??? 
      @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - hmmmm maybe 5th 
        @cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow   - what the fuck who else do you even talk to 
          @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - loads of people you should be honored 
 
@24is1formyheart shay 
I think we need to kill theriault 
     @24is1formyheart shay - It's not that i want to ( i do ) it's for the good of humanity ( shane hollander) 
 
@ shaneybugbug Libby
Wait guys oh my god apparently hollzy didn't fly with the rest of the montreal team???
     @ autistic24holzy Em - If he's injured because of theriault …
     @24is1formyheart shay - I would be scared if i was theriault tbh 
 
@nycnhllgbt gay 4 hunter 
And if i say that hollzy didn't fly with the team busy he's busy with hunt- GUNSHOTS
    @ shaneygoodboy Mary - *ressusitates you * no wait go on
 
@ icemenace Ro
hollzy isn't with rozanov he's with hunter hollzy isn't with hunter he's with rozanov … i have a simple solution if everyone would get cool about a bunch of things real quick
    @ icemenace Ro - (threesome)
       @ shayden2435 shane pike - What about hayden
          @ icemenace Ro - Please be fr it's a miracle that man can even put his skates on
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
No i'm still not over it and i don't think i ever will be what the Fuck was that @espn 
 
@ holzdolz Dolly 
I'm glad pleople are FINALLY talking about how the league and montreal have treated hollander since his rookie season 
    @24is1formyheart shay - Literally it makes me so upset he was so young and they were putting CRAZY pressure on him to be the model minority 
       @ holzdolz Dolly - And he still got harassed for it!!!
 
@hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation
Personally still howling at roz calling hollanders bangs ‘micro bangs’
    @hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation - They're not even that short



@cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow  
Ilya is making me post this picture of him from the other day
[image: ]
    @ 8181818181 roz dong - Arms i'm drooling wtf
    @ ryancarmichaeloffficial R. Carmichael - is this a safe space to say i'm scared he's gonna make me take his nudes one day 
       @cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow  - NO THIS IS NOT A SAFE SPACE WERE GONNA BE DOING SUCICIDES TILL JUNE
          @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - biphobia 
             @ ryancarmichaeloffficial R. Carmichael - stop making me take picture of your biceps 
                @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - but your wife likes them so much :/ 
 
@ nhlesbian lesbians4hockey
Those interviews were genuinely disgusting but also… there's some comedy in seeing hayden pikes face going through the stages of realzing homophobia still exists in real time
    @ droolingover24 Tic - Uhhhh he plays for the metros i think he already knows
    @ holzdolz Dolly - He always looks that confused actually
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
I have always believed that hockey is a sport for everyone. I have also always known it's flaws. This is a very white sport of toxic masculinity that does not have good things to say about anyone who is different.  
    @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - but as Hollander has always proven, it is a sport that everyone no matter of race or sexuality CAN thrive in. and they should be allowed to thrive without having to suffer through the disgusting behavior @espn and many other news outlets showed yesterday.
        @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - Hollander is a two times cup winner with more awards than anyone has ever had at his age and all you have to ask is about his sexuality or japanese heritage? We are all lucky to see him play. These do not deserve to be called ‘interviews’, they are just ugly. 
           @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer  our rivalry has been an honour. I have your back, always. 
 
@ scotthunternyc Captain Scott Hunter 
The interview questions @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer  was made to answer yesterday were an embarrassment to the sport of hockey. @espn seems to have forgotten that this sport is for EVERYONE
    @ scotthunternyc Captain Scott Hunter - As @RealIlyaRozanov put it , shane i #haveyourbackalways
 
@24is1formyheart shay 
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer #haveyourbackalways
 
@ holzdolz Dolly 
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer #haveyourbackalways
 
@ droolingover24 Tic 
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer #haveyourbackalways
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer #haveyourbackalways
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
Shane reposting both rozanov and hunters tweets :( i can't believe that this is even necessary
 
@puckpockchicken sweaty men
Shane reposting both ilya and scotts tweets messyyyyy
     @24is1formyheart shay - Oh my god shut up it's not the time what is wrong with you
     @ icemenace Ro - Kys
 
@ icemenace Ro
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer #haveyourbackalways
 
@24is1formyheart shay
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer #haveyourbackalways
 
@ shaneybugbug Libby
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer #haveyourbackalways
 
@haydenhollander  Shayden4Life
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer #haveyourbackalways
 
@ nhlesbian lesbians4hockey
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer #haveyourbackalways
 
@hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer #haveyourbackalways
 
@ shaneygoodboy Mary
FINALLY SOME HOCKEY PLAYERS TALKING ABOUT IT #haveyourbackalways
 
@espn ESPN
It has come to our attention that some inappropriate questions were posed to @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer  on our behalf. We apologize and want to make it very clear that we have always respected the Montreal captain's contributions to the sport. We will be manning an internal investigation into allegations of homophobia within our team.
     @ 8181818181 roz dong Hmmmm no mention of the racism i see
     @ nhlesbian lesbians4hockey - Boooooo
     @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - ok.



@ tsn TSN
We would like to apologize to @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer for the inappropriate questions asked in a post-game interview. These questions do not align with TSN’s views or priorities. 
 
@ sportsnet Sportsnet 
Sports reporter alice gray has been put on temporary leave as we look into the questions asked to Captain Shane Hollander as these do not represent us as an organization. We would like to extend our apologies to @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer and promise to do better. 
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
5. Very grammatical texts. 





  
    Chapter End Notes

    because of the heat wave the park near my house is open till midnight everything is gonna be ok actually

a first that the twitter part of the chapter is the one moving the plot the most kinda fun

also!!! while this is obviously a crack fic of sorts I have somehow ended up on the heavier topics of homophobia and racism and while I am queer I am also white so. if I say anything outrageous please tell me


  


      

  












      Chapter 10
  


    Chapter Summary

    happy pride month!!!

long chapter :) I almost cut it in half but nahhhhh also I've been comically criminally exhausted oh my god this past week but I also maybe hopefully found a place to live next month

some tw - verbal homophobia from Crowell pretty similar to what he says in the long game, not too intense I don't think? honestly found it very difficult to write just cause I was like wait what do homophobes even say??? I only ever talk to gay people



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Shane
Has the commissioner also ‘requested’ a meeting with you? 
 
Ilya
yes
I am driving up in morning
is that why you did not fly with metros?
 
Shane
Yeah. I can't believe this. I'm going to have to miss practice.
 
Ilya 
yes me too
at least boston knows what puck is without me there 
 
Shane 
Shut up. Do you have a lawyer? Or any idea of what he is going to say? Is your meeting also at 11? Are you driving yourself? 
 
Ilya
Wow
so many questions
yes have already called her
I do not think he wants to meet with us to say wow congratulations and throw party hollander
 
Shane 
I mean, no obviously not. 
 
Ilya
and yes 11 ‘sharp’ 
yes i have very beautiful car you will be very jealous
 
Shane
But do you have any idea of what exactly he's going to say? He can't exactly just say ‘don't be gay’.
Oh, we’ll both be there together then. That's good.
 
Ilya
hmmmm i think he will say exactly that
 
Shane 
We could sue.
And I'm not jealous of your ridiculous car collection. You're going to die in a bright orange monstrosity going double the speed limit one day and all anyone will be able to say is, we saw this coming, what a silly death. 
 
Ilya
… so you have seen my collection? 
wow obsessed with me hollander?
 
Shane
Everyone in the entire sports world has seen your collection, you couldn't watch the news or read a paper without seeing it for months after you gave that interview.
Also cars aren't sexy. No matter what colour they are.
 
Ilya
you have watched the interview
admit it hollander you found it very sexy
 
Shane
No. 
 
Ilya
my cars are very sexy and you have watched my interview with them
 
Shane 
No
 
Ilya
I do not believe you
 
Shane
Whatever. 
We need to be united against the commissioner tomorrow. And have an idea of what we're going to say. 
 
Ilya
yes of course
tell him to suck my dick
 
Shane 
I don't think you should do that. What time do you think you'll be in New York for? 
 
Ilya
hopefully a little early but too much i have to leave very early in the morning
 
Shane
Boston is only four hours away? Seven isn't very early?
 
Ilya
is inexcusably early 
hate crime to ask me to be up that early
 
Shane
I get up at 5.30 every day.
 
Ilya
you are not a real person
 
Shane
Yes I am.
 
Ilya
nothing good happens at that time
 
Shane
It's the best off-ice part of the day. 
Anyway, we should meet up to make sure we get there together. 
 
Ilya
scared to be alone with crowell?
 
Shane
No
 
Ilya
I am
 
Shane
Oh, yeah, ok I am too.
 
Ilya
we can meet before
 
Shane 
Ok cool! I know a café nearby, I'll send you the address? Just let me know your eta tomorrow. 
 
Ilya
Ok
see you tomorrow hollander 



Shane is grateful for the support he has, he really is. He is also, however, used to having his own space and living alone. Even if Crowell is the last person he ever wants to speak to, maybe it's worth it to finally have a whole evening and hotel room alone. Between his parents and Rose staying with him back in Montreal and JJ, Hayden and Jackie being determined he never be left alone with any of his teammates, or even in general, he hasn't had a moment to breathe. Shane loves his friends but he also really loves his alone time. And introducing Jackie and Rose has been a disaster. They're way too close already for it to be good for anyone. He’ll never know peace again. They've already compiled a ‘bachelors list’ of potential dates that would ‘piss off the NHL and are also almost hot enough for you’. Rozanov is the top contender. Shane is ignoring it. It's proving difficult when there's a group chat about it now with them, him, and for some reason JJ. 
That said, it's harrowing to be left alone the morning before meeting Crowell. His mom and Farah and a lawyer are all on their way down from Canada but they won’t make it on time to be here for the meeting. Yuna calls him before their flight and he stares at the chips in the ceiling paint, laying on his hotel bed, as he listens to her repeat his rights and his contract with the NHL for the fourth time since he got the summons. 
Shane forces himself through his usual on the road morning routine - sans JJ and Hayden both of whom begged coach to be able to stay with Shane and were practically dragged to the airport and onto the plane yesterday evening - and a light workout at the hotel gym, not in the mood to go on a run on the off chance he be noticed, something happening even more since he’s out. 
Thank fuck Rozanov will be there. 
Shamefully, Shane thinks that if he were left alone in a meeting with the commissioner of the NHL, he would allow himself be backed into whatever closet the man demands of him. He doesn't think he's brave enough or ready enough to sacrifice hockey to be the kind of person needed for a’ first of a kind’ position in this sport. He's already spent many years pretending to be as white as he can. Rozanov won't though. Rozanov is full of that uncomplicated confidence Shane has always envied. 
He makes it to the café two hours early and sits at the back to order a green tea. He makes a bullet point list of everything his mom told him. He's done nothing wrong. He will sue against discrimination if he is benched (maybe - but neither the commissioner nor his mother need to know that). He hasn't broken his contract in any way. 
He gets a second green tea. He absentmindedly highlights everything then rewrites his list because he hates when people do that. He highlights more reasonably. He texts Rose asking if she thinks he could become a hockey extra for movies if he gets kicked out of the NHL. Are there that many hockey movies? Shane doesn't know, he watched one once and got so upset about the inaccuracies he’d emailed the director, blocked the entire cast on social media and vowed never to watch a sports-related film ever again. He texts Rose that he was joking so that she doesn't worry.
He gets a third green tea. Caffeine is probably a bad idea. 
Time goes by agonisingly slowly. Shane stares at strangers and contemplates leaving the country and mourns the fact that ice hockey isn't more world widely popular and the NHL is by far the best place to be. He gets caught staring and tries to make up for it by staring very hard at his tea instead. Two girls give him their number which feels like some evil plot by Crowell and the universe to try tempt him into being straight again. 
By half ten, he feels ready to buzz straight out of his skin. He takes to alternate staring at the clock app on his phone watching the seconds go, which he's all too aware is an actual, genuine torture method, and flipping to stare at his messages with Rozanov. He wants to pretend he's waiting for their meeting with Crowell but it's too soon to lie to himself now, he's waiting for Rozanov. More than anything, he's waiting for Rozanov. 
His whole body jerks and he gets an alarmed look from the mother sitting next to him when his phone chimes with a text. He swipes away from the clock to look at Rozanov’s message.
 
traffic is crazy i am sorry
 
Shane chews on his nails and throws his entire soul into praying Rozanov gets here before their meeting. He can't do this alone, he just can't. It was silly to pretend otherwise. He orders another green tea. Five minutes later, he gets another text.
 
this street has no parking
 
Since they've started texting, Rozanov has bit by bit stopped adding any punctuation to his texts. It makes Shane think of the list he has going on twitter. He shuts that down very forcibly in his brain because Rozanov will be here soon and he can't think of both without exploding.
 
At eighteen minutes to eleven, Rozanov hurries into the café and Shane is hit by the fact that they haven't seen each other since this all went down. They haven't seen each other properly in months even, since the All-Stars, apart from a few games, where they hadn't spoken bar the usual chirp. His hair has gotten longer in the months since, to a length Shane secretly prefers because it makes him look younger and like a lion, outer curls catching in the light and giving him a golden halo, but also hates because he's never been able to stop himself from wondering how it’d feel to run his fingers through. He looks good. Dressed in a sleeveless tank despite the slight chill still clinging in the air, making Shane, in his carefully steamed shirt, feel overdressed. 
He's clearly in a rush, eyes scanning as he comes in, one hand brushing through his curls, but he pauses completely when he spots Shane. His smile is slow and genuine and makes Shane’s stomach hurt. His eyes never leave him as he makes his way over, barely pausing to briefly to lean over the counter and order something, until all of a sudden he's right there, one hand on the chair opposite him. Real. 
“Shane Hollander,” Rozanov smiles so wide Shane can see all of his teeth. His full name in that russian accent sends a shiver down his spine. 
“Ilya Rozanov,” Shane nods awkwardly back, overcome with the weird urge to get up and hug him and relieved when he sits down before he can. He rolls his shoulders back and hopes his posture is good. Rozanov’s isn't, he barely counts as sitting down, more as lounging in the chair, arms and legs casually flung out. 
“What are you having?” he asks, grin settled but mouth already twitching in amusement as he nods at Shanes mug.
“Green tea,” Shane answers already feeling defensive as the other mans eyebrows take a judgemental arch. 
“Boring.”
“Well, what did you get then?” 
“Extra caramel chocolate frapachino,” says Rozanov triumphantly, his thirty two teeth making a second appearance when the server comes over to deposit the monstrosity in front of him, much faster than she ever brought Shanes tea he notes grumpily. He feels his nose twitch in disgust and Rozanov laughs. “Very good,” he promises as he takes a bigger sip then necessary that Shane knows is just to annoy him but works anyway. 
“Whatever,” he sulks, taking a sip out of his own mug and leaning back. For a moment he just watching Rozanov. He shimmies his massive shoulders in delight as he takes a drink which is far more endearing than it has any right to be from a grown man. Up close, it's obvious he's tired, purple staining the undereyes of his pale skin. Otherwise he looks the same he always has. Shane wonder if he also does. He feels different, unsure how to move this new out body. 
Rozanov looks up from his drink, and blinks quickly when he catches Shane watching. Shane observes with a small amount of fascination as his cheeks go pink and then remembers that he's being weird and tears his eyes away. 
“So,” he says quickly, “Ok, yes. The commissioner. Are you ready? Have you spoken to him before - I mean of course you have, but like properly? I don't know. I don't know what your lawyer said but -” he has to suck in a deep stabilizing breath “- well basically mine said, um, actually I have notes here.” He observes with detached horror that his hands are trembling when he lifts them. 
“Hollander,” says Rozanov, “You are having panic attack.”
“No, I'm not,” says Shane automatically even though he maybe might be. He feels something nudge his ankle and a jolt of electricity goes through him when he realizes that it's Rozanovs foot. “Ok,” he admits embarrassingly quickly, “Yeah, maybe.” Rozanov keeps pressing the warm weight of his foot into his and mines taking a deep breath and Shane takes a slow shuddering breath, matching him. 
Wow, ok yeah. He had been about to have a panic attack. Nobody's dying. They're in a café. Rozanov is drinking something so sweet, they should ban it. Shane’s hands come up to hide his face in shame.
“Fuck, sorry. I'm fine.” 
Rozanov doesn't budge. 
“You are ok?”
“Yes, yep, all good, was just freaking out, all good now.”
“Because I can paint on some freckles and pretend to be very boring and very gay and go to Crowell and say that I am part time canadian hockey player full time model Shane Hollander,” continues Rozanov and Shane drops his hands from his face to give him an incredulous look.
“I'm a normal amount of gay.”
“Mmmmm,” says Rozanov with no shame, “I don't think so.” Shane splutters. “You broke up with Rose Laundry - that is very gay.”
“She broke up with me actually,” Shane retorts just about holding himself back from sticking his tongue out at Rozanov. “She realized I was gay.” Rozanov very clearly does a double take. 
“She realised?” he says slowly. “What about you?” Shane’s face starts heating again. Maybe that wasn't actually such a great come back. 
“Well,” he says carefully, “uh - I wasn't sure?” Rozanov stares at him in clear disbelief. “Anyway, I don't think you could get away with being me by just adding some freckles.”
“No,” agrees Rozanov, though he still looks a little stunned, “Would have to cut my hair.” Shane frowns. 
“I saw that you said I have micro bangs, they're not micro,” he’s unable to help himself from adding, “You shouldn't cut your hair.” He wonders if he should mention the other thing Rozanov had said online yesterday but can't bring himself to. He doesn't want to get emotional in a café just before meeting the commissioner and his throat feels tight at just the thought of it. 
“They're not macro,” argues Rozanov and Shane snorts. 
“They're a perfect inbetween,” he sniffs and Rozanov bursts out laughing.
“Ok,” he agrees, “Perfect. If you say so.”
“I do,” says Shane pleased with himself. “Now - back to business.” He forces himself to be serious again despite the fact that that just makes Rozanov start beaming in amusement again. “So. Yes, right. My lawyer said we should definitely record the meeting.”
“Oh,” says Rozanov, clearly surprised, “This is legal, do we have to tell Crowell?”
“So long as we both consent it's fine,” says Shane, feeling himself fall comfortably back into something he knows well by now, “We don't need to tell him. Just - don't say anything incriminating, no threats or anything, and try be as calm and polite as possible. It'll help with public opinion just - just in case.” Rozanov nods along seriously, his eyes too intense for Shane to look at him directly. “My mom - she's my manager -”
“Yes,” Rozanov interrupts, “Everyone knows Yuna Hollander.” Shane blinks.
“Right. Well, she thinks he's going to try to get us to um, tame it down. Stop talking about it. Pretend we never came out, I guess? There's not much he can do, since we haven't done anything wrong and it's pretty illegal to fire someone for being gay, but he’ll make some vague threats we should point out as, uh, unreasonable. It might honestly help if he says anything blatantly discriminatory but well, obviously, ideally he’s uh cool.”
Rozanov smirks. “Cool? Crowell does not know this word.” Shane sighs.
“Yeah probably not.” He swallows down a too big gulp of green tea and tries to swallow down all his anger with it. “We need to be on the same page.” 
“About what?” Rozanov tilts his head questioningly and Shane is hit again by his lion comparison, though he looks more like a kitten like this. A cub? Focus, Hollander, focus. 
“Everything,” he replies and Rozanov laughs sharply, “Shut up, everything he’ll bring up. Us being - being … queer. Or well, probably, us not being queer if he can help it.” 
“I think we are ah on the same page here, no?” says Rozanov looking confused, “You are super gay, I am bisexual-”
“Normal gay,” says Shane automatically.
“- and he cannot change that, yes?” 
“Right. Yes, yeah.”
“We are not shitty low pick rookies,” says Rozanov confidently, “We are first and second pick captains with many awards and three cups between us.” Shane nods. “He cannot bench us or everyone would be very bored and very angry. He cannot kick us out of the league because we are too talented and handsome. He can do nothing and we will keep doing whatever we want because our sexualities are none of his business.” 
“Yeah,” says Shane pushing out a slow controlled breath, “Yeah, exactly.” It's not news but it's soothing to hear. “Ok can you let me take the lead?” He risks a look into Rozanovs too-intense, too-blue, eyes to give him a pleading look, “Follow my lead?” 
Rozanov looks a little dazed as he nods his ok. Having survived looking at him head on, Shane turns away before it turns lethal to look at his phone and jumps at the time. 
“Shit, we should go.” 
“Ok,” agrees Rozanov. Neither of them move for a moment but when they do and he shifts away to stand up, Shane realizes that Rozanovs foot had been pressed to his the entire time. 
He's so distracted by the thought that he doesn't realize that Rozanov has paid for all of his green teas as well as his own drink until it's too late. He grumbles about it until they enter the NHL headquarters and he's distracted by his oncoming nervous breakdown. Rozanov sends him wide eyed looks the entire (awkward) elevator ride up, crowded weirdly close as fills with suited men who all look like they're trying very hard to pretend they don't notice the two NHL superstars with them. 
They arrive four minutes early and are invited to sit in some strangely low couches that cannot be made for particularly tall men, a fact immediately obvious when they force Shane’s knees to be uncomfortably high in comparison to the rest of him. Rozanov of course, uses this as an excuse to practically lie down, legs straight out ahead of him. Shane should not have drank all those green teas. He really needs to go to the bathroom. Does he have the time? He glances desperately at Rozanov who is busy scowling out the window. Maybe he's uncomfortable on these couches too. 
Three minutes.
“Bathrooms?” Shane blurts out like an idiot, wrenching himself up to his feet and wombling dangerous for a moment. The secretary points down the hall and he hurries in the direction of her finger without risking a look at Rozanov. 
 
Shane is washing his hands too much. Arguably a rare thing among hockey player unfortunately. He doesn't have time to be wasting like this but he can't stop scrubbing his knuckles and trying to breathe. This will be fine. It has to be. He's Shane fucking Hollander if it isn't fine, he’ll make it fine. Or his mom will at least. 
In the mirror his eyes do not look as confident. 
One minute past.
He comes back into the waiting room just as they're called. Rozanov’s eyes go to his hands, skin red and irritated from his assault in the bathroom, as he stands up but he doesn't say anything. Shane feels very far away from this moment. Still, he allows the barest moment of emotion to be glad for Rozanov’s solid presence behind him as they make their way into Crowell’s office. 
Roger Crowell does not look happy to see either of them. Shane wonders distantly if this is the first time he's meeting any gay people. 
“I'm going to get straight to it,” says Crowell, which is a shame because Shane doesn't think he even realizes how funny that phrase is in this context, he glances at Rozanov and meets his eyes, immediately sure that they're both thinking the same thing. Despite the overwhelming stress of the moment, shane feels that peel back momentarily and has to press his lips together so as not to laugh. “This has been an embarrassing few days for the league - especially from you Rozanov. And Hollander… I expected better from you.” 
Shane doesn't want to laugh anymore. Beside him he can see Rozanov twitching. For a moment he feels guilty but - no. what the fuck? Who does this guy think he is? Their dad? ‘I expected better from you’ - he's not twelve. 
“What, exactly, has been so embarrassing for the league?” Shane asks. He wishes his and Rozanov’s chairs were a little closer together. Maybe the commissioner has such a stick up his ass because of how uncomfortable all his furniture is. 
“I would’ve thought that obvious,” hisses Crowell, eyes narrowing, “But perhaps not, given your recent online behavior. You've put me in a complicated situation, both of you. On one hand, this is inexcusable unprofessional behavior, and on the other, you're two of our biggest stars and the playoffs are about to start.” 
“Inexcusable?” repeats Shane, “I'm sorry, I'm confused. What part of our ‘behavior’ are you talking about?” Crowell snorts.
“Don't pull that fake innocent bullshit act on me, Hollander. You know exactly what - you want to come out as a faggot? Fine. I can't stop you. But publicly flaunting that shit? Making the league look like fools because you want to - to fucking flirt online instead of being loyal to your teams-”
“Woah,” says Rozanov, “I did not know that Boston Bears were my girlfriend. Whole team are my husbands? Did not see when I signed. Is St-Simon having affair with his wife?” Anger has thickened his accent. “This is maybe a little gay.” Crowell goes bright red. 
“You know exactly what I mean,” he spits, “You both know exactly what I fucking mean.”
“Mmmmm,” says Rozanov doubtfully just as Shanes says, 
“I'm not quite following actually -”
This is the final straw for Crowell. He stands up to yell.
“I will not have two of the top captains in my fucking league humiliate me and the rest of the good normal men in this sport by acting like co-conspirators pansy traitor homosexuals online. How can we trust you to play against each other again? Think about that before begging to suck each others dicks? This isn't a pussy’s sport. You are forbidden from speaking to each other ever again. Online or in person. And you're going to post these statements and shut up. Or you're out of my league.” He pushes to pieces of paper at them. 
Shane takes a moment to blink in shock at the sheer volume and hatred in his voice before glancing down at the paper. 
“I don't have my reading glasses with me,” he says, not even pretending to try to read it.
“Ah,” says Rozanov, putting a hand on his shoulder and leaning into his space, “Hollander, my fellow co-conspirator pansy traitor homosexual, do not worry, i will read it to you, it says -” 
“It says,” says Crowell, now an alarming shade of purple, “That you are sorry for your actions and the confusion they have caused but your interactions with Rozanov online have simply been a joke taken too far, that the league has been a supportive place and -”
“I'm not posting that,” says Shane immediately. “Are you joking? The league? A supportive place? You're threatening us right now.” 
“I am not threatening you. It is a clear truth you're both too cock blinded to see - there is no place for this behavior in the league. You can try to sue - as your agent as already threatened Hollander - but no team would want to sign you afterwards. You're done if you keep this up, it won't even need to be my doing. Release these statements, stop posting online and we can all move on and forget about it. You can keep playing.” 
“If we are done anyway,” says Rozanov, “Why have this meeting?” Crowell hesitates only a second.
“I would rather it happen without the total embarrassment of the league. And, despite your perversions, I would prefer not to lose the two most anticipated to play captains in the league if I can help it.” 
“Fuck this,” Shane is suddenly so furious it's the only thing he can think to say. “This sport, this fucking league, was made for us and you fucking know it. You think we don't know what were worth? You get on the ice and we’ll see an actual embarrassment to the league. I'm not fucking listening to this bullshit. You want to contact me again you contact my fucking lawyer.”
“I am offering you the only option that will save both of your careers and the reputation of the league.” Crowell is panting and sweaty and pathetic with rage and talking to air - Shane is already done listening to him, on his feet and to the door he holds open to let Rozanov pass through before him, and slams satisfyingly after them. 
 
He's so angry he doesn't even see the office around them as he storms to the elevator, punching the button to the ground floor with his finger with more aggression than warranted. He's actually out of breath with it as he tears his phone out of his pocket and ends the recording, mindlessly double saving it and sending it to his lawyer, agent and mother. 
“That fucking prick,” he hisses and the hand he runs through his hair is shaking. Rozanov says nothing. Shane turns to him and feels a sudden jolt of guilt. “Wait, shit, sorry I didn't mean to just bulldoze through that, we had a plan, I -” 
“No,” Rozanov shakes his head frantically. He's wearing a strange, almost desperate look on his face and Shane abruptly notices the thick tension of the shared elevator. “Fuck Hollander.  Do not apologize for that, that was … fuck.”
Shane swallows. He's never been so aware of the space between him and another person before.
“That was perfect, ok? You were perfect,” says Rozanov, ducking his face a little to meet Shane’s eyes with his intense clever eyes. “We will deal with whatever happens now, together yes? I have your back, you have mine?” Shane’s not sure how he's still alive with how fast he can feel his heart beating, adrenaline pumping so hard through him, his sight narrowed to the blue in Rozanovs gaze. He nods unsteadily and clenches his hands into fists so hard his palms hurt. 
Just as he's about to say fuck it all and throw himself at Rozanov, just as he's about sure that Rozanov would let him, the elevator jolts to a stop and the doors slide open. Shane’s mouth is open, his chest heaving, his mind impossibly clear. 
“Shane!” 
It hurts to tear his eyes away from Rozanov but as soon as he turns his head away to the lobby, they land on his agent, his lawyer, and his mother. 
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    Chapter End Notes

    THEY MEET AT LAST I was stressed guys I was so stressed like I really let that build up didn't I chapter ten is crazy who wrote it like that wdym they're only meeting now is this a slow burn? should I be tagging this slow burn??? Ilya asked him out chapter one what am I doing
but yeah idk I didn't think they'd do anything too crazy when they met either? especially cause they've got Shit Going Down idk man I was gonna not give them any time alone before the meeting but that felt cruel and also unlikely so they got a little do we think Crowell timed the meeting on purpose not to have to deal with yuna hollander? yes he did. but dw they will be getting more alone time soon...

shanes having a harder time denying what he wants seeing Ilya in person tho god they're just so much fun they're so much fun guys

couples that rage bait together stay together <3 no but fr hollanov are SO fun to write together they're such little shits I love them

I miss bood I miss bood an unreasonable amount ok Im trying to think of how to fit in a bbq literally just cause I miss him


  


      

  












      Chapter 11
  


    Chapter Summary

    I thought I would get this capter done soooo fast and easy and then BAMN ill aghhhhhhh just take me out atp put me down every single time there's a slight change in the weather rim as sick as a dog genuinely all of your comments are the only thing keeping me out of my grave thank you so so so much im so glad were all having fun

ET EN PLUS je narrete pas doublier que je dois passer en rattrapage pour mes examens du premier semestre comme je ne pouvais pas être en France pendant (jetais a un enterrement) les gas c'est grave c'est vraiment grave anyone know how to get semi fluent in german in like two weeks



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Shane
You know you don't have to come with us if you don't want to, right? Don't let my mom bully you into anything.
 
Ilya
relax hollander
she is not bullying me into anything 
i love when beautiful women offer me lunch
 
Shane
Do not hit on my mother. What the fuck, Rozanov.
 
Ilya
stop panicking and stop being so rude
on your phone while your mother is talking 
screenager
 
Shane
I hate you.



Shane feels like he's stuck in some weird dream-verging-on-nightmare. His mother had essentially strong-armed him and Rozanov into a car with her to a Japanese restaurant with a private backroom to have lunch upon seeing them. Somehow, for some reason, Scott Hunter is also here with his boyfriend. Him, his mom, his lawyer (Christina), Farah, Scott Hunter and his boyfriend, and Rozanov at a table. Like the start of a bad joke or a weird weird fever dream. Is he high? Did Crowell somehow spike them?
Rozanov, of course, looks delighted by this turn of events. His mother keeps sending him knowing and pointed looks between the two of them so Shane is mounting a very valiant effort to avoid her. Because Yuna Hollander is not a force to be played with, this has been mostly unsuccessful. 
He finds himself entirely surrounded, sitting at a round table between Hunter and Rozanov, Kip on Hunter's other side, his mother on Rozanov's right, with Christina and Farah beside her. He hides uselessly behind Rozanov's bulky frame and his menu until it's taken from him by the server. 
Hunter had apparently reached out to his mom after speaking with Shane about the possibility of a queer players union or something and had as such been invited to this meeting that Shane himself was not aware of. He's very enthusiastically chattering to Christina about anti-discrimination litigation while Kip hums in agreement. 
Shane plays the recording of their meeting with the commissioner as they wait for their food to arrive, wincing at the sound of his own voice and the fury he can feel radiating from his mom. Rozanov even shuffles slightly away from her, a mix of respect and real fear on his face, sending his shoulder into Shane’s. He very carefully doesn't move away, doesn't move at all. 
“I am offering you the only option that will save both of your careers and the reputation of the league,” rings out between them to a brief stunned silence, the faces of everyone who hadn't been there to hear it in person drawn and tense. 
“Well,” says Yuna, and Shane thinks Rozanov was probably right to move away from her reach. She is, Shane is pretty sure, actually vibrating with rage. “I'm very sorry you had to go through that. Both of you.” The group murmurs in agreement and Rozanov looks surprised. Shane taps his foot against his and gets a tap in return. 
“In a way,” sighs Christina, “This is good? I mean it's pretty solid evidence of discrimination. He called you both slurs and other discriminatory language that's pretty hard to discredit on tape…”
“I am sorry,” says Rozanov suddenly, guiltily, “I did uh rile him? I know you said to Hollander to not -” 
“Oh, no sweetie,” says Yuna immediately, before Shane can, “You did great. No one would expect you to just sit there and take that, I’m impressed neither of you said anything worse honestly. Really.” She pats him gently on the arm and Rozanov looks so stunned it's almost comical. Eyes very round and an unexpectedly delicate flush starting on his cheeks and - adorably - his ears. 
“Plus I started it anyways,” Shane adds miserably, “And I did say you should follow my lead.”
Rozanov shoots him a grateful look. Unfortunately, speaking up also brings him back under his mothers attention, who sends him a look of her own. Shane ignores it. He has a normal, chill relationship with Rozanov and normal, chill reactions to him. His mom has no idea about whatever she's trying to mentally convey.
“Ah yes, all your fault then, Hollander, what were you thinking?” That bastard. Shane is stupidly charmed by him. So is his mom apparently because she laughs and the hovering tension of her fury over the table lessens slightly. 
Their food arrives and Shane uses it as an excuse to avoid speaking again, finding himself actually hungry after he hadn't quite managed to eat a full breakfast from nerves this morning. Beside him, Rozanov is inhaling an obscene amount of food so he doesn't feel too bad about doing similarly. He's pretty sure they could eat all the food off his mothers plate without her noticing anyway as she launches into her battle plan. 
“I think it's about being prepared,” she says as Rozanov literally dances for joy upon his first bite of chicken. “He’s thrown around a lot of threats but he’s yet to actually do anything. Now of course, honey, I don't want you to think we won't be doing anything about the threats and blatant homophonic discrimination because -” She huffs out a slight laugh that Shane knows means that someone’s, most likely Crowell himself, head will be rolling. He groans a little.
“I don't know if -”
“Rozanov,” she bulldozes through him, “What has your lawyer told you? Your agent? Do you have a plan?” Rozanov chews hastily to swallow and answer. Suck up. 
“Ah - not much, no plan I do not think. Just said not to say too much to the commissioner.”
Yuna’s lips thin and she hums thoughtfully. 
“Well. I think we should coordinate - could we have their numbers, maybe? And -”
“Yes of course,” Rozanov is already pulling his phone out and unlocking it with a charming grin. 
“Oh, perfect. And Hunter -”
“Scott, please.”
“Yes, and me, Ilya. Please. ”
“Oh! Oh alright, of course, well then, Scott -” 
Shane is pretty sure that Hunter has been waiting his entire life for someone to ask him his legal plan of action. He lights up with ideas. The conversation escapes Shane from there. Yuna, Farah, Hunter and Christina get into a healthy debate / planning mode on their next steps, that Kip and Rozanov occasionally chime into, Kip with suggestions of queer organisations they might be able to work with and Ilya seemingly purely to compliment and agree with Yuna. Shane eats his food. 
Both he and Rozanov finish a long while before anyone else seems to even remember that there's food on the table, which somehow starts a secret rock paper scissors fight under the table that Rozanov fucking cheats at by pulling a fucking gun which is not in the rules, it's called rock paper scissors for fucks sake, and Shane gets so mad he can't look at him. He endures the next ten minutes of Rozanov poking him in an effort to get a reaction by pretending to pay very close attention to the conversation around them. He doesn't move their knees apart though. 
Eventually the rest of the group settles down to actually eat, although Shane can tell that his mom is doing everything in her to restrain herself from calling Rozanov and Hunters teams immediately. Between every bite, she stops to say something to them. Half of the time, she doesn't even seem to be looking for answers.
“Continue posting online, Ilya, it's good to have visibility, as much as possible. Shows that we can't be backed into a corner too.”
“Oh, Shane, I think we should push your Reebok campaign sooner. Show first hand the money brands bring in by being on our side.”
“Shane, Ilya, what would you think of - well, we'd have to get someone on board but I think if we asked surely they couldn't refuse… - some sort of joint campaign?”
“Shane, I'm sorry, but we’re going to have to have some sort of in person meeting with Montreal - best not tell them what the commissioner said though, god knows what…”
“Ilya, Boston seems supportive, no? How well do you know the owners?”
“Oh,” says Rozanov, looking slightly overwhelmed by the aggressive worrying Yuna is doing at him, “A little? Not very well - I think, well my coach and teammates and media have all been very supportive, yes? But upper management… I do not know that they are so happy.” That makes Yuna hum thoughtfully.
“Well, I'm glad your coach and team is behind you, that's great. Honestly I think… with how public their support has been, Boston might feel backed into a corner about it. Not the best case of things really, but they have to follow through with it now or face a lot of backlash… wouldn't look good to do a 180 against their entire staff.  I think it would be worthwhile to talk to them - but you should talk about that with your team, of course.” Rozanov nods along. 
“Have you come out to your team at all?” She turns on Hunter who hesitates.
“A couple of teammates, but no one in management.” 
Yuna nods, her tone is gentle when she adds, “You might want to if you want to be entangled in all this, but no pressure at all. We can always go the concerned ally angle, whatever keeps you safe and happy.” 
To Shane's shock and horror, Hunter looks slightly teary eyed as he nods. 
“I was thinking about it anyway,” he says, “After… after the playoffs.”
“You were going to say after you win the cup,” singsongs Rozanov, like a child telling on a classmate. 
“No!” Hunter is not a good liar, even Shane can tell. He goes bright red. Yuna lets out an amused huff. 
“It's your year,” she says confidently and Shane groans. That's it then, New York will be winning. Fucks sake. “Would make a lovely statement. Regardless, whenever you want - though I would definitely say that in that case you should be making sure you can get as much support behind you as possible.” Hunter nods along, cheeks still red. He looks pleased by Yuna’s belief in his team. Shane scowls at the table and tries not to sulk about it. He knows there's no way Montreal win the cup with how they're playing right now but still. That's his mom. 
“Ms Hollander,” says Rozanov with fake betrayal laced through his words and the dramatic hand he brings to his heart. “You dare say that New York will beat your new favourite hockey player’s team in front of him?” 
“I'm her favourite player,” hisses Shane.
“Ah, no.”
“Yes, Rozanov, what the hell? I'm her son.” 
“Boys,” says Yuna, but she sounds amused. 
“You do not know how to tell him?” says Rozanov, “Of course, I am sorry - we can pretend, yes of course, Hollander, -” he puts on a fake gentle voice, like he's talking to a young child, “- you’ll always be your mommy's favourite player.” And then, he winks at Shane's mom. In front of him. And she laughs. 
“What -” Shane splutters, “As if you would be her favourite player anyway. Mom’s standards are higher than only one cup.”
“Ah well, maybe if you had been drafted first you would understand-”
“Sorry I can't hear you over my Caldor -”
“Okay,” says Yuna firmly, still laughing slightly and Shane realises the entire table is watching them with raised eyebrows. Scott looks like someone hit him over the head. “No need to fight over me, right now Scott is my favourite player.”
“I'm your only child!”
She just laughs and their server comes to clear the table. 
“Deserts?” she offers and Yuna waves her off.
“No I don't think so, unless…?” She's met with only shaking heads and the server takes off with their plates. 
“I need to go to the bathroom,” Rozanov says, “Will be right back.”
“Right,” sighs Yuna, patting Shane's cheek now that there isn't a massive hockey player between them, “We better be heading, I suppose. I'll wait to call Rozanov’s team until we're back at the hotel… your flight isn't until the evening, isn't it.” Shane hums in affirmative, knowing she has his entire schedule memorized. “Maybe it was a little dramatic for us all to have come down like this but honestly I'm glad to see you.”
“Me too,” he admits because it has been reassuring to see her after that horror show of a meeting. 
“We’ll get to working on something more concrete once we've spoken with Scott and Ilya's teams,” she promises softly, knowing the structure of a plan will calm him down. “We already have most of what we want to say to Cowell's team ready - we’ve been preparing pretty thoroughly since you decided to come out, as you well know.” Shane nods. “For now, you just keep doing what you've been doing. No randomly dropping that recording, ok? If we need to we send it to a newspaper for them to report on. And believe me, I want Crowell to pay for it but we do it the smart way, yes? The keeping your career way?”
“Yes Mom,” he says and she sighs softly and pulls him into an awkward hug across the chair between them that he allows despite the embarrassment of knowing that Scott fucking Hunter is watching it happen. 
“You are my favourite player, honey, ok? Always.”
He nods, hiding his face in her shoulder and swallowing thickly, feeling himself relax finally in a way he hadn't since Crowell had first started speaking. 
“Although, you know, Ilya really is a lovely young man -”
“Ok,” he says, pulling away. Enough. She chuckles softly and shakes her head at him a little. He feels himself start to blush.
“Ah! You're back, brilliant. I think we’ll all be on our way then, yes? Let me go grab the check,” she says, standing up as Rozanov returns.
“Ah, no,” he says looking… bashful, “I already took care of it, no need.”
“What?! Oh that's very generous of you, thank you, Ilya.” She turns to give Shane a very obvious, very pointed, very unsubtle look while Rozanov is still looking straight at her. Shane is very ready for any kind of natural disaster to strike him, right now. She fusses over the other man, who looks far too pleased, until they're all outside the restaurant and Farah is calling down a cab. 
“It was lovely to meet you again, thank you for invited me along,” says Hunter formally and Kip repeats the formalities with him as they both quickly shake everyone's hands before leaving the group, heads bent together in a way that makes Shane want to tell them that Hunter is not doing a good job at staying in the closet until the end of the playoffs. 
“When do you leave for Boston, Ilya?" Yuna asks intently and Rozanov looks surprised.
“Uhhhh, I do not need to go until evening…” he says tentatively, like he's worried he's getting it wrong, “Will stay and stretch my legs a bit before getting back in the car I think.” Yuna beams.
“Well perfect! Shane needs someone to hang out with until his flight, since we’ll be busy calling your team and all that boring stuff, doesn't he, Shane?" 
Oh god, this is the most embarrassing thing to ever happen to Shane in his entire life. This is it, just kill him, just take him out right now, he cannot believe she is doing this to him like he is still eight years old and bad at making friends. He can't look Rozanov in the eyes right now, no way. He's sure he's bright awful glowing red.
“God, Mom,” he moans.
“What? Don't you?” 
Farah has secured a taxi and her and Christina are climbing in right now. Shane looks longingly towards a possible escape. Beside him, he can hear Rozanov sniggering. 
“I will look after your second favourite player, Yuna, do not worry,” he says solemnly and Shane can't help but shoot him a glare.
“Oh, is Hayden here?”
“Hayden? Who is Hayden? You think you are only your mothers third favourite? Very sad Hollander -” Shane hits him and they engage in a brief scuffle until Yuna very loudly clears her throat. There is a hilariously boyish, caught expression on Rozanov's face and a deeply unimpressed one on his mom’s. Shane sighs. There's no escaping this and he doesn't even want to. Also Farah’s taxi is getting some angry beeps from other drivers as they wait for Yuna. 
“Yeah, yeah, since Rozanov wants to so much, we can hang out, I guess.” 
“Sure honey,” she says, amused. “Ok, well have a good time, both of you. Don't forget you have to come back to the hotel and grab your things before the airport - come say bye to me, yeah?”
“Of course, Mom.”
She nods satisfied, pats his arm and hurries over to the taxi which takes off the second the car door closes. Shane takes a deep breath and turns to Rozanov.
“Well, what do you want to do now?” 
 
@tmz TMZ
Close source reports "Commissioner Crowell was not ‘prepared’ for outpour of support following hockey stars Hollander and Rozanov coming out…” 
 
@ icemenace Ro
The commissioner being surprised that people support roz and hollzy because he's such a homophobic piece of shit he can't imagine it… cough IF youre surprised
 
@ tsn TSN
Sources close to the league reported shouting and loud arguments coming from the commissioners office this morning followed by very upset Hollander leaving the premises in a rush…
 
@ espn ESPN
Commissioner Crowell apparently very unhappy after meeting with two hockey superstars Shane Hollander and Ilya Rozanov following their historic coming out…
   @ goodolhockey John - I wouldn't be happy having to meet those fags either
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
All these news outlets reporting hollzy and roz coming out like they came out together really makes me laugh like if you werent following the situation you would really think they were together 
   @ firstnamehollanov hollanovs eldest child - This would objectively been the funniest way ever to come out as a couple
     @ droolingover24 Tic - Just aggressive flirting on main wait why do i see it 
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
So crowell really made shane and ilya come to nyc just to have a meeting about them coming out??? Oh that's not good… 
 
@ TheIceHockeyPodcast Tom n Tim
What do we think about the hollander and rozanov benching rumours and how it affects the chances of which teams make it to the playoffs in just a couple of weeks… come listen! 
 
@ metrosbrothersss 
BENCHING RUMOURS???
   @ montrealshane Maddie - That's got to be illegal right??? To bench them for their sexualities??? Like???? 
 
@ bosdaddyton81 Flo
If either of those men get benched i need them to sue the SHIT out of the league
    @ shaneybugbug Libby - Oh trust yuna hollander is already on hit
      @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou - Adopt me yuna hollander adopt me pick me chose me 
         @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou - HELP ROZ LIKED???????
 
@ 81hotdotdot eat me roz
WAHT DO YOU MEAN ILYA ROZANOV LIKED A TWEET ABOUT BEING ADOPTED BY YUNA HOLLANDER WHAT DO YOU MEAN WHAT -
 
@ icemenace Ro
Roz finally back online save us queen
   @ newtopuck alistor - I think you mean king
     @ icemenace Ro - I said what i said 
 
@ nhlfollowtracker NHL Follow Tracker
@RealIlyaRozanov (Ilya Rozanov) has started following 1 
Following @ yunahollander24 (Yuna Hollander)
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
Very beautiful very scary women tell me i should keep posting online because i am their new favourite hockey player ever 
   @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - (do not tell hollander i said this we do not know how to tell him he is second in this also)
 
@ bosdaddyton81 Flo
Yk i'm starting to believe this whole rivalry business is just roz and hollzy flirting
   @ bosdaddyton81 Flo - Yk i should’ve expected rozanov to like this i don't know why i'm surprised that's on me really
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
Most of the questions you are asking i cannot answer because i do not want to upset my future mother in law you understand 
   @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - Also i do not want to talk about ugly old homophobic men this is shane hollanders internet we have better things to talk about 
 
@ shaneybugbug Libby
Rozanov going from saying shane is his moms second favourite player (presumably after him) to calling it ‘shane hollanders internet’ in under two minutes? It's more likely than you think… 
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
While knowing that yuna hollander is on the case is always reassuring - i'm sure were all terrified of her / in awe / in love - we need to be making noise! Now!!! Do not let the league think they get away with this!!!
 
@ metr0fan0024 philip
Genuinely why would i watch hockey if hollander and rozanov aren't there?
   @ gayandicehockey Aidan - Fr the only reasons worth watching atp they're just leagues above everyone else
 
@ firstnamehollanov hollanovs eldest child
WHAT reason could they have to bench hollander or rozanov??? They can hardly just say it's cause they're queer
   @ antiicewoke miranda - Because they're betraying they're teams maybe???
 
@cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow 
On one hand this has been the most peaceful practice we've had since signing roz on the other hand… i miss you man stop flirting with the hollanders and come home 
   @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - Only one hollander for me marly
     @cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow - Romantic dude but no shame ms hollzy is hot 
        @ ryancarmichaeloffficial R. Carmichael - Guys i'm so scared of hollander please stop talking about his mom
 
@ russianbear clove
Carmichael is scared of hollander? Question @ ryancarmichaeloffficial  are you just scared of gay people
    @ ryancarmichaeloffficial R. Carmichael - I mean… the ones i know are all scary have you seen hollzys face during a match???
 
@ 81hotdotdot eat me roz
Carmichaels tweet made me go look up close up of hollzys face on ice and oh! I'm wet but like i can't tell if it's cause i'm sweating with fear or… 
    @ droolingover24 Tic - The past few days have been truly weird but i think what's really making it hit is roz fans finally seeing hollzy properly 
 
@ montrealshane Maddie 
If they bench hollanov i'm starting a riot montreal is always down i know they got me 
 
@24is1formyheart shay
Nhl is cancelled wrap it up lets just all go to boods bbq
    @24is1formyheart shay - LEMME IN BOOD LEMME IN PLEASE I'LL BE COOL PROMISE 
 
@montrealmetros Montreal Metros 
We are aware of rumours surrounding the NHL Commissioner and our captain, we trust in the commissioner and the league and will follow whatever they believe to be necessary to maintain the dignity and fairness of the game. Captain Hollander will continue to play until any official statement is released. 
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
6. Your bravery





  
    Chapter End Notes

    teeheeeeee Ilya is DESPERATE to win over the in-laws and boy does he him and Scott competing to be adopted by Yuna hollander and she's already signing the papers no convincing needed

sooooooo hollanov nyc date coming up.... what exactly does one do in the big apple I do not live there are we excited im excited

unfortunately I have exams coming up and also a friend AND my baby brother (he's 16) coming to stay with me next week so next chapter might take a while! particularly cruel on that cliffhanger im aware


  


      

  












      Chapter 12
  


    Chapter Summary

    thank you all for being so patient with me! I am finally done all exams and the heat wave is AT LAST starting to cool down which is good because it essentially rendered me useless

genuinely got through this chapter thanks to all of your comments I did in fact over think it far too much I need to just post it or I will go insane



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  It is still early afternoon when his mother abandons him. Early enough that, although his flight is at 8, meaning that he has to be at the airport at 6, meaning that he needs to go back to his hotel at 5 to collect his things, he still has almost four hours of complete, uninterrupted, free, one on one time with Ilya Rozanov. Shane may be having a stroke. 
What is he supposed to do now? Oh god, what are they going to do? Just him and Ilya Rozanov out and about in New York City. Alone. Together. 
Shane barely knows where they are, let alone fun, normal things to do in New York. For four hours. For four hours. He knows that the commissioner’s office was in Chelsea, had woken up in the middle of the night with a bolt of fear that he will go to the wrong place and has, as such, obsessively checked its location on maps. He's also fairly sure that his mom has brought them a short taxi ride up from Chelsea to Hell's Kitchen for lunch but if he's honest he could not tell you the location of a single other thing in New York in regards to them. He's not spent much time in the city bar matches and one or two sponsorship photoshoots. 
Beside him, Rozanov also looks at a loss. He takes a lighter out of his pocket and Shane eyes it wearily as he clicks it causing Rozanov's face to fade quickly into his usual smug smirk that brings back the emotions of the whole ‘gun to a rock paper scissors’ fight. 
“Well. Hollander.” Shane thinks he might be deepening his accent on purpose. “Do you want to go back to my hotel now?” Shane frowns. 
“You got a hotel room? For what? Are you not going back to Boston this evening? What about your match against -”
“No, no,” interrupts Rozanov quickly, an almost sheepish hand rubbing behind his neck, “I will drive home tonight. Of course. I meant - was a joke.” 
“If you need to go back now to rest or practice,” says Shane worriedly, “You don't need to hang out with me you know?” 
“Do you think I would let down Yuna like this?” asks Rozanov with an offended expression. “This is why you are no longer favorite son, Hollander.” He clicks his tongue disapprovingly and Shane rolls his eyes so hard it almost hurts. 
“Shut up. Whatever - your loss.” 
“No, my win. Fun New York da- um - day out, then I crush Toronto.” 
“Be embarrassing if you don't crush them,” Shane grumbles. “Kent is a fucking asshole. And their defense has been crumbling recently - that goalie they've called up from the AHL needs to be told he's supposed to be fucking stopping the puck.”
Rozanov laughs but he looks fond as he nods in agreement. 
“So,” he says, “New York City.” Shane has never heard someone with a Russian accent attempt a New York one but it has an interesting outcome. “What do you like to do in the city?”
Every single thing, every time he’s explored or spent time as a tourist in the city vanishes from Shane’s mind.
“Uh,” he says ineloquently. “Nothing?” He winces at his own questioning tone. “I mean nothing like, super interesting, I guess, I don't know like - well, just just normal tourist things I guess. There's some good book shops,” he adds without thinking. 
“Book shops?” 
“Yes,” he says defensively, used to the chirps from the guys for his pastimes. 
“What do you like to read?” asks Rozanov. He doesn't look mean about it, just curious. Shane is so aware that they are both still standing awkwardly on the footpath beside the restaurant.
“Hockey books mostly,” he admits and Rozanov tosses his head back exposing his neck as he laughs. “They’re useful! And interesting! Reading keeps your brain sharp to play!” 
“Hockey books,” repeats Rozanov, clearly delighted, “Like what? Do you mean those naughty romance ones?” Romance ones? Shane has a vague idea he means the ones Jackie loves to read while drinking wine with her book club. The ones with terrible ice hockey inaccuracies that make him annoyed every time she explains the plot to him.
‘No. Like autobiographies  -”
“Preparing for your own?”
“ - and histories of the game -” 
“Ah, Scott Hunter biographies, yes?”
“ -and game and analysis ones,” Shane finishes flustered. Rozanov's mouth is twitching in amusement, his blue gaze entirely too focused on Shane’s face. Shane who is definitely bright red and very focused on not meeting his eyes. 
“OK,” says Rozanov, “So we go to a bookstore?” He fumbles briefly with his phone, a focused furrow in his forehead, biting his lips. Grown men, Shane reminds himself firmly, are not adorable. That is a word reserved for babies and dogs. “We're not too far from the Strand - very famous, yes? Good for you?” He looks almost … nervous and Shane thinks his accent has maybe thickened again. 
“You read?” he asks and Rozanov shrugs.
“We can go to Central Park afterwards. There are a lot of dogs.” Leashed dogs, Shane hopes. 
“OK,” he agrees because he doesn't have any other ideas and there's nothing worse than trying to awkwardly figure out what to do with someone. They need to leave this footpath before the restaurant accuses them of loitering or something. Rozanov gives a decisive nod and starts to walk. 
“This way,” he says confidently and Shane startles after him. 
“Are you sure? I can look-”
“No need,” Rozanov brushes him off, “Central park is north - northwest, the Strand more north so - this way.” Shane cannot tell if he's bluffing. 
“And you can just tell where north is? Without a compass?”
“Yes,” says Rozanov with an imperious look in his direction.
“Really?” says Shane skeptically, “How?” 
“You love questions, don't you Hollander?” grins Rozanov, but he answers anyway and Shane tries not to wince. “I just can. Sun is that way, so north is that way, right?” He gestures easily with the same slightly overdramatic but easy way he always seems to move his limbs.
“Right,” says Shane slowly, still unsure. To his eternal dismay he has a terrible sense of direction and absolutely no idea where north is. Maps is Shane’s most beloved app. 
“You will see,” says Rozanov confidently, “And if not - well you get to say I told you so, yes?” 
“Yeah,” Shane agrees reluctantly. Rozanov turns down the street and he follows. 
They walk for a little in silence, Shane twitching though Rozanov looks unbothered despite the small looks he keeps shooting Shane. 
“So do you read, you didn't really answer?” asks Shane after a long moment of scrambling internally over conversation topics.
Rozanov chews on his answer for a moment, his jaw tensing slightly. He looks away from Shane when he admits, “I do not like to read in English so much. I am not as comfortable as in Russian but - some Russian books sometimes, I suppose. Mostly I scroll on my phone instead or watch movies, lazy you know. Not everyone is perfect and smart like you are Hollander.” Shane frowns. 
“You can tell where north is,” he points out, “I don't know why you pretend you're less intelligent than you are - if it's a hockey strategy,” he adds suspiciously, “I'm not stupid. You're a very analytical player, you can't pretend otherwise. You're not going to convince me you play lazily, Rozanov. It's too late now.” 
Rozanov looks stunned and Shane smiles, pleased with himself for seeing through the other man's act. Hopefully Rozanov will stop trying to gain an edge by making Shane think he's stupid or something now. Has that really worked on anyone else before?
They walk the rest of the way in an easy quiet, broken by remarks about the people they see or the shops they pass. They have a brief but intense debate about Pokémon Go when they see someone playing. Rozanov is very sure he can get Shane to play too. Shane is very convinced the game is a stupid death trap designed to make you walk into traffic instead of look where you're going. It's surprisingly … comfortable, natural almost to be walking down the street with Ilya Rozanov, chatting like they've been friends for years.
 
 
Half to his disappointment - it would've been hilarious if after all that confidence, Rozanov had gotten them lost - half to his relief - Shane hates being lost - they make it to the bookstore without Rozanov having to check maps at all. 
Shane’s never actually been to the Strand, despite having liked to. Going to bookstores is rarely a hockey player's priority in a new city and even Hayden, who tolerates going into one if they pass it, puts his foot down against going to one on purpose as part of sight seeing, insisting on dragging Shane to ‘fun’ activities instead. He's surprised Rozanov doesn't feel similarly.  
“This is the newer one,” says the other man, beside him as they go in, “The original is further away - down south.” He tacks on the last part with a smirk but he looks nervous again, eyes searching Shane's face quickly, his mouth twisting. Shane shrugs in response.
“It's got books.”
That brings a slow smile to Rozanov's face as he nods in agreement. “It's got books.” 
It's a nice bookstore if not anything particularly worth its fame, although Shane supposes that's probably reserved for the original location. He lets himself wander through, running his fingers over the piles of pretty notebooks for sale and absentmindedly pulling books out at random to read their blurbs, letting himself be pulled into small conversations by Rozanov about whatever book he's looking at. It's surprisingly peaceful until Rozanov gets bored and visibly restless. Shane has only a few more minutes of calmly browsing while he wanders off till he's back. 
“Ahem,” says Rozanov obnoxiously, although he does keep in mind to pitch his voice quietly among the soft murmur of shoppers. He has a book open in his hands, a finger tracing the sentences he plans to read. Shane is not prepared for his chosen reading material in the slightest. 
It's sex.
Rozanov is reading very explicitly written gay sex to him in the middle of a bookshop on a Sunday afternoon. And he's, like, murmuring it in a, like, seductive voice. 
“- circles his finger around finn’s hole ripping an involuntary whimper from his throat. -”
Oh god. This is porn, right? This counts as porn??? Ilya Rozanov is narrating porn to him. Shane looks around frantically. This - is this - is this divine torture? Is he on a tv show and Rozanov is about to pull out a secret camera and show the world how his blush has spread all the way to the back of his neck? He's still reading.
“‘Please,’ Finn begs, ‘Please.’ ‘Patience,’ growls Dane, but his voice is low and wrecked, not much better than Finns, and he's not exactly gentle when he -” 
Growls??? What even is this book about??? Shane is going to explode and die in this bookstore and forever be known as a terrorist instead of an ice-hockey legend because no one will believe that it was from the sheer power of Ilya Rozanovs voice reading porn in the middle of the day. 
Ilya Rozanov says the word cock and in a fit of desperation Shane slams both his hands over the text Rozanov is reading.
“Jesus! What the fuck Rozanov?” 
“You did not like?” Shane is genuinely speechless. He's going crazy, no he must've already gone - maybe this isn't real. Maybe he did have a stroke earlier, and he's dead or in a coma or something. All he can do is splutter as Rozanov laughs. “You have heard of sex before, yes? When two men love each other -” 
“Oh my god, stop,” Shane puts his hands over his ears frantically, feeling hotter than he's ever felt - can you have a stroke from embarrassment? Is his fate to just die in this bookstore? “Lalalalalalalala.” 
Rozanov's eyes go wide and his mouth drops comically even as he laughs at Shane's childish display and tries to keep talking only causing Shane to press his ears harder, shaking his head. 
“I can't hear you,” he singsongs over whatever Rozanov is saying and the other man honest to god pouts which is insane and should be illegal because Shane's poor heart cannot beat any faster than it is currently going so he screws his eyes shut as tightly as he can. He will not be bullied into listening to a dramatic reading of gay porn. 
What follows is an undignified jostling scuffle as Rozanov tries to get him to remove his hands from his ears and Shane tries to knee him in the dick. This proves to be difficult while clutching onto his ears and with his eyes closed but he's determined. It ends abruptly with the sound of someone loudly clearing their throat.
An employee watches them from the end of the aisle, a deeply unimpressed look on their face. Fuck. Shane drops his hands immediately and scrambles to appear like a normal upstanding citizen who knows how to behave in bookshops. Beside him Rozanov coughs, hiding the book he'd been reading behind his back as Shane stumbles through as many apologies as he can get out in a single breath. 
“No fighting in the store,” says the employee in a bored tone. 
“Yes, of course, sorry, sorry,” says Shane quickly, “Won't happen again. I promise. Sorry.” 
They let them go with a warning look and Shane speedwalks in the opposite direction hissing, “I hate you so much,” to Rozanov, who of course just looks amused. He decides to just ignore the other man and find the sports section, which he does pleasantly easily and with a bored huff Rozanov goes to return the porn book he'd been reading, leaving Shane to browse through their hockey selection. To his delight, he finds a book he's actually been trying to find and he also decides to take a book on the history of Russian players within the NHL called ‘The Game That Saved the NHL’ for no particular reason. 
Rozanov wanders back with an apologetic look on his face as Shane is reading the blurb. 
“I am sorry,” he says and Shane's head snaps up from the book in shock, "I did not mean to make you uncomfortable. With um with the reading.” He shrugs jerkily with one shoulder. “Was not thinking.” The heat he'd finally felt cooling off his face creeps right back into Shane's cheeks at the mention. For his own safety he can't think of that ever again, not the way Rozanov's voice - no. None of it. Not even his finger tracing the page like - no. 
“You're an asshole,” Shane informs him and Rozanov winces, “But it's fine. It was -” the hottest most confusing experience of my entire life “- funny.” When Rozanov's eyebrows raise incredulously he hurries to add, “What does ‘growls’ even mean in that context?”
For a moment they are just staring at each other and then Shane is laughing harder than he ever has in his entire life, Rozanov with him. He tries to hide it with his hand but his shoulders are shaking, Rozanov has no such reservations, bent over in half with the force of his laughter. Every time they meet each other's eyes they start giggling again. Shane could not at gunpoint explain why. 
Finally, when his stomach hurts with the force of it, they manage to get ahold of themselves. Shane grins down at Rozanov's shoes and shakes his head back into himself.
“You ready to go?” He doesn't think a restless Rozanov is a good idea for much longer in this poor bookstore. Rozanov nods with a smile and Shane leads the way to go pay for his two books. 
As they make their way over, Rozanov makes grabby hands at the books in his hands.
“Show me.” Shane hands over the first one with an eager explanation.
“It's about the economics of hockey and the way money is handled in the game. Sponsors and advertisements and owners and all that. My dad said it's supposed to be really good.”
“Hmmm,” says Rozanov, “And the other one?” Shane hands it over too. 
“NHL and Russian players towards the end of the cold war,” he says. “I mean. It's about the miracle on ice but what happened afterwards too, for the Russians. I know Russians weren't allowed to play in the NHL but I want to learn more.” Rozanov clicks his tongue and sends him a cheeky look.
“Trying to get rid of me? You will still be only second best hockey player in the world if Russians are kicked out of the NHL again,” he says teasingly, “Plus - what will Yuna do without her favourite hockey player?” and Shane rolls his eyes as they join the clue to pay, only two people ahead of them. Rozanov grabs one of the pretty notebooks Shane had been eyeing earlier. 
“You wish dude.” 
Rozanov just smirks. He's still holding both of Shane's books and the notebook, turning them over to glance at the blurb which Shane doesn't register as weird until they get to the register and Rozanov shoves him out of the way, putting the books down and grabbing a pen. 
“Two of those t-shirts too,” he says, pointing to one of the ‘Strand Bookshop’ t-shirts behind the register, “Size large for both. And a canvas bag.” Shane frowns a little confused as the girl rings the items up. He realizes what is happening a little too late.
“Hey - wait, Rozanov. I can pay for my own books -” But Rozanov puts his arm across him to hold him back and leans in to keep him away as he pays. “What the fuck?”
“I think you mean thank you very much Ilya Rozanov you are the best and my favourite hockey player ever, so very generous of you,” says Rozanov, grabbing the bag and waving away the receipt the girl offers him, turning to walk away.
“Did you just refer to yourself in first and last name?” asks Shane, honestly baffled as he hurries after him and then much more reluctantly, when Rozanov holds the door open for him with a smug look, “Thank you.” They walk out onto the street and he turns to the other man, “At least let me carry the bag.”
“No.” 
Shane doesn't think he's seen Rozanov this smug even after scoring a goal. Ridiculously pleased with himself, bag slung over his shoulder, an impossible look on his face. Shane doesn't want to be caught playfighting in public again today so he grits his teeth and turns his head away.
“Fine.”
“Fine?”
“Thank you, Rozanov," he says dully.
“Good-” Rozanov cuts himself off and Shane glances back at him but the smug expression is intact. “To Central Park?”
 
 
It's only a ten minute walk to Central Park, spent mostly bickering about Rozanov's insistence at paying and carrying the bag and when they make it to the park Shane realizes that his earlier casual statement of ‘there are a lot of dogs’ in regards to the park was, in fact, not so casual. Rozanov loves dogs. More than any person Shane has ever met. And, endearingly, they love him back.
He stops at every dog they meet, cooing before they even reach them before falling to his knees with a warm - “Who’s a good dog? Who’s the cutest doggy ever - yes! You are!” - as he showers them with pets and affection, leaving Shane to awkwardly interact with their amused owners. Rozanov does not discriminate between breeds, sizes or even temperaments of dogs, equally delighted by them all, including a dog that growls the moment it sees them but succumbs so quickly to Rozanov's charm, allowing him to scratch behind her ears, that her owner is left baffled at the sight. 
“That's never happened before - she's a rescue, not dangerous at all, just nervous,” she tells Shane, “I've never seen her be so friendly with someone.” At their feet, Rozanov, having convinced the dog to roll onto her back to give her belly rubs, gasps.
“A rescue - poor poor girl, hmm? But you're so good, aren't you? Just a little scared of silly humans? Such a brave girl.” 
“Your boyfriend is so good with dogs - does he work at a shelter?” her owner asks Shane with a small chuckle as Rozanov is immediately once more distracted by the dog licking his hand (ew) and Shane feels his eyes go wide and every cell in his body stiffen. 
“My - my what? I mean, we’re not - uh, we’re not -”
“Oh sorry,” she says easily, “My bad, didn't mean to insinuate anything.” Shane shakes his head undoubtedly too much. His heart is going so fast he feels sick. He doesn't think she's recognised them. This is fine. It's a fine, normal interaction, nothing bad is happening, his body does not need to react like he's being hunted for sport. 
“No it's uh, it's fine - just um, yeah. Uh, I don't think he works at a shelter, no,” he tries to save, tries to be chill and normal, knowing his face is bright red and still panicked-looking. The lady gives him a kind smile and a nod and they soon move on, much to his relief. 
“Do you have a dog?” he asks Rozanov and when the other man shakes his head with a regretful pout, “Why not?” 
“Not fair to the dog,” says Rozanov with a sigh, “I am gone too much - on the road half the year and then, the summers, Russia - I would not bring a dog there. Although I suppose I will not be going back to Russia anymore.” 
“You won't?” says Shane, surprised. Rozanov has always given him the impression of still loving his home country, despite no longer living there, a fierce national pride and attachment to many of the country’s traditions always clear. 
“Ah, no,” replies Rozanov, a sad tilt to his mouth, the happy looseness of petting dogs gone. “It is not a very, um, accepting place. Not so good to be queer, dangerous for me if I go back.”
“Dangerous?” repeats Shane horrified, he knew Russia wasn't particularly accepting of gay people but for it to be dangerous for rich, tall, buff Rozanov…
“There is a new law,” says Rozanov, grief settling into his features, “Against ‘promoting’ queerness, yes? So because I am public figure - they will see it, do see it, as um as a betrayal, against the law. I go back and I will be arrested.” 
“But,” Shane tries to imagine someone seeing Rozanov's bravery, his unapologetic authenticity, as something to feel betrayed about, something to ban, make illegal, and runs into a mental wall, “What about your family?” 
“My brother is police,” says Rozanov with a shrug, his eyes going distant, “I have no one else.” But that's - that's so unfair. 
“We can,” says Shane wildly, “We can go back to the commissioner - or, or you can go online, say it was a joke - I can say it was a dare! You don't, you shouldn't have to -”
“Hollander,” says Rozanov firmly, interrupting him, his hands reaching out to grab onto Shane’s biceps, “I do not want this.” Shane stares. “I knew what I was doing, da? I knew what it meant for me. There is nothing left in Russia for me. It is ok. Sad, but ok, yes? There is nothing you can fix.” Shane wants to argue that there is much to be fixed - starting with Russian law, but Rozanov maybe has a point that that's not something he, personally, can fix. 
“Ok,” he says softly, “I am sorry, though, that you can't go back.” Rozanov drops his hands and shrugs jerkily and Shane gets the impression he'd rather not talk about it. “Maybe you can get a dog now? Doggy hotels exist, you know? Or you can volunteer at a shelter - if you don't already! I don't mean to assume.” 
Rozanov blinks at him for a long moment, just long enough for Shane to panic that he'd been majorly insensitive, before he breaks into a smile like the rising sun - all 32 teeth included. 
“Yes,” he agrees, “Maybe.” He looks like he means it. Shane smiles back. 
“Excuse me?” barks a voice and they both startle at the sound, Shane jolted firmly back into the park and the very annoyed runner looking at them.
“Sorry,” he says quickly, moving out of the way.
“Touritsts,” mutters the runner as they go by and Rozanov's eyebrows shoot to the top of his face. Shane can't hold back his snigger. It breaks the weight of the moment and they continue walking with renewed levity. 
Shane had been worried that maybe, now that they were no longer doing a precise activity like book store browsing, things would get awkward, or at least less comfortable but the conversation keeps flowing. It's not one of his strong suits, casual interesting conversation, and not something he usually enjoys, but with Rozanov he finds himself forgetting to worry, pulled in by his magnetic energy and the way they bounce off each other. He barely pays attention to the park around them as they walk.
Rozanov has a lot of opinions and a lot of delightful ways of expressing them. They both agree that Kip is cool and could definitely do better than Scott Hunter - Rozanov insists that it has to be a sugar daddy kind of situation - and are both doubtful about their story of meeting at a smoothie shop, Rozanov more so than Shane. He also has many ideas about who else in the league might be queer, a conversation that has Shane pausing to double over with laughter several times as they swap wag stories and argue over Rozanov's theories.
Some Shane can get behind - Ryan Price makes sense but Troy Barret? No way. But Rozanov insists he caught him checking him out once and that he has ‘that sad gay look in his eyes’.
“Of course,” says Rozanov, flexing an arm that Shane very pointedly refuses to look at, “Most people have checked me out.”
“Oh, have they?” 
“Yes. is a heavy burden but someone has to bear it.”
“Sure,” Shane laughs, “And you do so so humbly.” 
“Exactly ,” says Rozanov, pleased, “Is not so easy but I am a man of the people. People need eye candy, you know?”
“Eye candy?” repeats Shane, “Who taught you English and why was this on the priority list?”
“Top priority, you would know Mr Calvin Klein."
“Oh god,” Shane groans, “I would never have done that ad if I knew I would still have people coming up to me about it.” Rozanov straightens.
“People come up to you about the ad?”
“Yeah - not like, all the time, but enough. One guy even made me sign his underwear. Like, that he was wearing." Rozanov stops walking and stares at him.
“Oh wow,” he says slowly, “Ok Mr Famous.” Shane laughs and shoves him, rolling his eyes.
“Shut up.”
“No, no, I should get autograph too, no? Sell it on ebay. Should we worry about paparazzi?"
“Shut up.”
Rozanov is thankfully distracted by a very ugly pug with a squashed nose and beady eyes that he declares ‘the prettiest princess in all the land’.
“Except for you of course,” he adds with a wink in Shane's direction from where he's crouching to pet it causing Shane's entire brain to explode and die and reincarnate only to die again. It takes him five whole minutes before he considers that he should maybe be offended at being called a princess. 
Time falls away from him, the universe condensing to this one moment, the gentle sun in the trees and on the grass, the sounds of children laughing and people talking, the chimes of bikes wheezing past, the barking of dogs, Ilya Rozanov talking with his hands, curls moving with the wind. Shane forgets there is anything else but their meandering conversation, interrupted only occasionally by a dog or a child kicking them a ball to pass back or a runner in the way. Until Rozanov pulls out his phone and makes a face at the time.
“Twenty to five,” he says with a sideways look at Shane, “What time do you need to go to your hotel?” 
“Oh,” says Shane startled and it takes him a moment to compute it. His hotel. That he needs to go to. To take a plane and join his team. Because the rest of the world exists. Of course. “Shit. Yeah, fuck. Now.”
“Now?” Rozanov looks disappointed or maybe that's just Shane projecting as he nods. 
“Yeah, sorry I -”
“No, no,” Rozanov shakes his head, “You have to go back - of course, I will go with you, da? Make sure Shane Hollander makes it back to his hotel or Canada will have my head.” Shane laughs a little and nods, even though his stomach is sinking. He takes a deep breath of the air, the moment, and shakes himself back into form.
“Ok, I mean, if you want, my hotel is in Manhattan - beside city hall.” Rozanov nods easily.
“We take the metro?”
“The subway you mean?’”
“Yes, yes, silly name,” Rozanov physically waves him off with his hand. Shane honestly hates the subway but he nods anyway and follows Rozanov out of the park. 
It takes them thirty minutes on the C train until they're in front of City Hall, meaning Shane is behind schedule but he's trying to be cool about it. Or not completely insane about it at least. Trying not to freak Rozanov out with his twitching. He's not going to miss his flight. It's ok, he's not going to miss his flight. It's fine. Everything is fine and under control.
Except that Rozanov has stopped walking and is staring at City Hall instead. Shane has to bite down on his tongue hard to stop himself from snapping at him. It's not that nice of a building. He follows his eyeline and pauses, irritation vanishing. 
There's a wedding going on. Two men walk out of city hall, beaming and clutching each other, surrounded by a small wedding party. They look so happy. 
For a moment, he can't breathe. 
By the time he does, tearing his eyes away from the newly weds, his lungs are burning for air. His eyes burn too. 
“Sorry,” says Rozanov gruffly, ducking his face away and attempting (re: failing to) hide that he's wiping away tears. Shane shakes his head, swallowing tightly, but can't make himself say anything. 
He's so behind schedule by the time they keep walking on, subdued now, and yet Rozanov is stopping at a flower stand. Shane can literally see his hotel. 
“Rozanov,” he says, unable to keep the tension out of his voice. 
“One second,” says the other man, without looking at him, too busy smelling a rose and then leaning over to talk to the vendor. Shane anxiously checks the time and looks back over at his hotel. “Ok.”
He turns and - well, of course Rozanov was buying flowers. They're at a flower stand. It just takes him by surprise anyway somehow, to see him standing with a bouquet of soft pink lilies, the same colour as the blush rising on his cheeks. Rozanov looks nervous. Shane wonders who they're for but not too much because he really has to get to his hotel. His mother has already texted him twice. 
“Cool,” he says with a nod, “Let's go.” He turns on his heel and leads them to the hotel. Does Rozanov know anyone in New York? Or is he bringing the flowers back to someone in Boston? That doesn't really make sense. But why would he hang out with Shane if he has someone to give lilies to in New York? 
He stops awkwardly in front of the hotel and turns to face Rozanov, at a loss of words for the first time all day. Hooking his thumbs into his pockets in an attempt to stop himself from being weird and touching Rozanov somehow as he plasters on a smile. 
“Well uh - this is me.”
“Ah,” says Rozanov, “Well do not forget.” He carefully takes the bag from the Strand from his shoulder that Shane had, in fact, completely forgotten about, and hands it over. “Ah wait, wait.” He peers inside and takes a t-shirt from it, flashing a grin. It looks wobbly. 
“Right, thanks,” says Shane dumbly, clutching the bag close, glad to have something physical to anchor him, to remind him ten minutes in the future when Rozanov is no longer in front of him that this had actually happened. 
“And uh -” Rozanov shoves the lilies at him, hand stretched straight out, almost hitting him with the flowers. All Shane can do is blink in shock.
“For me?” It comes out in an embarrassing almost whisper. At the very least, Rozanov himself is now a darker shade of pink than the lilies, though that doesn't bode well for the colour of Shane's own face. 
“Yes, Hollander, for you.” He sounds almost annoyed, “Who else?” Who else? Anyone. Shane would have expected the flowers to be for anyone but him. He feels a little lightheaded. Rozanov shakes them obnoxiously and Shane carefully takes them from him, still too surprised to react in any way but the unfiltered truth; delighted shock. No one's ever given him flowers before. 
“Oh,” he says, staring down at the lilies. There's a lump in his throat. “They're very pretty.”
“Yes,” says Rozanov. He sounds relieved. Shane smiles up at him.
“Thank you,” he says earnestly and Rozanov nods, rubbing the back of his neck, looking slightly stunned by his own actions. 
“You're welcome. You should - ah you should go now, yes? You are running behind?” 
“Right,” agrees Shane with a nod, all sense of urgency drained from him by the bouquet in his hand. He takes in Rozanov's sunkissed and wind ruffled curls, the blush high on his cheeks, the blue of his eyes and gives a final nod before turning into the hotel. He makes it two steps.
“Wait! Wait, Hollander.” 
Rozanov's hand is on his arm. He sounds out of breath but that can't be right. Shane is so behind schedule.
“Yeah?” Shane turns. They're so close. Rozanov's eyes run back and forth across his face as he swallows, then all at once, like stings cut loose, his shoulders slump and he lets go of Shane, taking a step back. 
“I forgot to ask for your number,” he says, so composed shane is sure he must have imagined the desperation in his voice a second ago.
“My number?”
“We cannot keep talking in DMs hollander. We are not 14, it is embarrassing.” Shane wrinkles his nose but concedes easily enough. He'd like Rozanov's number. Without further question, he hands over his phone and Rozanov looks almost surprised by how easily he does so. 
When he gets to his hotel room, Yuna takes one look at the flush on his cheeks and the flowers in his hand and raises both eyebrows. 
“Well. I don't have to ask why you're running late, I suppose.”
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    ... soooooooooo

im literally procrastinating moving out to post this chapter its actually been too long I missed them

thank you everyone who gave nyc date suggestions! I realised that they are not that cool and would not do anything like actually cool especially since they didn't have any time to plan it and I was also very much overthinking it BUT its made me really want to write a fic of all of their future npc dates through the years that ill almost definitely write once I finish this one

on the question of smut that some of you have been asking about: uhhhhhhhhh listen. scary. its a maybe like am I scared to write that but also like its hollanov they're gonna jump either bones so well see. I sucked a guys dick for the first time just in case so a strong maybe id say

I hope you've all been doing well!!!
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  Shane
Thanks again for today.
With Crowell and my mom, I mean.
Not that they deserve to be put in the same category, but you know.
Also for afterwards.
I had a really nice time.
With you.
Drive safe. 
This is Shane by the way! 
Shane Hollander.
I don't know if you've put my name in your phone yet.
 
Ilya
who
who is this shane hollander? I only know shanehollanderhockeyplayer are you this guy?
 
Shane
Shut up.
You better not be texting and driving.
 
Ilya
no of course not
have a safe flight hollander



 
 
Ilya drives the four hours back to Boston in a trembling daze, his stomach a whirling pit of nerves and stupid crush feelings. He's not sure he manages a fully formed thought the whole way as the day crashes over him. He makes it back on pure autopilot and luck. 
He's pretty sure this was a dream. A cruel beautiful hallucination. The Strand bookstore t-shirt riding shotgun is the only thing convincing him that maybe no, maybe that today actually truly happened. 
Ilya was kind of a little joking when he started all this. Like yeah sure, maybe he's had - he's admired Shane Hollander, over the years. And wished they were closer, emotionally and physically. And sure, he's always thought he was the prettiest person Ilya’s ever laid eyes on but - it was always … from a distance, behind a glass wall, something unattainable and impossible. Another thing he's longed for and can't have, but more comforting than any of those other longings. Shane Hollander, smirking at him at a face off, perfect and pretty and never ever anything but a harmless crush. 
Shane polite earnest Hollander who yelled at the commissioner of the NHL. Shane reserved careful Hollander who took him to lunch with his mom and laughed at Ilya's stupid jokes. Shane fucking impossible Hollander who let him take him to a book shop and the park and and and - Shane Hollander who thinks he should get a dog. Shane Hollander who is maybe not so impossible.
It feels like sacrilege to even think it. 
Yeah he's been, well, he's been begging for it, for just almost exactly this, very publicly these past few days but it's been mostly a bit. An honest bit, the most honest he's ever been. But not something he expected to actually… work?
He has Shane Hollander's number.
He has Yuna Hollander’s number. 
He's pretty sure Yuna Hollander even tried to set him up with her son, Shane Hollander. He's pretty sure that was a date. Right? That happened, she wanted them to hang out and then they did and Ilya is mostly almost sure it was a date. He made it pretty datey at the end with the flowers. Hopefully datey enough for Hollander to realize, hopefully well enough to maybe change his mind about ignoring Ilya's advances if that what he's been doing and give him a chance because… it was fun. 
Stupidly, in some way that's the crux of it, of Ilya's disbelief, of the strange out of body feeling coming over him. He had so much fun. Simple, easy, uncomplicated fun. It's not that he expected not to, with Hollander, but he can't say that he expected how free he'd feel, how entertaining it was to just speak with him, how comfortable he'd been, the whole time. The moment they'd left Crowell - before even, if he's being completely honest with himself, when Hollander had gotten all angry and righteous and unafraid and Ilya had been trying not to drool - Ilya had been at ease, even meeting the terrifying Yuna Hollander - not so terrifying when she’s busy mothering you. It's probably been one of the best days of Ilya's life. 
He's going to miss it, all of it, the Japanese restaurant and their comfortable booth, the book shop with the shelves they'd stood between, the New York streets and the park. He's going to miss Hollander. He already does. Stupid, because they've only spent a day together and that's nothing, a day. 
He feels twitchy and speeds up a little, breathing with the low rumble of his engine. Back to the familiar Boston streets. 492 kilometres from Montreal. He wonders if Hollander’s plane has landed in Atlanta yet. 
Feeling very melodramatic, he spends far too long staring blankly at the wall and playing the day on repeat in his mind, forgetting the importance of sleep. What is sleep to the memory of Hollander blushing pink under his freckles? After much tossing and turning, he abandons the idea of sleep entirely and takes out his phone to scroll through the Shane Hollander tag on instagram. Some 14 year old girl has badly edited a picture of him during a post match interview to highlight his pink blush and give him cat ears, surrounding him with love hearts. Ilya stares at it for far too long, then likes the photo. It gives him an idea.
Ilya owns a printer because, of course, of Svetlana. She’d needed to print something once and had been both rude and condescending about him not owning one so now he does. There's no time that's good per say to march into battle against the blasted thing but 2 am the night before a match is definitely not ideal. He does it anyway.
Immediate regret. 
Why the fuck does he need to sign into a printer? And what did he think was funny enough to make the password at the time of creation? 
But Ilya will not be defeated by an appliance. He's won a stanley fuckign cup, what is a printer next to that? The answer, he realizes an embarrassing amount of time to have nothing printed yet later, is that a printer is much much worse. Ilya wishes printers felt pain just to inflict a morsel of what it is currently inflicting onto him. Ilya needs to start investing the stupid amount of money this sport makes him into making printers that fucking work. 
Svetlana, once making sure he isn't having a complete mental breakdown, threatens many many unpleasant things he's sure she's capable of when he calls her at nearing 3 am but she does help him manage to actually print what he wants because she's a miracle worker. 
Faced with a now (hopefully) working printer, he realizes the fault in his plan. Naturally, he takes it problem to twitter. One single tweet asking for fans favourite pictures of Hollander and he watches gleefully as picture responses come pouring in. It's a tough choice. Eventually he settles on two plus the original edited picture to print out. 
Ilya loves his wallet. It's more of a purse but the difference is only stupid marketed gender roles so who cares, what's important is that it's real italian leather, soft and beautiful and slightly obnoxious. He loves it even more with two pictures of Hollander in it, to look at whenever he wants, precious and close and probably creepy. The edited instagram one, he leaves on his bedside table. 
At last, it's easy to fall asleep. 
 
 
 
He enters the locker room the day of the match to a pause in conversation and every one of his teammates eyes on him. Then - applause. Ilya raises his arms in slightly confused acknowledgement, always pleased to be cheered. 
“My man,” crows Hammersmith, grabbing and shaking his shoulders. “I never doubted you, Cap.” His statement is met with jeers, a mix of agreement and disagreement that blends into nothing Ilya can understand bar the indignation at the thought of anyone doubting him. 
“Good?” he says, still confused. “You should not.” 
“So?” says Connors, “Are the rookies getting a step-dad?” A glance at the two Boston rookies shows them both blushing but delighted looking as Ilya feels his eyebrows raise. Ah. 
“Am I not enough? Need another daddy?” He is immediately unfairly booed by the entire room.
“Cmon man,” says Marly, “We didn't bother you about it yesterday cause we didn't want to interrupt but you gotta tell us how it went!” A bunch of gossips, the lot of them. 
“The commissioner is old and stupid, would not fuck him, is not news -” He’s booed once more.
“Hollander!” exclaims Carmichael, “You've been talking about nothing else for days -”
“Don't tell me you've gotten shy now,” smirks St-Simon and one of the rookies goes “Ooooooh” softly. Ilya rolls his eyes at them all but his face is giving himself away - he can feel the goofy grin stretching itself into his cheeks. 
“Awwwww,” says Marly because he's always been an idiot with a death wish, “Look at you - all besotted.” He reaches out to pinch Ilya's cheeks and he bats him away with a snort.
“Since when do you know three syllable words Marly?”
“Hey fuck you, man.”
“You're going to tell us nothing about your date?” Ilya turns from where he'd been chucking his shit into his locker to a comically disappointed looking Connors, matching expressions with a good half of his team. Ilya regrets every time he's ever bullied a teammate into talking about a date (only when he really liked the girl of course - it'd be non stop and boring otherwise) and insisted that there were no secrets between teammates. He's made an entire team of straight (presumably) men into gossiping drama teams. The burden of being too good at being bisexual. 
“Fine,” he says and the locker room explodes back into questions. He holds up one hand and they calm down. 
“Man, if you pulled Hollander, I'll take back anything I've ever said about your game,” says Feller. 
“Of course he pulled Hollander,” says Marly loyally, “That’s Ilya fucking Rozanov man!” ilya winces even as he feels a flicker of warmth at the genuineness in Marly's turn and the nods that follow around the room. 
“Ah,” he says reluctantly, “Well…”
“No?” Marly whips around with a look of rewarding shock on his face.
“I am working on it!” 
Predictably the locker room is filled once more with jeers and laughter. 
“Did he still not get the hint?” asks St-Simon as Sebbin asks, "Weren't you two texting?” 
“Yes, we are texting,” says Ilya, using the moment to send a threatening look around the room in case any of them get any ideas, “I think he is shy.”
“Sureeee ,” mutters someone he can't distinguish. 
“That's Shane Hollander - god’s shy of him,” mutters someone else. 
“I'm scared of him,” says Johansson, their goalie, frankly. 
“Did you really go to a book shop?” asks Sebbin, “What I saw it on twitter!” 
“Ah,” Ilya leers, “Seb - my biggest fan of course, you follow all my fan accounts, yes?”
“Fuck you.”
“Yes,” sighs Ilya, “We went to the book shop and the park. That is all I am going to say -” raising his voice above the boos “- and you all have five minutes to get dressed and be warming up on ice. Five.” There's grumbles but it effectively shuts them up and the focus turns to the game ahead. Ridiculous men. 
 
 
It is the first match Ilya has had since Saturday and Shane’s coming out - conveniently right before he had four days off - and subsequently his own coming out. Ilya has been, not ignoring it exactly, but pretty much ignoring it. Hasn't let himself fully grasp onto the consequences of his impulsive decisions. He's been ignoring his family since his dads passing anyway so it's just been some more … intense ignoring. And he's not stupid enough to spend too much time on social media, apart from posting. 
So, stupidly, he sort of forgets. 
Being bisexual is important to him, of course, but it's also not that big of a deal in the grand scheme of things. He's bisexual. He's also Russian, a hockey player, right handed … point is Ilya doesn't think about it all that much bar occasionally to consider whether he's more in the mood to fuck a man or a woman. It's very clear that the Toronto Guardians have been thinking about it a lot more. 
Ilya is used to abuse on the ice, verbal and physical. He's even used to slurs, or as used to them as one can be. He's learning new ones today. There's something particularly awful about hearing those same words become specifically targeted to him now. Hearing the vitriol behind them.
Hearing them aimed at Hollander. 
Ilya tries not to think of his brother, or his father. Tries not to flinch or wince, tries to ignore the crowd, the small but particularly angry and loud group of Toronto fans near the glass. But there's no clever quip or dismissive joke to make about slurs thrown at you in pure hatred. Ilya would know.
The game starts out brutal. Games against Toronto are always physical and this is an escalation past what he'd expected, maybe naively. It gets violent very very quickly. 
Dallas fucking kent. It takes less than ten minutes before Ilya is throwing himself at him and by the time the refs have broken up the resulting brawl he may have a broken nose, but Kent definitely does and he looks like he's having a hard time skating upright. So, worth it.
They both sit in their respective penalty boxes with blood pouring down their faces but Ilya feels numb to it. Usually when he's out like this, he enjoys it. Riles up the crowd and smirks and jeers and yells out onto the ice. Now, he feels ill to his stomach. He hopes Kent has never said the shit he'd said to him to Hollander’s face but he somehow doubts it. 
It's not a fun game. In fact, it's one of the rare few games in all his years in the NHL that Ilya wishes it was over the entire time on the ice. By the second period he's telling Coach not to put the rookies on because they both look shellshocked by what they've been hearing. 
They win by a grueling 2 -1 but it's clear no one wants to celebrate it in the locker room afterwards, most of them sending him worried looks as he changes and showers with the medics fussing over him and taping up his nose and knuckles. Usually it should be Ilya's job, as captain, to fix that, bring the mood up a bit, give a speech, but after that he feels too exhausted to attempt it.
 
Shane
Dallas Kent talks far too much for someone who skates like he's never heard of passing. 
Woah what did he say to you???
Jesus christ that looked like a bad hit.
Oh. 
You got him back there, damn. 
All I want is him so injured he can never play again, is that too much to ask? 
This is pretty good too.
Are you ok? You're bleeding.
This is a shit match. 
Like Toronto is being shit to be clear, you're playing beautifully as always. 
Tell Sebbin to stop leaning so far left all the time. 
How many of the Toronto players have you punched this match? 
I'm sure they deserve it. 
Tell Carmichael that was a beautiful right hook he gave Barrett. 
Nice goal, you were unlucky with the last play you should be up by 2 already. 
Ouch, that fight looked brutal.
Are you okay???
 
Despite himself, Ilya can't help the smile that spills across his face when he takes his phone out of his locker and is met with a whole play back worth of texts from Hollander.
 
Ilya
I am ok
don't you have a match now?
 
Shane
Yeah, starts in 10.
Did you break your nose?
 
Ilya 
only little bit
 
Shane 
There's no such thing as breaking it a little bit, you either do or you don't. 
 
Ilya
just a tiny teeny weeny bit
 
Shane
That's too bad, it was your best feature.
 
Ilya 
what do you mean???
 
“Rozanov!” 
He's startled away from his phone by the sound of his name and looks over to see the pr girl wincing apologetically. “Press.” 
He groans loudly but makes his way over, grabbing and dragging Marly with him as he does even as the other man protests, hopping after him to put on his second sock. 
Ilya and the press have a fun relationship. They ask bullshit questions and he gives far more entertaining bullshit answers. They push and he gets more dramatic. It's usually something he enjoys, even if it can get tiring, especially after a loss. Or a game like today. 
“Rozanov - there was a lot of violence on ice today, any particular reason?”
“Toronto likes to talk too much,” he answers blandly, “Next?”
“This is your first match since publicly coming out as bisexual - did that change the game for you in any way?” 
Yes. 
“For me no - for Toronto, maybe.”
“What does that mean?”
“They have been thinking about my dick a lot since, I think,” he says, what do these idiots think he means? They watched the game. There's no way none of the cameras caught what the Toronto players had been saying. Marly reaches out and squeezes his bicep and Ilya forces himself to take a calming breath. “Maybe if they focus less on who I fuck they would have a chance at winning. Maybe.”
“So you admit that your… sexuality is a distraction on ice?”
“Bigotry is a distraction, you are deaf? We were not distracted,” he snaps.
“Does the commissioner agree?” 
“That the Toronto players should stop thinking about my dick so much? I think probably yes.” 
Ilya takes back everything positive he's ever said about his relationship with the press. They should die, actually. He expects some push back, further questions, an answer even, to that but instead everyone looks distracted all of a sudden, journalists murmuring and looking down at their phones. There's a sinking feeling in his stomach.
“What - what is happening?” Something with Hollander? Is he ok? 
“Bro,” says Marly quietly, tugging at him but Ilya ignores him.
“What is it - what are you looking at?”
The same reporter who suggested that his sexuality is a distraction on ice looks up first, a cruel, excited smirk on his lips. “Commissioner Crowell has just announced a suspension for you and Shane Hollander - any remarks?”



 
@BostonRaiders Boston Raiders
Tune in today against Toronto! #GoRaidersGo #BostonWins
 
@ bosdaddyton81 Flo
The ilya rozanov drought ends today!
    @ puc4life69 - ruth  - Drought??? He literally never shuts up
      @ bosdaddyton81 Flo - Well yeah if he ever does it's cause he's dead but he hasn't been playing in yearrrrssss (four days) 
 
@cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow
Toast with marmalade breakfast of champions 💪💪💪
   @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - 🐻🔴🔵🍊💼
      @cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow - i love paddington bro
 
@hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation
Woke up today and immediately came to twitter to make sure i didn't dream uo yesterday and that HOLLANOV LITERALLY WENT ON A DATE 
 
@ kentbeatme Dallas Kent Toronto
Ladies of boston get ready
   @ nhlesbian lesbians4hockey - To run away
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
Can't believe i get to watch both shane hollander and ilya rozanov play hockey today with the knowledge that they went on a date yesterday
 
@ bisexualbeforeall jamie
Watching my first ever hockey game today cause i love bisexuals 
    @ autistic24holzy Em - Welcome! Most of these men are painfully straight tho :/
       @ bisexualbeforeall jamie - Yeah but the best ones are gay right?
          @ autistic24holzy Em - I mean… yeah 
 
@ tendergoalmmm lucia
Dropping my subtop ilya hollanov fic in one hour let me know if you want to be tagged
   @ shayden2435 shane pike - Nooooooo you were my favourite shayden writer and now i have to block you :( 
 
@ gayandicehockey Aidan 
Ok i've genuinely never seen a game get that violent that fast wtf
   @ russianbear clove - Most of toronto are known homophobes
     @ gayandicehockey Aidan  - Get roz out of there???
 
@ 81hotdotdot eat me roz
Roz bleeding 🤤🤤🤤
 
@ icemenace Ro
Oh no (ohhhhh yeahhhh) i hope roz is ok (mmmmm uhhhhh) that looked bad (i'm so close)
 
@rozsno1fan
I like my men whimpering and bleeding… unrelated could someone mic up roz like right now
 
@ 8181818181 roz dong
Every time roz gets in a fight bad enough to bleed (frequent) i get reminded what freaks we all are
 
@ russianbear clove
Usually roz waits a littllleeee longer to start a fight i wonder what kent said to him
   @ icemenace Ro - Wait fr did you see his face??? I've genuinely never seen roz look that rattled
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
‘What are toronto saying’ ‘i wonder why the match is so violent’ … ummmmmmm remember homophobia???
 
@ bisexualbeforeall jamie
Are there usually this many fights in a game?
   @ autistic24holzy Em - Uhhhhh no… this is weird
 
@ bosdaddyton81 Flo
Yes roz covered in blood is hot. But… have you considered that he's definitely being subjected to homophobic hate crimes literally as we watch??? No? Ok.
   @ russianbear clove - No literally??? Like actually i amnt loving this…
 
@ 81hotdotdot eat me roz
Jesus the boston rookies look traumatised 
 
@ icemenace Ro
Well. that was a shit show
   @rozsno1fan - … at least we won?
      @ icemenace Ro - Wouldve been embarrassing otherwise
 
@ droolingover24 Tic 
Half of boston and torontos rosters have got to be injured after that match
 
@ 81hotdotdot eat me roz
I love love love seeing roz do press genuinely there's no hockey player nearly as charismatic or interesting
    @ 81hotdotdot eat me roz - Ok i take it back what are these questions…
 
@ droolingover24 Tic 
Did these news outlets learn nothing after what happened with hollzy???
    @ nhlesbian lesbians4hockey - Fr why apologize if you're just gonna turn around and do it AGAIN DAYS later 
  
@nhl NHL 
The NHLs’s Commissioner Crowell has made the difficult decision to bench Montreal Captain Shane Hollander and Boston Captain Ilya Rozanov pending an investigation into potential game rigging concerns. We understand your frustrations and strive to get this done as quickly as possible. The NHL's primary concern is in fairness and honesty among our players. 
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
8. Your kindness and concern 





  
    Chapter End Notes

    what pictures do you think Ilya chose for his wallet?

I've been deeply unmotivated to write recently rip :/ pretty sure its just cause of the unfamiliarness of my apartment due to moving tho because in my respects I am just like a mildly feral anxious cat so its coming back to me as I settle hopefully next chapter won't take so long

thanks for all your comments I love every single one <3


  


      

  












      Chapter 14
  


    Chapter Summary

    Helloooooo againnnn



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Shane is told three minutes before the game begins that he is benched, pending an internal NHL investigation. He calls his mom, then Farah, gets changed back into normal clothes, takes a taxi to his hotel to grab his bags, then to the airport. Three hours later, he's pulling his hoodies hood up, sunglasses pressed to his face, in hopes of going unrecognized as he hurries through Montreal airport to his dads car. They drive the two hours to Ottawa mostly in silence. In the meantime the Metros get beaten 4 - 1 to Atlanta without him.  
Shane tries not to be too bitter that Rozanov got to play his match before it was announced. It's a ridiculous thing to be focused on and a ridiculous person to focus these feelings on. It's not Rozanov's fault, obviously. He's the only one in the same position as Shane. He's also benched.
Fuck. 
Shane's phone won't stop buzzing and his dad won't stop glancing at it where it's clutched in his hand, instead of looking at the road. Miserably, Shane thinks he wouldn't be against getting into a car crash today. David looks like he might say something so he opens his phone. 
 
Ilya
fuck
that fucking prick
are you ok?
 
Hollander?
 
Shane
Yeah.
I mean, no probably not. I don't know.
 
Ilya
yes me too
 
Shane 
I don't think it's really hit me yet. 
Fuck.
What are we going to do?
 
Ilya
I think your mother is going to declare war yes? Or maybe soemthing quicker like murder
 
Shane
Probably. Are you ready to be an accomplice ? 
 
Ilya
do not insult your mother
she is way too clever to be caught
 
Shane
I don't know, these are pretty incriminating messages. 
 
Ilya
are you still in atlanta?
 
Shane
No, I took a flight, I'm back in Canada now. My dad picked me up from Montreal airport but he's driving me to Ottawa.
Don't tell anyone please.
 
Ilya
of course not hollander
that's nice that he is there
 
Shane 
Yeah.
Are you still in Boston?
 
Ilya
yes
team is very angry
 
Shane 
That they have to play without you?
 
Ilya
that i have been unfairly benched
they will help yuna murder crowel i think i will not even need to be an accomplice
 
Shane
Oh.
Well that's nice, that they are angry for you.
 
Ilya
Montreal are not?
 
Shane 
I guess I don't really know. I left pretty much immediately.
But probably not.
Theriault was pretty mad at me for getting benched. 
 
Ilya
 AT YOU???
cause crowell is homophoblic loser?????
 
Shane
I think he's mad I came out and now he's even angrier because of this.
 
Rozanov?
 
Ilya
tell yuna i will be her accomplice in murder of crowell and she can be my accomplice in murder of theriault
 
Shane
I will not be telling her that.
 
Ilya
ah well i am very lucky because you see as your mothers favourite hockey player, i have her number will tell her myself
 
“Who are you texting?” His dads gaze settles curiously on his face with a small smile, “Smiling like that?”
“No one. I'm not smiling,” lies Shane lyingly like a liar, face hot and terribly aware of the smile he's trying to tamp down. 
“Hmmmmmm,” David looks like he's trying not to laugh as he leans forward, turning the car off the main road with a long look at his rear view mirror. Shane sticks his phone under his thigh and tries to be normal. They roll into the parking spot outside his parents house five minutes later. His mom watches from the door, tension obvious even from afar, her eyebrows worriedly knit together, phone glued to her ear. 
 
Over the next few days, Shane sees far too much of Farah and his lawyer, two women he otherwise likes a lot. Yuna spends so much time arguing and threatening on the phone, her voice goes hoarse and David starts making tea and honey every hour to hand her with a shoulder massage. Shane … Shane texts Rozanov and doesn't go online and tries not to notice that Hayden and JJ are the only teammates who have texted him. 
To start a lawsuit or not to start a lawsuit? To send the video of Crowell calling them slurs in his office to a respectable news outlet and let them run with it or not? To get out of bed today. Or not. 
Questions, questions. 
“Of course, we have the grounds to sue - there's absolutely no evidence or reason to suspect tampering from -” Rozanov's lawyer is an older women with a sharp grey bob and a thick bostonian accent. Shane's eyes drift across the zoom meeting screen to where Rozanov is sat beside her, visibly drumming his fingers on his knee, always in motion. He looks tired but his eyes meet Shane's immediately and the corner of his mouth curves into a pleased smile. In a brief moment of temporary insanity or perhaps a return to his twelve year old self, Shane pulls a silly face at him and the rest of the heaviness is lifted from Rozanov's face. Never one to back down from a challenge, he responds with an even sillier face. They back and forth until Shane is pretty sure he's got a winner and -
His mom digs her elbow into his side and he has to let out a strangled cough and hastily apologise when the other women stop to look at him questioningly. Across the screen Rozanov is visibly giggling into his hands but he straightens immediately when Yuna sends him a look. 
Shane reattemps to immerse himself back into the topic of the meeting - their futures. Hockey. 
“I don't want to sue unless we absolutely have to,” he repeats carefully, staring at the letter i on his mothers keyboard. “I don't think it would help with our popularity and - and the… um crowell meeting video, i'd honestly rather we didn't have to leak it either, I mean, it might upset some people but like would it really help the situation?” He'd rather not show the entire world he and Rozanov experiencing a hate crime. Feels sickly vulnerable and exposed at the thought. He's not ready.
“If we threaten seriously enough that might be enough.”
Shane can't tell from anyone's faces if they think that might actually be possible. 
 
It takes only a few days of his parents hovering and endless calls and planning and emails for Shane to flee his parents house to Montreal. He loves his parents, probably gets on with them better than most people his age he knows but he needs some space to breathe. You need to remember you're a person outside of hockey, Rose tells him over the phone and that evening he takes his car back to his apartment. 
Everyone seems to be waiting for him to break down, Rozanov included, his parents especially. Shane mostly feels tired. 
He is unsurprised when the doorbell rings the day after he comes back to Montreal and he opens the door to Rose and the biggest suitcase he's ever seen. She doesn't ask if she can stay, just hauls it in after herself and tells him they're going to dinner at Jackie's this evening. There's no point in arguing.
It's nice to see Jackie and surprisingly hard to see Hayden and JJ. The sight of them in Hayden's dining room makes Shane feel immediately nauseous. They're still playing, lives normal and unruined. They both look equally nervous to see him. 
It’s awkward. And for once, Shane is pretty sure he’s not even the most awkward person in the room. Everyone is looking at him like he’s newly plowed ice about to be sliced apart by skates , about to fall apart if they make any sudden moves. Shane is not going to fall apart. He’s pretty sure. If no one starts acting a little less fucking weird however, he might start screaming. 
“So where are the kids?” he asks, accepting a ginger ale as he takes his usual place at the dinner table, a relieved looking Hayden and JJ also taking their places, while Rose chooses to sit beside him. 
“Jackie’s parents,” says Hayden, “We figured … uh-“
“ We thought maybe you’d want to talk,” says Jackie, rolling her eyes at her husband, “Without any distractions.” Shane would probably have liked some distractions, but it’s nice of them to accommodate for him. 
“It’s bullshit,” bursts out JJ into the ensuing silence, never one for gaps in conversation. “It’s got to be illegal, right? To stop Shane motherfucking Hollander from playing hockey? Enshrined into the constitution. We miss you, Capitain.” Shane winces a little. He doesn’t say anything about how the only two players on the team who’ve reached out to him at all are both in this room. He’s not sure he’s being missed much. 
“It is,” he sighs, “But I don’t think the Metros would be too happy if we sued the league.” Rose boos quietly in support and Jackie blows a raspberry. 
“Fuck them,” says JJ, “We have done nothing but lose without you.” It’s true and it’s fucking infuriating - they should be able to scrape themselves together without Shane, he’s told them not to make every single mistake they’ve been making about a million times. Rozanov has a working -yet to be disproven - theory that being homophobic makes you shit at hockey. Shane is tempted to tell the entire team to get a grip and suck a dick for the good of the team but he doubts the suggestion would go down well. 
“We?” asks Hayden, straightening in his place, “Have you been talking about this with Rozanov?” Rose squeals high pitched enough that Shane briefly regrets having ears. 
“A bit,” he admits, “He’s in the same situation - our teams have been working together since-“
“ Is that a good idea?” interrupts JJ. 
“What?”
“ Well, you’re being accused of … collaborating with him, no? So is it the best idea to actually collaborate with him ? You might encourage Crowell -“
“To think what?” Shane snaps, “That we’re fucking faggots? Newsflash - he was very clear he already thinks that. I’m not going to be threatened out of speaking to another player just because fucking Crowell can’t bear the thought of gay people.”
JJ raises his hands apologetically, a guilty and abashed look clear across his face. “I am sorry, Hollander. I did not mean to … I am sorry, I shouldn’t have made it seem like your fault Crowell is a bigot.”
Shane nods, embarrassingly out of breath just from that, blood still thrumming from his outburst. 
“It’s good to see you angry honestly,” says Jackie as she starts to lay out dishes on the table, Hayden rising to move to make space for her to put them down. 
“Smells good,” Shane mumbles politely. 
“You deserve it. You’re not angry often enough when you should be.” Her smile is warm but steely when she directs it at him before going back to the kitchen, waving off Rose's offer to help. Opposite him, JJ’s face is falling into a teasing grin. 
“You really like him, hm? Rozanov?” 
Immediately Shane can feel his face burst into flames as Rose coos delightedly. 
“Yes, oh my god, you have to finally tell us about your date.”
“Date?” repeats Hayden. 
“Date?” gasps JJ. 
“Date?” squeals Jackie, back with the final dishes, and eyes wide and set on Shane as she takes her place. 
“It wasn’t a date!”
“He got you flowers.”
“Rose!”
“What?”
“You said you wouldn’t say anything.”
“Yeah, to like, your parents and the paparazzi and shit, not your best friends.” Shane is going to make Rose take a blood oath the next time he tells her anything. 
“He got you flowers?” giggles Jackie, chin on her hand as she watches Shane. She looks relaxed and amused but as always her eyes are clever and knowing. 
“What kind?” asks JJ. It’s Rose who replies. 
“Yes, Rozanov bought our Shanie flowers - like a true gentleman, lilies in fact, but that’s not the best part -“
“Rose…”
“Shane…  Picture this, ladies and gentleman,” proclaims Rose dramatically to a captivated audience and Hayden, who’s grumpily serving potatoes. Shane should have know  better than to date and befriend a theatre kid. “I come all the way back to Montreal to support my dear good friend Shane Hollander, expecting to find him beside himself with stress, in the trenches with anxiety, sick with worry and instead -! I find him lovesick.” Shane protests are immediately, rudely, hushed by Rose, Jackie and JJ. “Yes! Our shy polite obsessed  little Shanebug had not a word to say about hockey -“ JJ’s gasp is a little over the top, Shane thinks, “- because he was too busy trying to figure out how to press the flower Ilya Rozanov bought him into the books Ilya Rozanov bought him.” 
Safely transporting a bouquet of flowers through an international flight is no small feet, something Shane is now intimately familiar with. He hides his face in his hands in the resulting silence. 
“They’re nice flowers!” And Rozanov bought them for him. 
“They are,” agrees Rose condescendingly as Jackie takes her turn to coo at him and JJ openly cackles with delight. When Shane risks a peek through his fingers even Hayden looks amused. 
“That’s romantic as fuck!” says JJ, “ Are you secretly a romantic Capitaine?” 
“No,” lies Shane. 
“Wait, I’m confused - he bought you flowers and books - flowers that you are now pressing - but… it wasn’t a date?” Jackie asks, looking genuinely bewildered. 
“Well-“ Shane hesitates, “He never said that it was -“ The whole table boos. Hayden included. “That’s what a date is! When you both agree that it’s one!”
“No,” JJ shakes his head. “A date is a vibe.”
“I hate that.” He really does. Although, if it’s true then maybe this dinner might actually be useful in determining if the vibe was indeed a date vibe or not… His phone buzzes and he discreetly tries to wriggle it out of his pocket to check it while the others argue the exact definition of a date.  
 
Ilya
things r g w\ ur friends?
 
Sometimes Shane has to google the abréviations Rozanov uses. He’s noticed that the more they talk, the more the other man does away with grammar and has started to text in internet terms and short hands Shane can’t claim to be familiar with. 
 
Shane 
Yeah. It’s nice to see them actually, especially all together. I don’t know why I was nervous. 
 
Ilya
even pike?
 
Shane
What is your problem with him? Have you two ever even spoken???
 
Ilya
annoying 
15th worst metro 
won’t get off his wife
I do not need to speak to him to know these things
 
Shane suppresses a snort at the last one. 
 
Shane
He’s a good friend. My best after Rose. 
 
Ilya
do not tell me u have such bad tastes hollander 
makes me offended you want to be friends
 
Shane
Who says I want to be friends? We’re rivals to the death remember? You’re safe from my bad tastes.
 
Ilya
no no u have forgotten we are conspirators now spreading the gay agenda from within the nhl
 
Shane
How could I forget. Guess you’re stuck knowing you Hayden and rose are all the same to me <3
 
Ilya
😟😭🤬🫣🫩✋🤦‍♂️👨‍🦯🚫🙅🏴‍☠️💀⚰️
 
“Are you seriously texting him right now?” Shane’s head snaps up at the sound of JJ’s judgmental voice, guiltily slipping his phone away back into his pocket. 
“No.”
“Shane,” Rose sighs, “ Someone has got to teach you how to lie. Shane very maturely sticks his tongue out at her. 
“What did he say?” asks JJ who missed his true calling as a gossiping 14 year old girl. 
“Nothing,” says Shane immediately, hopefully more convincingly this time, trying not to look too guiltily at Hayden but probably failing from the disgruntled look on his face. He briefly has to wrestle for his phone with Rose until she gives up. 
“Whatever,” sighs JJ, leaning over the table to grab Shane’s shoulders and shake him. “Listen to me Hollander - that man is flirting with you.” 
“Uhhh-“ says Shane. 
“He’s been throwing himself at you over on twitter! His first reaction to your coming out was to beg you to call him! He bought you flowers.” 
“I mean,” says Shane, ignoring the groans that gets him, “I get that. I do. Like he’s - I can see that, but um. I don’t know if, do you…? Do you think he’s serious?” It’ll kill me if all he wants is a stupid fling, he doesn’t say. 
“Hollander you cannot be serious.”
“Buddy,” says Hayden, “I think we can all agree he’s not kidding around.”
“Right, right.” Shane nods, mouth dry. “But um- I mean, I know. I do. Just, um, do you think he’s serious? Like about me? Like not just…” This is why Shane hates talking about feelings and being vulnerable or whatever. The energy at the table has changed. He takes a bite of food. It’s pretty good. 
“Wow… you really like him,” says JJ, sounding a little stunned. Shane holds himself back from snapping at him for the second time this evening. 
“Why?” wines Hayden, “Him? Really Shane?”
“Shut up Hayden,” say Jackie and Shane in unison. 
“This is Rozanov we’re talking about! Ilya Rozanov -the captain of Boston? I think I can wonder!”
“Shut up Hayden.” This time is JJ, saving Hayden from whatever Shane had felt himself forming as a retort. “Ok, Capitaine. Tell us about your date properly, yes? Then we can tell you if we think he is serious.” 
Because Shane is friends with a bunch of incurable gossips and because he could use some help, he tells them everything. Almost. When he finishes describing the maybe-date, there’s a shocked silence afterwards. 
“So you’re soulmates,” says Jackie at the same time JJ says,
“I would not be surprised is he had wedding rings picked out mon ami,” and Hayden asks,
“Do you like dogs?”
“Who doesn’t like dogs?” replies Shane, very aware of how much this opinion is being formed by the memory of Rozanov's joy every time they crossed one. “So long as they’re well behaved.” That has JJ wriggling his eyebrows which Shane bravely ignores. 
“Honestly Shane,” says Rose gently, “There’s no way he’s acting like this in the hopes of a casual hook up - that man is dead serious.” Her words are met with nods around the table and Shane shifts awkwardly in his seat. 
“Yeah?”
“Yeah.”
“Yes. Definitely."
Shane’s not as sure but it’s nice to hear his friends be. It’s nice to talk about this despite the crushing embarrassment, about dates and crushes and have it be about someone he actually likes for the first time ever. So he’s hopeful, if still unsure, by the end of the evening, and when he leaves Jackie and Hayden’s and checks his phone, there’s a message waiting for him. 
 
Ilya 
I hope you are having a good evening with your friends, even if they are Hayden Pike and Rose Landry. Goodnight Hollander. 
 
 
 
@ firstnamehollanov hollanovs eldest child
I miss the tl when hollanov had just gone on a date and everyone was happy and no one was fighting 
   @ holzdolz Dolly -   the concept of no one on twt fighting
 
@BostonRaiders Boston Raiders
We stand by our captain, Ilya Rozanov, and encourage the NHL to reconsider this baseless and discriminatory benching. Boston is disappointed that courage and authenticity is still being punished in 2017. 
 
@ shaneygoodboy Mary
no comment from Yuna Hollander this is bone chilling 
 
@ goodolhockey John
if Hollander and Rozanov haven’t done anything wrong why are they so scared of this investigation?
   @ holzdolz Dolly -mind you homophobia exists
    @ russianbear clove -  mind you neither of them have said anything???
 
@ russianbear clove
You guys do realize how serious this is right? Like if Roz loses his work visa he has to go back to Russia????
   @ antiicewoke miranda - so? he goes home? boo hoo? Illegals are so entitled 
        @ russianbear clove - first of all he’s not ‘illegal’ second fuck you third RUSSIA he has to go to RUSSIA as a BISEXUAL MAN forth fuck you
           @ antiicewoke miranda - so????                        
@ russianbear clove - https://www.ucd.ie/research/impact/casestudies/adecadeofviolencemonitoringanti-lgbtqhatecrimesinrussia/ 
 
@RealRoseLandry Rose Landry 
As a longtime hockey fan, I am really disappointed to see how the NHL has been responding to my friend Shane Hollander’s coming out and will no longer be watching any games so long as this homophobic suspension remains in place. 
    @RealRoseLandry Rose Landry - @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer  I love you and I’m never playing UNO with you ever again. Anyone who knows you knows how ridiculous the idea of you rigging a game really is. 
       @RealRoseLandry Rose Landry - @RealIlyaRozanov I don’t know you but from what I’ve heard it’s equally ridiculous. Also we both know your chances of seducing Shane would be over if you ever threw a game for him. 
      
@ hollandryisreallll  no. 1 hollandry fan       
‘Friend’ ok
   @24is1formyheart shay - girl he literally just came out as gay ???
     @ hollandryisreallll  no. 1 hollandry fan -  It’s the perfect excuse they can hide in plain sight and keep dating without the paparazzi hounding them
             @24is1formyheart shay - Can i dissect you?
 
@ droolingover24 Tic
Once again Montreal caught saying NOTHING 
  @24is1formyheart shay - cowards
    @ holzdolz Dolly -  I can’t believe I’m saying this but get Shane out of there!!!
 
@ nhlmpreg fanny 
TL is grim it’s my duty to start pregnancy rumours watch out
    @ montrealllll224 dave -  They’re both men?
         @ nhlmpreg fanny - So? Have you SEEN hollander? Child bearing hips fr fr
 
 @ roselandryhq Rose Landry HQ
Ok laundries - you heard rose! I know a lot of us got into hockey thanks to her but we’re boycotting the NHL is solidarity with Shane Hollander, Ilya Rozanov and the queer community 
     @ roselandryhq Rose Landry HQ - Here are some links to petitions and emails you can send!
        @ roselandryhq Rose Landry HQ - Reminder this means NO going to games NO buying any merch NO watching the games at all! 
            @ rosierosieposie posie -  “Oh no what will I do” * keeps living my life the exact same way * 
              @arosebyanyothername Rose My Queen -  Genuinely how have you managed to be a rose fan without getting into hockey???? I swear it’s the only thing she talks about 
                    @ rosierosieposie posie - Through sheer force of will
 
@ 1008463728 Mat
Oh great now fucking girls who have never watched a game in their lives are going to starts trying to police the sport
 @ droolingover24 Tic -  “Police the sport” and it’s just saying homophobia is bad 
 
@ droolingover24 Tic
Watching hollzys shirtless ads on loop instead of hockey #boycott 
   @ shaneybugbug Libby - Wait… I could’ve been doing that this whole time???
 
@ scotthunternyc Captain Scott Hunter 
Benching generational players like hollander and rozanov is unacceptable and ‘rigging’ is an outrageous reason to anyone who’s ever had to play either of them
    @ ryancarmichaeloffficial R. Carmichael
 - count yourself lucky you’ve never had to play with both of them idk if I’m more scared of hollander or roz when we play Montreal
        @ stsimonvic St-Simon - remember when roz bought drinks for a WEEK for anyone who scored against Montreal 
             @ ryancarmichaeloffficial R. Carmichael - Remember when he made us do suicides for a week when we lost ?????
 
@ bosdaddyton81 Flo
If I see another person talk about last nights game I’ll lose my mind DO YOU KNOW WHAT A BOYCOTT EVEN MEANS 
 
@ 81hotdotdot eat me roz
Didn’t Roz literally break Hollanders ribs one time from how hard he checked him??? Like wdym???
  @ bosdaddyton81 Flo  I swear hollzys given him like 3 concussions didn’t he brag about it in an interview once 
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
Shane hollander goes to bed at 10 pm @ Scott this is earlier than even the elderly can you confirm? It is like he does not want to talk to me 💔💔💔why must we be separated so someone do something
   @ 81hotdotdot eat me roz - What time does he wake up?
       @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - morning 
           @ 81hotdotdot eat me roz  … as apposed to…?
                @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - normal 
   @ minorhockeyhollzy bbg shaney - Maybe he doesn’t want to talk to you?
       @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - impossible also you suck
 
@ shaneybugbug Libby
Literally for what reason does the us have the gun laws they have if not for one of you to shoot Crowell already?
  @ 8181818181 roz dong -  Rozanov is on it #trust
 
@ icemenace Ro
Everyone losing their minds while Roz comes up with ways to flirt with hollander AND insult hunter as the same time
   @ 8181818181 roz dong -   Its soothing to him
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
9. Grumpy focused kitten face
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  Cliff Marlow
hey this is boiziau right 
 
JJ Boiziau
uhhhhhhhhhhh 
why
 
Cliff Marlow
oh yeah sorry
this is Cliff Marlow bro
 
JJ Boiziau
oh hey man how’s it going 
 
Cliff Marlow 
bad 
idk if ur cap is as bad as mine but we’re all sick of him and his pining 
 
JJ Boiziau
I KEEP TELLING CAL IT WAS A FUCKING DATE
 
Cliff Marlow 
oh thank hod
god
so he likes him too 
 
JJ Boiziau
fuck yeah
Shanes just convinced Rozanov isn’t serious 
 
Cliff Marlow
i'm gonna kms 
dude roz thinks the same thing 
 
JJ Boiziau
they’re hopeless
 
Cliff Marlow 
we have to do something bro
 
JJ Boiziau
i've never seen two people who’re so clearly obsessed with each other not fuck when they get the chance 
 
Cliff Marlow
dude
you stole my thought
I was bamboozled when roz came back and told me they didn’t even kiss???
 
JJ Boiziau
cowards
kinda cute tho
 
Cliff Marlow
adorbs 
but if roz keeps talking about hollzy i'm gonna get violent man
i'm sure he’s great but I don’t need to know about every single one of his freckles 
 
JJ Boiziau
nah I wish cap never tells us anything! but I swear he’s still blushing from nyc
 
Cliff Marlow
if I had someone talk about my ass the way Roz talks about hollzys i'd be blushing too
 
JJ Boiziau
he’s not wrong about that 
hollzys got a nice ass
 
Cliff Marlow
facts 
caps got a fat ass too tho 
 
JJ Boiziau 
true I need his glute workout 
 
Cliff Marlow
the bastard won’t tell us 
 
JJ Boiziau 
… but he might tell shane?
 
Cliff Marlow
bro
you’re a genius w\ a beautiful ass
 
JJ Boiziau 
thanks man
i've actually been working on it
 
Cliff Marlow
i feel you it’s not easy to be on a team with captain bubble cheeks over here 
 
JJ Boiziau 
hey ur doin pretty great yourself 
those pants u wore to the all stars had my jaw on the floor man idk how u fit all that in there
 
Cliff Marlow 
aw thanks man
 
JJ Boiziau 
so u have a plan to get these idiots together
 
Cliff Marlow
oh yeah
idk
i was hoping u would have some ideas man
 
JJ Boiziau 
damn
ok wait gimme a sec
 
ok bro how would u feel about joining a gc
 
Cliff Marlow 
sure man if ur there
 
JJ Boiziau 
course dude



JJ has added Cliff Marlow to Operation Finding Shane True Love
 
JJ Boiziau
ok ladies this is cliff marlow he's a bro and rozanovs friend and he wants shane and roz together too
bro this is jackie pike and rose landry
 
Cliff Marlow 
nice 
loved that movie where you were kidnapped
 
Rose Landry has changed the group chat name to Smashing Hollanov Together Like Dolls 
 
Rose Landry 
Oooooooh insider information 
 
Cliff Marlow 
😎
 
JJ Boiziau
whats hollanov
 
Cliff Marlow 
its the name fans call roz and hollander cause they want to post them somewhere
cap talks about it all the time 
 
Rose Landry
They ship them *
 
Cliff Marlow 
yeah that
idk where tho gay marriage is legal here now
 
Rose Landry
It just means they want them to be together 
 
Cliff Marlow 
like us!
 
Rose Landry 
Sure 
 
Cliff Marlow 
awww that's kinda nice
and a little weird
 
JJ Boiziau
a lot of people are weird about shane 
 
Cliff Marlow 
yeah roz is too
 
Rose Landry
Lmaooo 
 
Cliff Marlow 
in a good way!
 
JJ Boiziau
Rozanov definitely likes shane too
 
Jackie Pike
We knew that already
 
JJ Boiziau
oh
he has no other information
 
Cliff Marlow 
🫤
 
Rose Landry
Men istg
 
Cliff Marlow 
can i add svetlana here
she and roz go way back 
 
Jackie Pike
Didn't they date???
 
Cliff Marlow 
nah
but they used to fuck so she probs has some insider info bout that to help
me n roz have only had a couple threesomes so i don't know as much
 
Rose Landry
Uhhhh
 
JJ Boiziau
perfect bro ur a genius
 
Cliff Marlow 
cool 
 
Cliff Marlow has added Svetlana Vetrova to Smashing Hollanov Together Like Dolls
 
Svetlana Vetrova
Rose Landry i want you 
 
Rose Landry
Russians sure are a forward bunch huh
 
Cliff Marlow 
focus!!!
I cannot hear another one of roz’s laments again without hockey he literally has nothing else to do and yk who he goes to??? ME
 
Svetlana Vetrova
where are you getting this new vocabulary ? lament? 
 
Cliff Marlow 
shut up i read
 
JJ Boiziau
marlows always had a great vocab
 
Cliff Marlow 
thanks man i appreciate you
 
Rose Landry
Okkkkk
 
Svetlana Vetrova
so. your shane does not believe my Ilyushka? what is his problem? 
 
Cliff Marlow 
woah i vouched for you svet
 
Svetlana Vetrova
hush
 
Rose Landry
Your “ilyushka” is a known player 
Our shane doesn't have a problem he's just naturally a little hesitant
 
JJ Boiziau
ok woah ladies
 
Rose Landry
Do not ok ladies me boiziau
 
Svetlana Vetrova
shut up boiziau
 
Cliff Marlow 
common ground!
 
Jackie Pike
wow ok cool down everyone were all here for the same reason no point in picking fights that's rozanovs job
 
Cliff Marlow 
that last chirp wasn't cool man unnecessary 
 
Jackie Pike
Ok i'm sorry you're right
We all feel a little defensive of shane and obviously you feel the same way about rozanov
Shane just … isn't great at social cues svetlana it's really nothing against rozanov at all 
He and hayden were best friends for a full year before he realized they were friends
 
JJ Boiziau
it is true is not the most social despite my best efforts 💔
 
Svetlana Vetrova 
autistic 
 
Jackie Pike
Yes
 
Rose Landry
Yes
 
JJ Boiziau
we don't know for sure 
 
Svetlana Vetrova 
right 
 
Cliff Marlow 
👀
 
JJ Boiziau
were getting off track
 
Cliff Marlow 
yeah were all here for our bros
 
Svetlana Vetrova
fine 
 
Rose Landry
Fine
 
Cliff Marlow 
sooooooo ideas?
 
Jackie Pike
We lock them in a (literal) closet until they make out
We book them a hotel with only one bed
We ask them to pretend to be together for something
 
Svetlana Vetrova 
are these romcom tropes?
 
Jackie Pike
Yes
 
Cliff Marlow 
nice 
 
Svetlana Vetrova
i do not think they will work long distance
 
Rose Landry
Honestly i think were starting to get through to shane we almost convinced him nyc was a date 
 
Cliff Marlow 
didnt my boy get him flowers?
 
Rose Landry
Yep
 
Cliff Marlow 
and books?
 
Rose Landry
Yep
 
JJ Boiziau
captain operates on a level of oblivious simply beyond bro
 
Rose Landry
But were almost there! Maybe we can convince him to flirt a bit? Maybe on twitter again?
 
Jackie Pike
Shane Hollander. Flirt.
 
JJ Boiziau
hey! caps got game
 
Jackie Pike
Hm
 
Svetlana Vetrova
if he flirts back on twt it will give ilya the confidence to be more forward in private i think
now he is worried shane does not feel the same
 
Rose Landry
Aw
 
Jackie Pike
That can be our first step then well keep encouraging shane that it's real and you make sure rozanov doesn't give up
 
Cliff Marlow
my boy would never he's smitten fr fr 
 
Svetlana Vetrova
boring plan but fine we start with this
 
Rose Landry
If shane won't do it himself i am not above stealing his phone and doing it for him
 
Jackie Pike
noted
 
JJ Boiziau
👍
 
Cliff Marlow
👍
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  Shane
I'm bored.
 
Ilya 
***boring
 
Shane 
Fuck you, I'm serious. 
What is there to do?
That isn't hockey.
 
Ilya
have you finished hockey books?
 
Shane
Yeah.
Or I mean no, not both of them, just the one I was telling you about. But it was reminding me about hockey and the fact that I can't play right now and it was depressing me.
Which is annoying because it was really interesting!
 
Ilya
hmm
 
Shane
It was! Even you said it sounded interesting.
 
Ilya 
i said that to be nice hollander 
montreal is still not letting you join in practice?
 
Shane
No.
Maybe I shouldn't have told you that, does that count as conspiracy? Team secret??? 
Shit. 
 
Ilya
relax hollander 
i told you i am practising with boston yes
so equal trade
 
Shane
That makes it worse!!!
Also it's normal that you're going to practise, hardly a secret. 
 
Ilya 
so you agree montreal are dicks beyond normal?
wow you go to the chicken house without hockey huh
is that why you play you are crazy otherwise
 
Shane 
To the chicken house?
… do you mean cooped up???
 
Ilya
not correct
 
Shane
Not quite.
But I get the sentiment and to that I say shut up.
 
Ilya
wow creative hollander
whatever shall i do
 
Shane 
Ughhhhh that's what I am asking you.
What are you doing? I know you're also bored.
 
Ilya
i can practise with my team because they are not losers
 
Shane 
Stop.
I don't want to talk about it.
 
Ilya
ok i am sorry
i am also a little bored
svetlana is very sick of me
 
Shane
Svetlana?
 
Ilya
she is old friend from russia 
my best friend probably
 
Shane 
You haven't mentioned her yet.
 
Ilya
we used to fuck but not anymore
 
Hollander?
 
Shane 
Ok.
 
Ilya
she likes you a lot
 
Shane 
Oh?
 
Ilya
i am fighting a war for her heart as number one favourite  hockey player 
 
Shane
Is it a war when one side has no chance of winning?
 
Ilya
this is what i tell her but she says no no i do not understand hollander is very good and very hot freckles are superpowering hockey feature 
it is very difficult to have your oldest friend betray you and also be so wrong
 
Shane 
Yeah, I don't need any superpowering hockey feature to beat you.
 
Ilya
you have no sympathy
good boy shane hollander prince of canada is actually asshole not me
 
Shane 
I don't think there's an asshole limit.
 
Ilya
ah you know a lot about this yes?
 
Shane
Shut up.
 
Ilya
i am just trying to save you from being soooo bored and this is what i get
 
Shane
Oh actually I forgot!!!
I was looking into dog shelters in Boston after our conversation in New York about you maybe getting a dog or something. Anyway, there's a few where you can actually volunteer, I don't know where you live obviously, so I hope this isn't ages away from your place but this is the best rated one and most chill about volunteer time slots changing a lot which would fit with your lifestyle and it's pretty close to the rink so hopefully close enough to you. Here's the link 
Obviously feel free to ignore if that's not something that interests you or whatever.
I have other ones if it's too far away.
I'm not trying to meddle or anything you don't have to and I mean you've probably already heard of it
 
Ilya
Hollander
you looked this up for me?
 
Shane 
I researched a bit, yeah.
Sorry if that's weird.
 
Ilya
researched
boston dog shelters 
 
Shane
Yeah.
Sorry.
 
Ilya
sorry why?
i am very excited thank you very much
 
Shane
Oh.
Good.
I get a little carried away sometimes. 
I'm glad you're interested. 
It would've been fine if you weren't ! But I'm glad.
 
Ilya
yes
i did not think of doing this
very silly
i love dogs
 
Shane 
Yeah, I know.
You get to walk and play with them but volunteering is also feeding them and like cleaning and stuff.
 
Ilya
i will sign up right now
thank you very very much hollander
 
Shane
I just looked it up
 
Ilya
Researched
 
Shane
Well yes I wouldn't send you a link to a bad one obviously.
Also, you literally paid for the tshirt I'm in right now, I owed you one.
 
Ilya
tshirt?
 
Shane 
From the Strand.
 
Ilya
send me picture
 
Shane
Of the shelter?
 
Ilya
of you
in tshirt
 
Shane
Why?
 
Ilya
you owe me you just said!
 
Shane
Not anymore.
 
Ilya
Hollander
 
Shane
Fine.
Here. 
It's a little small, I don't know if yours is too?
[image: ]
 
Ilya
hbslhvbA
 
Shane
?
 
Ilya
sorry
dropped my phone
sorry 
fuck
i am going to go sign up to volunteer now
 
Shane 
Ok. 



Shane should probably get hobbies or something. Even though he wouldn't need to if Crowell wasn't such a piece of shit. There's not much left to do when your job and entire reason for existence is (temporarily) stripped from you. As much as he loves working out (and needs to stay in shape), there’s a limit to how much of it he can do in a day, and then afterwards there's still so many hours left in the day. Hours usually filled by hockey practice and hockey game footage and reading hockey books and thinking of hockey strategies and his hockey teammates. 
Shane is starting to slowly realize what everyone's been saying about him being married to the game and ‘a little too obsessive’. Sort of. It's only a problem because he's not allowed it right now and the reminder makes his tummy hurt and his muscles clamp up uselessly in anger. His jaw hurts. So fuck them actually. Give him back his wife. 
Maybe he should get a dog. Or go to a shelter. He's more of a cat person though. Cats are independent enough that you don't need to feel guilty about your hockey player schedule. Fuck. 
Thank fuck for Rozanov, something he'd never have guessed he’d be feeling not so long ago. He feels a little guilty about it, how much he relies on the other man, the relief of not being alone. Of course, it's bad that they're both in this but god thank fuck they're both in this. Shane just hopes it's not the end of both of their careers. It can't be. There's no one else in the league anywhere close to them. 
They've been texting every day, long rambling conversations of mostly nonsense and petty competitions and nothing important and it's his only raft in this mess. His only saving grace and his biggest guilt. If not for Shane, for his coming out, for him responding to Rozanov's tweet and messaging him, for their time in New York, Rozanov would be playing right now. All that beautiful brain, sharp edges and brute force, kept off ice. 
His second biggest guilt in all this is everyone else and their useless and incessant worrying. Hayden has twenty million children to be focused on instead. And JJ and Rose and his parents have… other things too. Shane's fine, he does not need whatever sucicide watch they've set up or their concerned looks. He's fine. 
“Are you sure you don't want me to come with you?” frets his mom, eyes narrowed as she takes him in like she's trying to find proof that something's wrong. Shane is very sure he doesn't want her to come to the latest shoot for Reeboks with him. Yuna has channeled all her frustration with everything into long battles with various brands. So far, none of them have dropped him. They'll see how long that lasts.
“I'll be fine, Mom,” he says, hoping his voice sounds less winey than it feels, “It'll hardly project a good image if it looks like I can't even go to a shoot without my mom.” Yuna's eyes narrow even further. 
“I don't know… maybe I should come, just to be sure no one says or does anything tha-”
“I'm a grown adult,” Shane reminds her, rolling his shoulders back and making sure to hide his wince. They feel tight. 
A couple with a dog come into the small café they're sitting at the back of for lunch, his mother having come up to Montreal for a few days to work with Farah and yell at the commissioner. It's a small spot that actually caters to his food requirements and therefore where they always end up. So far no one has noticed them. Shane watches them order and wonders if Rozanov will actually sign up to volunteer at the dog shelter. What kind of dog is his favourite? Maybe he likes them all just the same, he didn't seem very biased in central park with the ones he pet and cuddled. Shane has always secretly liked the very thin and very fast ones. 
“Shane,” says Yuna. It's clear she's repeating herself. 
“Sorry,” he says sheepishly, “What?” She sighs but her face has fallen back into the now-familiar concern that has been defining the time since The Benching.
“Have you been sleeping sweetie?”
“Yeah.” No. 
“Hmmm. You know your dad and I are just worried because we love you?”
“Yes.”
“Fine. Listen, I really think I should come with you today. They were being amicable in their emails but I'm sure not sure if -”
“Mom.”
“ -  feel totally comfortable sending you there without representation, just in case, especially with everything -”
“Mom.”
“- they might just feel like you have less leverage now! And I don't want you unable to -”
“Mom, fuck,” Shane snaps, “No. I don't want you to fucking babysit me, ok? I'll be fine. I'm a fucking adult, I've done a million of these shoots before. That you organised so if you're so worried about that maybe you should've thought of that first?” 
Stunned silence. The café door bell rings cheerfully again as someone comes in or out. The two old ladies in oversized knitwear at the table closest to them are giving them judgmental looks. Giving him judgmental looks. His hands are flat on the table. He must have slammed them while snapping at his mom.
Fuck.
Fuck, he's such a dick. 
She's helping him she's helping him she's helping him, she loves him. This is just what his mom does. Shane takes a slow unsteady breath. The tiny headache that's been hanging at the back of his skull these days spikes. Yuna's eyebrows are sitting so high on her forehead, he's tempted to tell her they'll get frozen there if the wind changes, and her hands are still clutching her tea. 
“Well-” she says, mouth pursing.
“Fuck. I'm sorry.” Shane drops his head miserably.
“Language.” She looks too shocked to even know how to respond. Shane doesn't snap. Not like that, not even when he was a teenager. It was probably because he could take out any aggression on the ice, he thinks mournfully. “Honey - ” she pauses, “- if you didn't want to do any sponsor stuff right now, you could have just said, you know? It's too late to cancel now, day of, of course but… in advance.  And I'm organizing them now because it's important to show the league how popular you are and how much money you make them.” 
“Yeah.” He's sure she thinks so at least, but Yuna Hollander has never been very good at taking nos. “I'm sorry Mom, I just…”
“You're stressed, I understand but Shane, you can't go around taking it out on people.”
“I know.”
“Especially at the shoot.”
“I know, mom. Promise.”
“Ok,” she gives him a careful look over with another sigh, lips still pursed. He's wearing one of the linen shirts she bought him last year. “I suppose you can go alone, it's not really necessary I come along. But you have to tell me if anyone says anything, ok?” 
“Ok.”
“Yes?”
“Yes, Jesus.”
It's awkward as they pay and leave but her hug is still warm as they say goodbye. The moment Shane gets into his car, the guilt sinks in. Fuck, he's a dick. He'll have to get her flowers or something to say sorry. 
He's ten minutes into the hour-long drive to the shoot, stewing in guilt and lingering undeserved rage still simmering somewhere when Rose calls. Shane doesn't really want to talk to anyone right now but maybe it'll get him settled again, ready to tackle the long afternoon ahead of him. 
“Hey.”
“Shane!” Rose is still staying with him, though she leaves soon to start film something whos plot Shane still cannot understand - he's not sure if he's stupid, Rose is terrible at explaining film plots or the plot is truly that incomprehensible - but he hasn't seen her in a couple of days as she's been busy doing movie star stuff and he's been dragged through meeting after meeting with his mom and lawyers. He misses her, it's been nice having her around. “Are you home this afternoon? I haven't seen you in agesss.” In two days. 
“No,” he says, “I'm on my way to that Reebok shoot right now.”
“Oh, yeah,” she hums, “Damn I forgot about that.”
“I'll be there this evening though!”
“Perfect, we’re eating together.”
“My diet -”
“Will be accounted for, although I will boo you.”
“That's fine,” he laughs, turning with a scowl at the car in front of him that isn't signaling. Idiot.
“Have you been thinking about what I said the other day?” Right. Rose thinks he should answer Rozanov on twitter more. Again. Shane's honestly not really sure why the other man is still posting on there but, while he knows that he's been posting, he’s avoiding the app entirely at the moment so he hasn't seen exactly what. There are things he'd rather not know. Rose thinks - well. Rose thinks that Rozanov actually means all of the things he posts online so Rose's opinion doesn't go for much on this topic. 
“No.”
“Cmonnnn Shane.”
“Rose -”
“You like this man! He's thirsting after you online! A lot. What’s the hold up?”
Shane groans. Rose doesn't understand that Rozanov is the biggest shit poster alive and also that his tummy cramps at the thought of flirting live on twitter for everyone to see. It's fine if Rozanov does it. It doesn't really mean anything when Rozanov does it, because he does stuff like that all the time. It is not the same if Shane does it too. 
“The hold up is I don't want to.”
Rose boos and Shane rolls his eyes. 
“He's going to think you don't like him back,” she moans, “If you don't want to flirt publically do it privately then!”
“Ha.”
“You suck. There's literally nothing to lose, Shane. I can help you come up with something to say even - although you did deliciously last time.”
“Uh thanks?” Shane swallows and forces himself to relax the grip of his hands on his steering wheel. His head hurts. “But that's not - why do you want me to so much? I actually talk to him now.”
“Well,” Rose hesitates and sighs. “I just think - I mean have you talked about it at all?” 
“No,” Shane admits.
“Right… and I - i just mean. Shane, are you sure he's not taking it badly?”
“...what?” Shane breaks a little too hard at a red light. His stomach is sinking.
“It's probably fine! I don't mean - hey, I'm sure he's not actually upset about it, I just mean that are you sure he doesn't want a response? Especially after you guys went on a date? Like, maybe the reason he hasn't made more of a move is because he thinks you don't feel the same way cause you aren't answering you know?” Rose is talking very fast now. “... Shane?” 
“Yeah,” he manages, “Um. I don't - uh, I don't think that he, I don't think it's that serious Rose.”
“Oh Shaney, I'm sorry,” she says softly, “I really don't mean to stress you out, i just think it could be fun, no? To flirt a little?” Shane doesn't think it would be fun, Shane thinks it would give him a stress ulcer. 
“Sure,” he says, “Maybe. Listen Rose. I have to go, ok? I'll uh - I'll see you tonight.”
“Ok,” says Rose carefully, “Don't overthink anything I said ok? I'll see you tonight. Love you.”
“Love you,” Shane mumbles back. The car falls silent again. Shane is definitely going to overthink this. Fuck.
 
He does overthink it. He overthinks it the whole damn shoot. Does Rozanov expect him to reply to tweets, especially now that they're probably friends? Should he respond? It's pretty common knowledge that Shane is pretty offline right? God what if that really is the reason that rozanov hasn't flirted with him privately. He should call Rose back and shake her. 
It doesn't help that the shoot, for the first time with Reebok, is not shoes but a new athletic clothing line they have coming out and the sizing is…
“Um. I think they're a little small?” says Shane, tugging slightly at the shorts (he has not been given a shirt) as he comes out of the changing room, “Especially around my thighs?” He looks up when there's a loud clattering sound. Someone has dropped a whole bunch of hangers to the ground but instead of picking them up everyone is staring at them. Are they that bad? 
“Wow,” says the director. “I see.” She looks a little shocked. The hanger-dropper makes a strangled sound and drops to the floor to collect them. No one else is moving. Shane frowns in confusion. 
Another one of the models comes out and the shorts do not look as tight on them, confirming his ‘too small’ observation but no one seems in a rush to fix it. Shane hopes they have another size. The model looks him up and down and whistles softly. 
“Damn,” he says, “Maybe I should get into hockey.”
“Probably wouldn't go very well with modeling,” Shane tells him honestly, “A lot of broken noses.” He makes a considering sound and looks Shane up and down slowly.
“Not what I meant.” Before Shane can ask, the director interrupts, sounding slightly strangled.
“Right. Shane, you can keep those, it'll work. Let's get going.”
So he's in clothes much tighter than his usual preference, twisting and turning in front of a camera while going through a dilemma. Not ideal. Much to his embarrassment, he has to be reminded to stop frowning multiple times as his mind wanders to Rose’s words. All the same, the shoot passes pretty well and fairly quickly and the assistant director gives him his number if he needs anything which is weird but probably a good sign. He'll pass it on to his mom. 
By the time he's back in his car to go home, he's made up his mind. He'll just ask Rozanov. Simple. He takes his phone out and stares at it for fifteen minutes straight. Maybe not simple. Honesty and directness, Shane tells himself, honesty and directness. HonestY is the best policy as his dad often says and his mom often adds conditions to. 
 
Shane
Hey, can I ask you something?
 
Rozanov always answers quickly. It's something Shane appreciates about him. He never leaves you wondering or waiting. 
 
Ilya
of course
 
Shane
Right.
It's just about something Rose was saying.
 
Ilya
rose landry
 
Shane
Yeah.
 
He takes a slow, deep breath, deliberating how to put it. No way about it but through.
 
Shane
You know twitter
 
Ilya
yes
what is this hollander
 
Shane
You know your tweets
 
Ilya
i am familiar with them
 
Shane
Your ones about me, I mean.
 
He watches ilya start and stop typing for a full minute, feeling like he might throw up.
 
Ilya
yes
 
Anticlimactic. But fine, yes, good, right, ok. Ok. Shane needs to breathe and not throw up. He can do both.
 
Shane
Do you want me to answer them? 
It's just Rose said you might be offended that I don't. I'm just not really online, especially at the moment, especially on twitter, you know?
But I can!
Answer, I mean.
If you really want me to.
Or something.
 
I don't want you to think, he starts to type but what? What doesn't he want Rozanov to think? That he doesn't want him? Shane thinks it was probably embarrassingly obvious that he wanted him in New York. And every time they've ever interacted, ever. He realizes, staring down at his phone, with a sudden bolt of awful clarity that he wants Rozanov to reply saying that he should answer because he means every one of those tweets. That he's been waiting for Shane. That he wants him. That he - 
Rozanov isn't answering. Shane rests his head on his steering wheel and waits, heart pounding in the small space. And waits and waits and waits. Should he have been clearer? Should he have said something else? Fuck he should’ve let Rose help him word this - Rozanov is typing.
Then stops.
Starts.
Stops.
Shane's going to throw up. His whole body jolts when a text comes through.
 
Ilya
You don't need to answer if you don't want to.
 
Right. Yeah, ok. Right, right, right. Shane doesn't think this has been healthy for his cortisol levels. He still sort of wants to throw up.
 
Shane
Are you sure?
 
Ilya
Of course hollander don't worry.
 
Ok that's - that's good news, right? He can go home and tell Rose she was wrong and … yeah. That's - that's fine, he's glad. Good that Rozanov isn't secretly upset with him. Good that Shane hasn't been messing this all up.
Good that Rozanov doesn't care. Fine. Perfect. 
Time to go home then.





 
 
 
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
Going into actual withdrawal symptoms from like of hollzy sightings bring my love backkkk toooo meeee
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
Petition for crowell to resign 
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
Petition for theriault to resign
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
Petition for drapeau to resign
   @ tendergoalmmm lucia - What has he done?
     @ autistic24holzy Em - Nothing yet i just hate him
       @ tendergoalmmm lucia - Oh ! ok
 
@ russianbear clove
Been trying to watch different sports while the nhl boycott goes on and man. There's just something about having them been on ice with knives strapped to their feet and the ability to just fight each other that just adds that je ne sais quoi man 
   @ icemenace Ro - Fr while is everything else so slow
   @ agimirt saoirse - You should try out hurling next! Irish sport very violent they have sticks and helmets
      @ russianbear clove - Ok! Where can i watch it?
         @ agimirt saoirse - RTE
            @ russianbear clove - Right 
 
@ icemenace Ro
Someone interview ilya rozanov right now please i need to feel something 
 
@ antiicewoke miranda 
‘Boycott’ these bitches are so annoying this is why no one wants gay people in sports! So much drama
 
@ rosierosieposie posie
All these shane hollander fans with nothing to watch since he's not playing might i suggest… a little rose landry movie ? as a treat? 
    @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou - I actually did watch some when they dated! But there's only so many times you can watch the same person get kidnapped
       @ rosierosieposie posie - I guess that's fair
 
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander 
Thank you to everyone for your support, both since i came out and since the commissioners decision. I want to be very clear, I have never and would never cheat in any way and neither would Rozanov. This benching is clear homophobic discrimination and i am disappointed in the leagues cowardice in upholding it. Hockey is for everyone.
   @ shanehockey24 Julie - Oooooooh mama hollander maddddd
   @ droolingover24 Tic  - Crowell count your days
 
@zboodhockey Bood 
I stand by@RealIlyaRozanov and @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer  two of the most competitive but honorable men i've ever met. Ottawa is with you both. 
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
I am bored and everything is very negative right now question time go
 
@ stsimonvic St-Simon
@RealIlyaRozanov has hollzy stopped answering your texts
    @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - he has to go model for boring brand 
      @ 8181818181 roz dong - So yes lmaooooo
 
@hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation
How long are you going to keep listing things you like about hollander? @RealIlyaRozanov #qna
   @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - Forever @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer
     @hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation - If you two don't get married it's over for the rest of us
 
@ russianbear clove
When did you realoze you were bisexual @RealIlyaRozanov #qna
   @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - When i slept with a boy would recommend @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer
     @ russianbear clove - I'm a lesbian
       @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - Girls are fun too joy of bisexual
 
@ iceicebaby Harry
Why did you fight dallas kent so much last game @RealIlyaRozanov #qna
   @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - Doing his mother a favor
     @ iceicebaby Harry - ??????
 
@ luccaaaaaahockeee haas has ass
Any tips on becoming the best hockey player possible? @RealIlyaRozanov #qna
   @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - Be bisexual and hot and cool and it all comes natural otherwise ask @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer
 
@ 81hotdotdot eat me roz
Workout routine? @RealIlyaRozanov #qna
   @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - Depends. Shout out to my trainer @ NaAME and my perfect genetics. I will post full video one day maybe
 
@ gayandicehockey Aidan 
How much can you bench press @RealIlyaRozanov #qna
   @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov More than @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer weighs @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer 
 
@ droolingover24 Tic 
Since when have you had a crush on hollzy @RealIlyaRozanov #qna
   @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - He gave me handshake twice when we met 
 
@ holzdolz Dolly 
When did you and hollander meet? Wasn't it the junior worlds like ages ago? @RealIlyaRozanov #qna
   @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - Yes he was very brave and came over to give out to me for smoking
 
@ shayden2435 shane pike
Thoughts on hayden pike @RealIlyaRozanov #qna
   @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - Qna is over now
   @rozsno1fan - Boooo
   @ 81hotdotdot eat me roz - Booooooo
   @ shaneygoodboy Mary - booooooooo
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
I'm genuinely shocked the league still haven't unbench hollanov
   @ bosdaddyton81 Flo - Or given any details into what this ‘investigation’ is???
 
@cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow 
Why is ilya googling how to spell biseps
   @ bosdaddyton81 Flo - *biceps points for trying i guess
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
10. Biceps 








  
    Chapter End Notes

    I was gonna try make the t-shirt in the pic Shane sends Ilya look more realistic but then I though it was really fucking funny that it didn't so I left it like that

listen... shane'll get there eventually. gotta go through to get through r whatever

you have to picture Shane shaking, deep circles under his eyes, left eye literally twitching and saying 'im fine' while Hayden slowly moves the knives away from him to fully grasp this chapter


  


      

  












      Chapter 17
  


    Chapter Summary

    every time I post a chapter I say to myself ok the next one tho ill write that so fast and every time a week passes like wtf im gonna blame all the time spent hungover this weekend actually



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Shane
Please tell my mom as her new favourite son that a whole pride shoot campaign with rolex isn't necessary.
Everyone knows gay people can wear watches, it's hockey they're being pricks about.
Also I thought rainbow capitalism was a bad thing?
 
Ok, apparently there's a mixed consensus on that. 
It can be good in that it reflects the changing cultural tides and brings about queer visibility and normalising queer peoples existence but it's still all about the money and a lot of these companies remain deeply homophobic and can't be actually relied on once the culture shifts back. I think. 
 
Have you ever been to a gay bar?
Is that something I should do now?
 
You don't have to say anything to my mom obviously ahahaha just to be clear. I can talk to her myself, she's just on a warpath. 
 
Hey are you ok?
 
Rozanov?
 
I'm bored again, did you ever end up signing up at the dog shelter?
 
Ok.
 
Hey, are you busy tomorrow? I'll be in New York for that shoot I told you about… 
 
You're such a dick.
But I hope you're ok. 




It has been 17 days since Shane came out to the world, 12 days since he was benched from the sport he loves and four days since Ilya Rozanov has answered to any of his messages. Not that anyone's counting. It's just that usually he answers quickly and Shane has let himself rely on that. Rozanov must've found something or someone more interesting to occupy his time off. 
Shane can admit he's feeling a little bitter about it all as he lands in New York early as fuck for a two day underwear shoot and none of his teammates answer his good luck message in the team group chat. It's probably a bit pathetic to keep sending them to no answer, especially since Montreal have lost every game but one (and that was against Ottawa so it hardly counts) since he was benched, he might even be jinxing them at this point. But Shane has never been able to take his role as captain as anything but too seriously. He has no other messages. 
New York is busy and loud and slick with rain, jostling him through the crowds, umbrella bumping into umbrella as the other early morning commuters rush by him. He's tempted to break his ‘no caffeine during the season’ rule to get himself through the coming morning and ward off the growing headache at his temple but resists mostly on the basis that he doesn't want to be late. 
Shane's least favourite thing about modeling shoots, apart from never knowing what to do with his hands or his face, is how many people are touching him throughout the day. Make up, hair, wardrobe, so many random people moving his limbs into the right places. He tries not to stiffen up too obviously as he's being ‘touched up on’ in between shots, sending the makeup artists strained smiles as he wonders why the fuck his abs need makeup on them.
“Ok, ok,” says the director, frowning at the camera screen in front of him, “Let's go again, yeah? You just walk up from the back marker, straight to the camera then - thumb in waistband - yes, yes exactly like that. Everyone ready?” The artists scuttle off and Shane gets back into place, trying to appear relaxed and confident and like he can walk normally. As confident as Shane is in his body - he's aware that he looks good, athletic, tall, ticks most of the conventional beauty boxes - it's hard not to feel a little self conscious when everyone is staring at you and you're the only one in your underwear while everyone else is fully dressed. But it's fine, it's fine, it's fine. Shane can walk normally, he's been doing it most of his life, Shane can -
“Ok, cut. Cut! Shane - Shane, just, walk normally, yeah? Just relax. No - uh whatever that was. Normal, ok? Ok. Take seven, everyone ready? And -”
Maybe Shane can't do this and the modeling career his mother is setting up for him is just as doomed as his stupid hockey one and he's going to get fired because he has no idea how to walk with all these people looking at him. It's a long day. The shoot runs long, everyone starts looking a mix of sympathetic and frustrated that slowly turns pitying and by the end the director ends it with a sighed, “We’ll end it here folks, try again tomorrow.” 
Shane does not want to try again tomorrow. 
 
By the time he gets back to hotel, simultaneously starving and nauseous at the thought of food, thinking only of lying in the dark of his room, he's in no mood to hear that the Metros have once again lost, brutally, and to none other than fucking Toronto. Even less in the mood to get a message from JJ telling him to ignore Comeau which means Comeau has said something, though of course not on the fucking team group chat literally there to use. Shane's not stupid, he knows they have one without him, probably since before he even came out but he is annoyed by how they've all started acting like they don't even have his number. 
Because Shane Hollander is always sensible and always boring and apparently not worth texting, he forces himself to eat first and go through his nighttime routine, ignoring the texts flooding in from his mom and Hayden, before he looks it up. All he has to type in in Gilbert Comeau and there's a new video dated three hours ago of the guy in the post match conference beside a tired looking Hayden and Shane is already seething that he's apparently stupid enough to complain to the fucking press. He's going to make them all do fucking suicides until they drop the moment he's back.
“Do you have anything to say about your captain's suspension after that game?” a reporter asks, like they haven't been unsuccessfully asking since Shane was benched. “Especaily with record low chances of making it to the playoffs since he was drafted? Who do you think holds the blame?”
“We stand by the league and wait to hear from the commissioner,” says Comeau, face getting redder, as Hayden scowls. Apparently Theriault doesn't want him giving interviews himself, despite being stand-in captain as alternate in Shane's absence, because he doesn't trust him to ‘stick to the script’. Given that it's a shit script, Shane can't say he's surprised. Comeau does not have such reservations, but there's a reason the guy isn't usually shoved in front of reporters this much and it's clear he's getting sick of it.  
“Really?” presses the reporter, “Boston have come out publicly against the league in favor of their captain, is there no similar sentiment in Montreal? This hasn't caused any mistrust or tension within the team?” Comeau, impressively, goes even redder. In a way, it's nice to see the guy who once told Shane he was too dramatic about the press hounding him have to be the one to face them for once. 
“The team are and have always been brothers,” Comeau visibly forces out while Hayden scowls even deeper. Jesus, they don't even need to ask if there's tension between the team, it's right there for everyone to see. ‘Brothers’, sure. “Boston can feel however they want but that's not what we're focused on right now.”
“You're not focused on the loss of your captain and top scorer?” asks another reporter, skeptically. 
“We’re here to play -” tries Comeau. 
“What do you have to say about fans saying that this proves that Hollander has been dragging the whole team on his back?” 
Comeau's eye twitches. Hayden, usually bothered by that, smirks slightly. 
“It's a team sport -”
“Sure, but you've won one game out of eight since he was benched and Hollander -”
“Jesus fucking Christ,” bursts out Comeau. Silence among the reporters. “We get it, everyone wants to suck Hollander’s fucking dick. Well, he's not fucking here, is he? You know who is? Me! Us - the rest of the fucking team that didn't go get ourselves benched for bending over for a fucking bitch like a -” 
Hayden tackles him and the video stops. 
Shane’s headache is spreading down his throat. The light of his phone screen is hurting his eyes. He shuts it off and leans back on his bed, carefully taking deep breaths. Ok then. As if he doesn't fucking wish he was there that fucking - ok. Fucking Comeau. Fucking - fine. Fine. 
The worst part about this really is that now instead of being able to go to sleep he's going to have to call Hayden. And then his mom probably. God, fuck Comeau honestly. Brave fucking words from someone with his stats this season. Shane honestly thinks he'd be less mad if the man had managed to score once over the last four games. 
His phone buzzes, Hayden. Shane answers wearily. 
“At least tell me you didn't get yourself injured tackling Comeau,” he says dryly.
“So you've seen it,” says Hayden sheepishly, “I'm sorry for not shutting him up sooner.” Shane just sighs up at his ceiling. He hates talking sometimes. He's got nothing left to say. “I'm fine,” says Hayden, “So’s Comeau unfortunately. It was just a little push.” It was not just a little push. It looked like a pretty big fucking push.  “I'm only calling now cause I just got out of being yelled at, though honestly I think they're a little glad I shut him up.” Shane laughs despite himself. 
“Probably. Who’re they going to put on press now?”
Hayden groans. “Who knows. Hopefully you'll be back before then.”
“Yeah,” says Shane quietly, tugging on the duvet beneath him.
“Hey man,” says Hayden hesitantly, “Are you -”
“I'm fine.”
“Ok, but -”
“Hay. I'm fine. Please, just -” There's a lump in Shane's throat and the tight lid on all his thoughts is loosening.
“Ok, ok, man. I just - um, I wanted to check in and let you know they're gonna make us film a video being all buddy buddy or some shit for socials tomorrow." The genuine disgust in Hayden's voice brings a slight smile to Shane's face even as he struggles to swallow painfully. 
“I figured. It's fine - seriously.” 
“You're not the one who’s gonna have to pretend to like him.”
Shane snorts. “Listen I should go call my mom-”
“Oh yeah, of course, of course.” 
Shane does call his mom and stares at the wall and makes occasional humming noises as she speaks and then doesn't sleep and stares at his messages and wills and wills and wills one particular person to answer until he falls into a fitful rest around four only to be woken by his alarm an hour and a half later. 
 
 
Somehow the second day of ad shooting goes even worse. The makeup artist visibly winces at the sight of him and he spends even longer in her chair trying not to make faces at the texture of makeup being piled up on his skin than yesterday. One of the … interns? - coffee-getting people Shane is sure has an actual title of sorts on this kind of set that he doesn't know - very clearly keeps up with hockey enough to have seen Comeau's interview and keeps giving him equally pitying and curious looks.  Shane's headache has not dissipated during the night and the bright lights are punishing on his frazzled tired brain.
The producer seems to have decided that the reason he's fucking everything up is because Shane is a dumb jock with too many concussions or something and keeps speaking to him very slowly, using only small words and it's getting under his skin. ‘I can speak English,’ he wants to snap, wishes he could stop picturing the way people would talk to his mom when he was younger and sometimes still because they assumed she wasn't Canadian. His normally tightly contained anger is on a short fucking leash from lack of sleep, coming to a head when the director says, 
“One, two, three, four, five steps, playing natural, natural -”
“Maybe don't point the fucking lights right in my eyes,” he snaps back and immediately regrets it. “Sorry, sorry.” What follows is a very scandalised mediation and fuss where Shane apologizes five hundred times with the (true) explanation that he hadn't slept well and the lights were hurting his head. He must look rough enough that they believe him and, in fairness, they do move the lights a little. It doesn't help. He forces himself back into his best behavior, jaw throbbing with the force of how hard he clamps it, all the same and the director seems willing to forgive him. 
By the end of the (long long long) day, Shane bolts out of there, not even bothering to get his makeup removed, just needing to be away from people and lights and noise. And he can't even go back home he has to go to a fucking hotel - it's fine, he's fine, it's fine. The hotel room is fine. It's not home but Shane is used to not being home.  
No new messages. He hadn't had his phone with him for the shoot. 
A quick workout in the hotel gym to try relax. No new messages.
Forcing down a half meal. No new messages. 
Shower. No new messages. 
Everything fucking hurts and Shane is so sick of people. He's so sick of himself. 
He opens instagram and the first thing on his feed is a video posted by the Montreal Metros account seven hours ago with twenty thousand likes. Hayden and Comeau are tossing a water bottle onto a table and doing a bad job at pretending to be friends. Shane doesn't know why that's the thing that makes him cry so hard he can't breathe. 
It's been a long fucking two days. Sometimes it feels like it's been a long few years but then it starts to feel like a long fucking life and shane doesn't want to think like that he's just tired. He loves hockey, he loves his life, he just wishes sometimes he didn't have to make so many sacrifices for it, which is silly because of course he does. That's the price for being the best. 
Shane can't breathe. He tugs at his hair painfully, hiccuping, but his body is too busy shaking with the force of his sobs, trying to release all this stupid too muchness to deal with things like breathing. 
The hotel room blurs and Shane can't die somewhere with a minimalistic brown approach, he won't. He's shuddering and shaking and feverish with panic as he clutches his phone and thoughtlessly navigates to one person, to one call button. Rozanov might not answer, Shane realizes belatedly as he huddles over, ringing phone pressed to his ear, in fact, he probably won't. 
He's so focused on the thought he doesn't immediately notice when Rozanov does pick up. Neither of them speak but Shane can hear his breathing and - yes, yes, good, perfect, if Shane could just listen to him breathe, could get just this, it would be perfect. He hiccups slightly as he tries to sync their breathing. Rozanov breathes so nicely. Steady and low and safe. 
Good, good, good, Shane is almost - he can build himself up into a person again if Rozanov gives him just a minute of this. 
“Hollander?” His voice sounds hoarse. Fuck, did Shane wake him up? 
“Mmm.”
“You - are you ok?” He's speaking so quietly. Everything is quiet now. That's what Shane’s been needing all day. Just quiet. 
“Mmmmm.”
“It sounds like you are crying Hollander,” Rozanov states, still quiet, voice all careful and concerned. Shane lets slip a small sob and nods uselessly to the empty room. “Dorogoy, what is going on? Are you ok?” 
“I'm fine,” Shane mumbles into his knees, "I'm sorry.” Rozanov is just breathing again. “Just a long day. I don't know why I - you can, um, you, why haven't you been answering me?” Pathetic. God, fucking christ, pathetic and small and embarrasing. He should hang up and move to a tiny french village and learn to bake bread and never speak to another man except his dad ever again.
“Fuck - I am sorry Hollander, I … I didn't mean to.” He sounds honest. He sounds small too. Shane presses his forehead harder into his knee. “I have been - um, I was busy I -” Shane is so sick of being lied to. He wishes Rozanov didn't fucking do this, he wants this one safe good space back. He's breathing now but tears keep falling down his face without pause. 
“You don't have to, fuck I shouldn’t have called,” Shane sighs, “I'm sorry. I had a tough day but that not your problem, I'm -”
“No, no, no,” rushes out Rozanov, “Hollander, no, I am glad you called me - tell me what is wrong, yes? I can fix. I will - anything, Hollander, just tell me." It's stupid that Shane believes him a little, even though he can't fix anything.
“I'm in New York," he says, even though Rozanov knows that because he's been reading Shane's messages, just not answering. “You ever been to the Prosper Hotel? It's so fucking ugly.” Rozanov gives a low, surprised laugh.
“I will make them bulldoze it,” he promises.
“A redecoration is enough.” 
Another precious laugh, distorted through the phone. Just breathing. Easy.
“Why have you had tough day?”
Shane sighs and sits up, swiping away the dampness on his face. He hates crying. 
“I'm being dramatic,” he mumbles, “I just miss hockey and Comeau’s being shit and I'm not cut out to be a model and I'm alone in this ugly hotel room.” 
“Agree to disagree,” says Rozanov, “I have a Shane Hollander billboard right next to my house, you know? All these people, they walk past and they say wow what a sexy man, they do not even know they are hockey city traitors because they do not follow sports and think Shane Hollander is just a beautiful model they get to look at sometimes.” 
Shane flops back onto the bed. “They tell you that, do they?”
“All the time.” He can't help the smile that escapes him at that. “You are not very dramatic Hollander, everyone is just shit right now.” 
“You're not shit.”
“I have been pretty shit not answering messages.”
Shane sighs. “Yeah.” With his head closer to the window and his breathing returned to normal, he can hear the distant sounds of the city below. 
“Give me three and a half hours and I will make it up to you, ok?” Three and a half hours? What…? Shane sits up.
“Rozanov.”
“Hollander. You do not want to be alone in ugly hotel room.”
“That doesn't - you can't just -”
“Practice is optional tomorrow.”
“Ok but -”
“Hollander. Three and a half hours. Set alarm.” 
“Rozanov it's -” He’s hung up. Shane stares at his phone in disbelief. The audacity. It's late! Too late to be impulse driving to New York from Boston alone, if that's what he's really doing. Shane's call back is ignored. Unbelievable. 
He paces. Sits down. Tidies the impeccably clean hotel room. Showers again. Changes clothes, then back again, cursing traveling light. Paces. 
Three hours slowly pass. The bedside clock ticks slowly and Shane watches it with a mixture of dread and anticipation and something he can't name. 
01:00 am.
01:08 am.
01:14 am. 
01:24 am. 
The hotel phone line rings. Shane answers it slowly, as if in a trance.
“Mr Hollander?”
“Hello.”
“Excuse me for the late hour, there's a Mr Rozanov here to see you.”
“Yes.”
“Shall I let him up, Mr Hollander? We can call security if -”
“No, no, let him up.” Shane puts the phone back down. Slow deep breaths. 




@ icemenace Ro
I can still hear roz sometimes… in the wind…
 
@ bosdaddyton81 Flo
Roz come back home the kids (me) miss you
 
@ russianbear clove
Everyone shocked that rozanov isn't posting on twt anymore like this place isn't infested with bipobia I WONDER WHY HE'S NOT POSTING 
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
Boycott actually working!!! The stadium for the metros toronto game was barely half empty apparently keep going!!!
    @ autistic24holzy Em - remember the nhl will literally only care if they're losing money 
 
@ droolingover24 Tic 
Montreal loses again hand up IF you're surprised…
    @ metrosbrothersss  - Give me back my cup winning team of brothers 😭🙏😭🙏
 
@ montrealmetrosforthecup Ben 
I'm so sick of losing just give us hollzy back it's not like we were playing boston for any of these matches anyway!!!
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
Boycotting watching nhl matches but it's actually good cause the metros have forgotten how to play hockey anyway
 
@ droolingover24 Tic 
I'm sorry comeau said WHAT
 
@hollanovshilya bea 
Comeau said hollander got benched for sleeping with rozanov so is this confirmation …?!!! #hollanov
    @ shaneygoodboy Mary - Oh my god no he was being homophobic are you stupid 
 
@ holzdolz Dolly 
Gilbert comeau you will mysteriously drop dead in three days… 
 
@ shaydenforever Shayden Forever
Hayden defending his man when comeau was being homophobic 🥵🥵🥵
    @haydenhollander  Shayden4Life - Oh he was MAD do NOT come for his man
 
@ shaneygoodboy Mary
Hollzy and roz draught… now this… it's so over 
 
@ montrealllll224 dave 
I can't believe the metros won't even be making it to the playoffs this year what happened
 
@ shayden2435 shane pike
Antis will try to say this isn't shayden proof 
 
@ holzdolz Dolly 
I just know c****u is throwing up sick with jealousy roz got there first 
 
@ nhlesbian lesbians4hockey
I can't believe gilbert comeau just outed hollanov
   @ montrealshane Maddie - The concept of gilbert comeau being the person hollanov feel comfortable coming out to
 
@ icemenace Ro
Roz not posting for days and now hollzys teammates being homophobic on main … oh it's not looking good  
 
@ antiicewoke miranda
Everyone shock but you can't admit to sucking a rival captains dick and still expect to have your teams trust 🤷‍♀️
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
I knew something was up in fucking montreal!!! That toxic af lockerroom and people said i was dramatic for being worried for shane jesus
 
@ bosdaddyton81 Flo
Roz… the tl needs you roz come back 
 
@24is1formyheart shay
I know i said i wanted hollzy back but… uhhhh keep him away from that man actually 
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
If that's what they're saying PUBLICALLY TO REPORTS what is being said in private i feel sick
 
@ gilcomeau68 Gil Comeau Go Metros 
I let my anger get away from me in the heat of the moment, I'm sorry to all my fans who expect better from me. #gometros
    @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou - Sorry to your fans but not your ‘brother’???? Huh
    @ holzdolz Dolly - literally what fans 
 
@ metrosbrothersss 
(⊙_⊙)
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
11. So strong 
12. Resilient
13. Determined





  
    Chapter End Notes

    does this count as angst kinda? eh not for long anyways they're too cute

also!!! Ilya comes off kinda shitty here but next chapter will be his pov he's not having fun

if you've noticed the chapter count just went up... uhhhh yeahhhhh that was kinda inevitable ig but having actually planned till the end now im pretty sure on the total count of 31

to all the new people who just started reading this fiction this week um 🧍‍♂️🧍‍♂️🧍‍♂️ hello 🧍‍♂️🧍‍♂️🧍‍♂️ and to all of you indiscriminately 🫦🫦🫦 hello🫦🫦🫦


  


      

  












      Chapter 18
  



    Chapter Notes

      I feel like I should put in a brief tw for discussions of suicide, description of a depressive episode and mentions of racism and homophobia - none of it is very detailed or graphic but if you think it should be added to the tags please let me know!!!
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  Sometimes, Ilya has bad days. Everyone does, of course, but Ilya is too self indulgent and self-pitying to be normal about feeling bad sometimes. Faults that stretch back to his childhood. Boston goes on a roadie he can't join and Sveta has to go on a business trip because people have lives outside of him and he was pretty stupid buying such a big house when it's only him here. 
The main problem with Ilya's bad days is that he forgets that there are good days and the bad ones yawn out in front of him like an unending unclimbable hill he has no reason to hike. He gets so bored. 
The first bad day is fine. He gets out of bed to see the Bears off and give a speech about how they better not embarrass him out there and tells Cliff to hit the clubs in his honour and ruffles the rookies’ hair. He eats lunch and answers Sveta's call to listen to her complain about all the men she has to deal with. He goes to the gym. He looks at the picture Hollander sent him in the t-shirt he bought him a lot. He answers Hollander’s messages and tries to be normal and social and charming and doesn't quite manage, especially when Hollander asks about his twitter. But it's fine. He feels a little embarrassed by existing and a little hurt even though he doesn't ever really expect Hollander to answer his tweets now. They're more for fun than anything and maybe to let out some feelings but Hollander’s so offline and they actually speak now so Ilya really doesn't expect anything from him. He just feels like a burden or a duty to fulfil on bad days so Hollander is pressing a bruise he can't see.
He tells himself if he gets enough sleep, tomorrow will be good. 
The second bad day, his brother calls. Ilya hasn't answered his calls since coming out and he doesn't know what possesses him to answer now. Loneliness or a longing to be punished in some way, maybe. It's not a good call. It's clear Alexei hasn't exactly stepped back to take a look at himself and work on his issues since learning his little brother is bisexual. There's a weirdly comforting ache about being called slurs in Russian. Ilya doesn't answer anyone else that day. 
On the third bad day, breathing bruises and Ilya doesn't get up until his afternoon training session at the gym. It's fine. He forces himself to eat. He stares at his messages and tries to summon something to say but it all comes out stilted and sad and dull so he puts his phone away and goes back to bed. 
On the fourth bad day, he wakes up tired. He tries not to flinch at the people in the gym, at the noise in the street, at the smile on his trainers face. He goes home and wonders if Hollander hates him now and doesn't have the courage to text him and check. Once he's better, he will. Once he's able enough to face the world. Once he's not so tired.
On the fifth bad day, his brother calls again and Ilya watches it ring and then blocks him. He waits to feel better until he's so bored with himself, he gets out of bed and wanders through Boston until he's more lost than he has been since he was a rookie. He feels very far away from the city around him, the people hustling and bustling around, and with that comes a sharp feeling of relief, the freedom of anonymity. Being no one is so easy. He's disappointed to come home and realize he's still himself. 
On the sixth day, Shane Hollander calls. It's been a day. Not bad bad, but not good yet either. The Bears are back in town and so everyone wants to see him and Ilya has been dodging attempts to hang out because he just needs one more day or two to feel normal again and be charming, easy Roz. Sveta’s texts have started to have a threatening edge to them that tells him her and Cliff have been colluding and collaborating against him once more but it just makes him feel sick instead of warm like usual. He's been back in bed, scrolling through mountains of nonsense since he came back from the gym earlier in the afternoon. 
It doesn't even come to mind not to answer Hollander’s call. 
It doesn't even come to mind not to go to New York when Hollander is sad and lonely and crying. 
Before he's formed a conscious thought, he's rolling out of bed, pausing only to look up synonyms of ‘strong’, but he can't quite find a word that means exactly what he wants to say so he just tweets a bunch, figuring he has to make up for the days he didn't say anything anyways. He reaches his house's door before he even fully realizes that he's going anywhere. It's dark out. He takes his favourite car, a gorgeous red lambourgini.  
Ilya has always been fond of rule breaking and it's always extended to how he drives. He avoids being dangerous for others but on a late night highway? He speeds. Car purring around him, landscape blurring by him, a goal in mind, he feels more human than he has in days. 
Nerves don't hit until he's walking into Hollander’s hotel lobby and he's suddenly very aware that he invited himself here without Hollander's input and that it's late. Hollander doesn't stay up this late. The lobby is huge and empty and threatening and Ilya is dressed in sweatpants under the judgmental light of the shimmering chandeliers. He smiles awkwardly at the concierge whose answering smile tells him he better hope Hollander answers the phone. 
The elevator up one floor to Hollander’s room is full of mirrors reflecting his tired face, days old stubble and worn hoodie back at him. Ilya is filled with the maniacal wish to drive all the way back to Boston to change and shower and come back better and worthy but it's not a long enough trip up to let him overthink himself into enough of a panic. The elevator music twinkles when it stops and he walks with increasingly heavy feet to room 1221. 
He barely knocks before the door is being yanked open. Ilya looks like he's spent the past week wasting away in bed and Hollander has wet tired eyes, ruffled hair sticking in every which direction and a soft-looking oversized t-shirt on and he's the most beautiful person Ilya has ever seen. Gone is the usual tight grip on professionalism and perfection, neatly brushed hair and sponsored clothes, replaced by a uniquely late night softness and post cry flush. He looks almost real like this. Almost like someone Ilya can touch. 
He looks shocked to see Ilya in front of him. Ilya is equally shocked, despite the whole drive and talking to the concierge and the elevator and knocking on the door, to be here in front of Hollander. What a silly thing, that he's the one Hollander called, what a silly thing to be the one able to see him like this. What a silly beautiful thing. 
“You're here.”
“Gonna let me in?”
Hollander blushes and looks away, gaze darting to his socked feet as he steps aside, holding the door to let Ilya through. It's a pretty standard luxury hotel set up. Lots of beige and a darker admittedly-unfortunate brown. A leather armchair, a queen sized bed, a big window, lots of mirrors just in case you missed all of the brown so you can see it reflected back at you twice. Still…
“Wow, disgrace to have the Shane Hollander stay here,” he says teasingly, “Not up to standards, hmm?” Hollander trails in closely after him, eyes narrowing as he takes in the room. 
“It's really not,” he grumbles. “I mean people get whole degrees in this you know? And it's not like this place can't afford to hire an actual fucking interior designer. Imagine this is your whole job and you're this bad at it - I mean look at that lamp.”
“It's a pretty ugly lamp,” Ilya agrees, laughing despite himself and his nerves.
“Right?! And it's the best one. The rest of them have white cool toned lighting." There is genuine horror in his vicious tone. 
“You could change hotel, you know? I think you can maybe afford it.” Hollander shakes his head, face going serious and distant.
“Calvin Klein is housing me,” he says, turning away to look at the beige patterned wallpaper. “Don't want to offend them.” Ilya wants to tell him that they probably deal with diva celebrities all the time and he doubts they would be too offended by Shane Hollander politely requesting another hotel. He says nothing in the sudden tension between them, throat tightening around whatever teasing remark he could deliver to lighten it. 
“What are you doing here Rozanov?” Hollander can't look him in the eye, stubbornly fixed just to the side at the curls around his left ear. What the fuck is Ilya doing here. 
“You said we weren't alone anymore,” he says, feeling a little ill. Hollander frowns. “Um. When you messaged me after… after I came out? You said it was nice not to be alone in this, yes? I have your back.” What else is there to say? “So I'm here.” He watches Hollander chew on that, mouth pulled to the side as he contemplates the bloodied embarrassing pieces of Ilya's guts he's willingly handed over. 
“But why - um. Hm. You don't - I didn't mean to like, force you into some sort of fucked up contract, you know? Like you don't have to - I didn't mean to make you feel obligated to spend time with me or or text me or -”
“No, no, no, no, no,” Ilya's head is shaking before Hollander gets half of his sentence out, hands reaching out desperately to stop him. “That is not - no, Hollander. Do not be silly, that is not why I - um. Why I have been talking to you.” Hollander's eyes dart briefly to meet his before flying away back to his ear, an awful, distrustful look on his face. “Maybe at first we talk because of this - this thing we have in common, yes?” Ilya gestures between them wildly. “But that was weeks ago, Hollander. Now we - we get on. Good conversations. We had … we had fun, last time, in New York. We -I want to talk to you. I like you, yes?” 
Hollander's eyes dart all over his face, but it's Ilya's turn to not be able to catch his eyes, focusing instead on watching him swallow as he digests. 
“Ok,” he says slowly. “I like you too but then - why haven't you answered my texts? If - i mean if i'm being too clingy or something, you can just say so you know?” Hollander likes him. Ilya feels dizzy. 
“No. that is not why I - I -”
“I know you were lying about being busy,” says Hollander, head tilted to the side like a sad irresistible puppy, all wide brown eyes. 
“Yes,” Ilya admits, because that really wasn't his best work. “I - um, sometimes i -” Ilya can't give up all of his deepest secrets standing awkwardly in the middle of an ugly hotel room. “Can we sit down, maybe? To - to talk.” 
“Oh.” Hollander looks around like he’d forgotten where they are. “Of course. Take off your shoes.” It is a sign that Ilya has spent too much time in America that he didn't automatically take them off at the door. His mama would be furious. He kicks them off and then gently kicks them to the door under Hollander's unimpressed gaze. “Water?”
“Sure.”
He accepts the glass Hollander offers and follows him to sit at the edge of the bed. Carefully sipping in a blatant attempt to stall, he quickly finds himself melting under Hollander's puppy gaze, bringing his glass back down to his lap and staring at the water left in it. This is it, the moment Ilya always fucks up, the moment vulnerability is demanded from him and he slams his walls down instead. 
“My mom killed herself,” he blurts out, which isn't what he wanted to say. He doesn't think he's ever put the words in that order before. This is why Ilya doesn't do this. What the fuck. Why - what is he saying. Who answers ‘my mom killed herself’ when their crush asks why they haven't been answering them? Fuck. “Not recently,” he adds hastely, still staring down as the glass in his lap, “Ages ago - when I was, I was twelve so. It's not - it doesn't. I mean it was not good, of course, but now - I am grown up. Without her. So.” 
“Oh,” Hollander breathes out softly beside him and Ilya has to keep going. 
“That is not the reason obviously. I - it is probably a good thing for you to know this now actually, I am… she was very sad. But - but very beautiful and funny and - and sad. And I am maybe like her sometimes.” It takes a moment and then Hollander sucks in a harsh breath and Ilya rushes to add, "I would not do that. I just - well maybe sometimes I think about it but I wouldn't. I wouldn't.” He turns to Hollander urgently for the first time since he began speaking and is met with his devastated face. 
“Ok,” he says nodding, “You wouldn't.” Ilya nods with him, relieved, and looks back down at his glass. 
“I wouldn't. I am just sometimes sad. And lazy. And it makes answering messages very difficult but that - it's not because I don't want to, Hollander. It is better if I do not, when I am like that, anyways.”
“I don't think you're lazy.” It's so out of the blue Ilya stops talking and can't think of what to say next. He takes a drink of water to avoid it. Of course, Hollander can't let it go. “Rozanov. You're not lazy. And neither was your mom. Being - sad isn't your fault." Ilya nods. “Mental health is -” Ilya can't help but laugh. “What?”
“Just you -” he shakes his head and suddenly his laugh is turning into something else, throat closing, and he turns away to hide the tear rolling down his face. 
“Hey. Hey-” Hollander's hand is warm on his shoulder and careful as he tugs him in and then everything is warm as Ilya is being swallowed into a hug. It takes him a moment to awkwardly wrap his arms loosely around Hollander’s waist in return. “Relax,” he says lowly, warm breath sweeping across the intersection of Ilya's throat and shoulder. Helplessly, Ilya does. Hollander is so strong and steady, easily able to hold up Ilyas weight, broad shouldered and big, encircling him with warmth. This is a good hug. Ilya squeezes him tightly back. 
Eventually, he reluctantly pulls back and Hollander lets him go before flopping backwards on the bed with a childlike looseness. Ilya puts his glass on the ground before mimicking him, hands on his stomach as he looks up at the ceiling. 
“Have you gone to therapy?” asks Hollander.
“No.”
“Not even after your mom -”
“No, not even. It is not - in Russia, it is seen as a weakness. Therapy is a western invention, an embarrassment.” Shane humphs, clearly displeased. “My father was … very traditional man. He would not have approved. My brother is mostly the same. He is police, like my father. Was not very happy about me coming out.” He can't keep the bitterness entirely out of his voice. 
“I'm so sorry,” says Hollander and he sounds it. He sounds heartbroken. Ilya shrugs. 
“I can not go back now anyway.”
“Home?”
“To Russia. Remember? Not safe,” he says, " I am lucky, I can get out and be bisexual in America but.” He swallows. “It is not safe for me to go back now.”
“Fuck. Yeah. You - you said.”
“I knew what I was doing when I came out.” Ilya feels Hollander moving and thinks for a second that this is it this is the thing too much but Hollander is only moving closer, so that their shoulders press together. 
“Yes, but that sucks. That's so unfair. I guess when you told me I didn’t… it didn’t like click that that meant, you know, forever. It’s just so-”
“Yes, I know.”
“I'm so sorry, Ilya.” He pronounces Ilya's name funny, wrong like everyone on this continent but no less sweet. 
“It's not your fault.”
“I know. I know.” He sounds frustrated, like he wishes it was his fault so that he could reverse it all. Even the ceiling in this hotel room is beige. “I - I mean I don't get it obviously, but I get, I get family being uh - my dads parents are racist. So we don't see them anymore. It's not the same thing but um, yeah I get the way it can make you feel … small.” 
“They are racist?” ilya repeats. Hollander sighs.
“Yeah. Couldn't deal with a japanese grandkid. Apparently they were weird when my parents were dating but got worse when - when I was born. They'd make all these stupid little comments and like, treat my cousins way different and it just - my dad doesn't talk to them anymore. They tried to get in contact after I got drafted but. Yeah, none of us wanted to talk to them.” Sometimes Ilya can get so angry it scares him. He thinks of a little Shane with round cheeks and his freckles and anyone treating him like less than and finds it hard to breathe. He wonders if Shane is thinking something similar about him.  
“They're very stupid.”
“Mmmm. Sometimes I think - it's horrible but sometimes I think it prepared me for hockey, you know? For locker room culture. I think it would've been worse to go into that unprepared.” Ilya doesn't think you can ever be prepared for bigotry and ignorant hatred and he thinks Shane knows it. He doesn't think hearing Alexei calling him a faggot prepared him for hearing it thrown casually around between teammates for years in Russia and then the US until he forced the Bears into many many sensitivy classes and still now on the ice. He thinks it just made him more scared. 
“Montreal…”
“Shut up by the time I made captain.” If Ilya isn't back on the ice in time for their next face off against Montreal in a couple of days, he's paying each of the guys to beat up that team for him. If he is on the ice… 
“And now?” he asks.
“And now,” Shane sighs, “And now it's pretty obvious they never got over it, I guess. Just … pretended I was white. But gay and asian? I don't know why I thought maybe they'd be cool with it.” 
“I think you are very brave,” says Ilya through the tightness in his throat. 
“Ha! Stupid, maybe. I think you're very brave.”
“How come I get to be brave but not you?” 
“Because.”
“That is not a good reason, Hollander. You don't get the final say so.”
“Oh, so you do?”
“Yes, obviously.” Ilya thinks Shane might be trying to explode him with his mind. They've both turned their heads to look at each other now, a much better sight than the ceiling's ugly paint. Shane is so close. His eyes are a very dark brown. 
“No,” he says stubbornly.
“Fine. I get say so on you and you get say so on me.” 
“Fine, whatever,” huffs Shane, blushing pinker still, throwing his pretty freckles into relief, even in the shadowed light of the lamp. “Your mom sounds like she was brave too.”
“What?” Ilya can't hide his shock, his voice garringly loud in the quiet of the room. He's the first person to ever say so. 
“You said you were like her.” Ilya doesn't want to cry again but everything burns.
“I meant -” he says haltingly.
“I know what you meant,” interrupts Shane softly, “But you said she was funny and beautiful. I think you -”
“I think we should talk about something else,” interrupts Ilya abruptly before he says or does something insane and because he doesn't know what to do with the feeling rising from his stomach and choking him. He's back to staring at the ceiling. Shane is too dangerous to look at. He feels the pause in the air between them before Shane acquiesces. 
“Ok. Sorry.” 
Ilya shakes his head. “What happened today?”
“Today?”
“To make you call?”
“Oh,” Shane lets out a half embarrassed groan and Ilya glances over to see he's no longer looking his way either, wrinkling his noise up at the ceiling. “I'm not very good at … feelings. And then sometimes they all pile up all at once and i - uh, i get overwhelmed. I guess I didn't really let myself feel the whole benching situation and, you know, modeling shoots, they're … a lot.”
“Hmmm, yes,” Ilya agrees. “But I think you know better than me.”
“My mom loves a marketing opportunity,” Shane replies drily and shockingly after the weight of their conversation Ilya still finds it in himself to laugh. 
“She is lucky you are her son.” 
“I'm lucky she's my mom,” Shane says easily and Ilya can feel him freeze up beside him, “I'm sorry, I didn't mean-”
“Is fine. I know what you meant, Shane.” Ilya can feel Shane turn his face to him so he turns his head to look back at him and is rewarded with the full force of his smile. “This -” - he waves between them - “ - has been a lot, yes? For tonight? Maybe now we talk about something, eh, easier?” 
“Ok,” Shane agrees easily, his eyelashes blinking slowly in a way that reminds Ilya that he's staying up well past his bedtime. “What do you want to talk about?”
“I don't know.” That gets him a soft laugh. 
“The director brought his dog for ‘emotional support’ to the second half of the shoot today, I was so distracted and terrible,” he says proudly, like he's pleased to have a story to tell Ilya.
“Support for you or for him?” 
“Oh for him. It was one of those tiny white dogs that hates every and he had it in a handbag -” 
As Hollander yawns around his story, Ilya tells himself that he'll get up in just a moment and request a room for himself or at least offer to take the floor. But before he can realize, faster than he thought possible, he's lulled to straight sleep by Shane's low voice. 
Safe and sound. 
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    Chapter End Notes

    everyone in the comments of the last chapter talking about hotel room equal intimacy hell yeah get some emotional intimacy BAM

this is basically has heavy as its gonna get guys dw the next chapter will be back to a lighter tone they just needed this

hope everyones doing good!
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  Shane wakes up fully clothed and warm. He wakes slowly, blinking into awareness with the confusion following a good deep sleep, squinting and grumbling when he realizes he must've forgotten to close the blinds last night and there's a ray of sun beaming right into his face. But when he tries to turn and move away from it, a solid weight across his hip and against his back stops him. Shane rubs his eyes and pushes himself up with one hand, forcing himself to wake up properly and freezes at the sight that greets him.
Shane tends to curl up when asleep, tucking his big hockey player body and long limbs into himself to get as small as possible, enjoying the tight comfort of it. Ilya, apparently, sprawls.
His legs are kicked out behind him and askew, forming a wide v. His left hand is thrown out to his side and fists his pillow behind him, still against the bed's headboard. His right hand is firmly wrapped around Shane's waist, hand gripping him tightly, while his face is smashed into Shane's lower back, half hidden. Every time he breathes out, one of his curls moves gently away from his face then back. 
Shane is hit by a bolt of fondness so strong he feels like he should do something about it, the feeling too strong to contain in his body, but he forces himself not to move and ruin the perfect chance to just look. It's so rare that Ilya isn't moving and talking and exuding charisma and charm, so rare to get such a simple sweet glimpse of his face at ease and sleep-soft. 
They must have fallen asleep while talking, both still fully dressed on top of the covers. Shane hasn't slept this well in weeks. He feels deliciously rested, muscles lose and easy, brain clearer than it has been in days. He risks reaching over to get his phone but, while he grumbles slightly in his sleep, Ilya doesn't wake up as Shane's torso - his pillow - moves slightly.
It's 10:17. He stares at the number, uncomprehendingly. Shane never sleeps in, much less this late. He looks down at Ilya, who looks dead to the world still, and can't resist gently running his hands through his curls. No reaction. 
Shane needs to do something with these feelings. These overwhelming colossal feelings threatening to take him over and - and he doesn't know. Doesn't know where to put this, what to do with it. 
He gets up. It takes some wriggling and careful maneuvering and freezing, breath held, every time Ilya moves or grumbles but he makes it out of the bed. Ilya clearly isn't pleased, brows furrowing and lips pouting adorably, but he stays asleep and his arm, previously holding Shane, reaches out, over the edge of the bed, effectively making his body take over the entire bed. Shane can't help the small laugh that falls from him at the sight. 
Ilya's features soften again and it's pretty clear he's got a good bit more sleep left in him, so Shane doesn't worry too much about going to the hotel gym without letting him know. He feels a little guilty that Ilya drove all the way here just for him so late but he'd told Shane once that he went to bed late and woke up late usually anyway. So hopefully he's just sleepy, not completely exhausted. 
The gym is thankfully empty and Shane feels immediate relief as he starts going through a quick workout, body settling into the familiar motions. He feels a little silly, to be so flustered, to feel so completely thrown, no idea what to do now. People have gone through this before, lots of people, all the time. He's by no means the first or last. How does everyone else do this? How do they go on about their lives like normal? How do they hold it all inside without it killing them? 
Maybe no one else has ever done it like him before. Afterall, no one else has ever been Shane Hollander faced with Ilya Rozanov. 
No one else has ever been falling in love like this. 
Shane gets onto the exercise bike and peddles until his thighs burn. Ilya Rozanov is a massive built hockey player known for getting into fights on ice, he would probably not appreciate the fierce, aching protectiveness growing through Shane's stomach. It's as though their conversation last night has finally peeled away the remaining defences between them leaving nothing but this. The image of Ilya, soft and vulnerable in the partial light of the hotel lamp, and the sight of him this morning, golden in the sun. Shane's ruined, usually-oh-so-careful heart. The seething rage at the entire country of Russia and Ilya's awful stupid family that's been rising since New York and threatening to overtake him since last night. His mom could probably take down a government, couldn't she? Should Shane get into politics? He's pretty sure they wouldn't let him become president of Russia to pass gay rights. 
He gets onto an ergo next, trying to burn the anger through his workout. Shane has no younger siblings, no smaller cousins, the closest thing are the Pike kids, so the protective roar in his chest is new and uncomfortable. He needs to calm down. Shane may be a fixer, a go getter, a type A, a whatever you want to call it, he can't fix this. He needs to calm down and be normal and cool and not insane when Ilya wakes up. He needs to …
The image of Ilya wild and wide eyed, looking almost surprised to see him answer his door last night comes to him out of nowhere. His skin paler than normal, his curls slightly crushed and wilted looking from the drive, the tiredness that radiated from him, a slight edge to him, like a wounded animal looking to Shane for comfort. He's so beautiful it hurts Shane's stomach even to think about. 
He needs to get it together and then he needs to be brave. He needs to stop ignoring Ilya flirting with him on twitter and Ilya bringing him on a date and buy him flowers in New York and Ilya driving three and a half hours at night so he wouldn't be alone and pretending like he doesn't know what all this means. He needs to stop acting like he didn't come out and his team didn't fucking suck about it and admit that maybe there are things other than hockey that he can care about and prioritize. He needs to be brave like Ilya.
But first he does need to sort things out with his fucking team. Shane won't let yet another group of people attack and mistreat Ilya for the stupid reasons. 
 
 
Back in his room, Ilya is still fast asleep so Shane takes a nice long shower before getting dressed. He comes out of the bathroom, toweling his hair, to the sight of a squinting ruffled looking Russian in his bed. He must spend ages styling them usually because having just woken up, Ilya's hair is an excited mess totally unlike the perfect curls it usually falls into. 
“Good morning,” he says, sounding still half asleep and Shane ducks his head, feeling his cheeks flush at the deep grovel in his voice first thing in the morning. 
“Morning,” he says, hanging his towel over a chair to dry. “How’d you sleep?” Ilya groans and flops back onto the bed with a yawn.
“Very good,” he says, “Super duper. You?”
“Yeah, good,” Shane grins. “I've been up for a bit though - hit the gym.”
“Of course you have. You are an early worm.”
“Early bird, you mean?” he asks, sitting down on the bed beside him and Ilya shakes his head immediately.
“No, no, poor early worm Hollander being eaten alive by his work out and busy busy day, should be the late worm like me, no birds around.” 
Shane snorts. “That makes no sense. You still have no work out and stuff if you wake up later.”
“Is early, give me a break.”
“It's actually -” he checks his watch and feels his eyebrows flick up “- like half eleven.”
“Early.”
“No.”
“Morning, so it is early.”
“That's - that's not how it works.”
“Oh yes, oh grand judge Hollander? How does earliness work in your dictatorship?”
“Well first of all if this was a dictatorship i would not call myself 'grand judge Hollander' and second of all you're such an asshole.” That earns him a delighted laugh and a flash of Ilya's dimples. 
“I am hungry, I will get dressed and we go eat, da?” 
 
 
Shane is also starving. They go to a trendy-looking café not far from the hotel that specializes in healthy brunch options. Ilya acts as though Shane is planning on starving him and his entire team and then shooting them all in a back alley. Shane ignores his complaints about the sugar lacking in the options and the ‘over abundance’ of vegetables, happily selecting a protein porridge with berries and a ginger tea, knowing that he has to be over-exaggerating his aversion to healthy food as a professional athlete with insane arms … right? Shane should ask what the Boston diet plan looks like - or is that collusion? 
The café is on the corner of the street, meaning double of the big windows letting light pour in, the moody clouds of the past days replaced by warm sunlight that reaches even their back table. Ilya lets him sit in the corner couch seat, tucked against the walls and facing the café but Shane isn't looking at anything but the man in front of him, curls backlit by the sun giving him an angelic halo. 
Despite the intensity of last night, the atmosphere between them is light and easy as they wait for their food, Ilya teasing him for information about his photoshoots and inexplicably pouting when Shane tells him about the assistant producer who gave him his number, though he brightens when Shane tells him he gave it to his mom. Shane ribs him in return for not getting the same promotional opportunities. 
“Clearly the brands know who is the better player,” he says in mock sympathy. “Don't be jealous.”
“Blah,” Ilya waves off, “Pretty privilege.” Shane is pretty sure he's giving him a big head from laughing so much at all his jokes but he can't help it, even as this one makes his cheeks flush. He's sure Ilya is aware that he equally - if not more so - benefits from ‘pretty privilege’.
Their food arrives and Shane takes advantage of the moment to scan Ilya carefully. He looks better than last night. Still tired, the dark circles under his eyes unfortunately still more pronounced after a long night of sleep than Shane would like and paler than usual, though at least the morning has brought a pretty pink colour to his cheeks completely missing last night. Mostly, there is still some of that fragile delicateness to him that had so surprised Shane. He couldn't really say exactly what it is, maybe just a feeling or the way he holds himself tighter and smaller than usual. Shane hates it. 
He reaches out with his foot and presses it to Ilyas which results in a beaming full toothed smile. He's ok, Shane reminds himself, he's here with me and he's ok. He takes a long drink of tea to burry down the feeling crawling up his throat.
To do when he gets back to Montreal : look up depression and therapy and suicide prevention and how to ask someone out. Maybe… maybe he could stay here, they could both stay here a few days longer? No, he has things to do first. Focus.
When his phone starts ringing, interrupting a story Ilya is telling about a night out with Cliff Marlow and a raccoon during his rookie year, he's tempted to ignore it. But Ilya stops talking and tilts his head at him curiously, a move that has Shane's throat tightening and an insane urge to coo at him rising. He checks and, seeing his mothers name lighting up his screen, resigns himself to answering. 
“Shane!!!” Startled, he pulls the phone away from his face before hesitantly returning it to his ear. Across the table, Ilya is laughing at him. 
“Mom?”
“Oh Shane! Have you seen the news, sweetie?” She sounds ecstatic but Shane's stomach still sinks. 
“No? What happened?” 
“Those assholes finally came around, I mean honestly it was getting embarrassing, I guess they couldn't justify it anymore - or they saw we were serious about -”
“Mom, Mom. What?” Ilya’s face has fallen into something serious now, eyebrows furrowing at him. God, he's so fucking cute. 
“Sorry, sorry - you're unbenched! Both of you! You can play tomorrow, Farah is calling Montreal as we speak but I doubt they'll say anything now that-”
Its anti-climatic, is Shane's first thought. After all that, that one day …what? Crowell just changes his mind?
"Holy shit," he says and immediately winces as Yuna pauses her tirade to scold him.
"Honestly," she says with a sigh, "Thank goodness for Farah and Annie and the lawyers - you'll thank Rozanov for me, will you? For his team being so cooperative and, well, capable I suppose. You boys still talk dont you?"
"Um, yeah," says Shane still in probably a state of shock, staring at Ilya just across from him. Fuck, he needs to tell his mom. "How - uh, how did you-"
"Good. Well, it was blatant discrimination," replies his mom brusquely, thankfully picking up on his question, "And, honestly, what was he thinking benching the number one and two players in the entire league, nonsense, really, it was never going to last. I think maybe he's trying to dissuade other players from coming out? Or maybe he just hoped to shove you both back into the closet."
"Right."
"Though they also…"
"They also?"
"well, they've been making quite the fuss about you and Rozanov no longer being seen as rivals. Tried to argue that it was in breach of your NHL contract image clauses. As if you haven't made them enough money from the whole thing. Boston stepped in and argued in your favor." Shane honestly loves how readily his mom, previously the strongest perpetuator of the Hollander/Rozanov rivalry, has switched teams to being indignant at the idea that he and Ilya cant be publicly friendly.
"And Montreal?" Her hesitation says everything. "Right."
"I honestly cant believe them," she says and he knows she's telling the truth. Yuna Hollander is to this day the most die hard Montreal fan Shane has ever met. In a way, its nice to not be the only betrayed one.
Shane's eyes have dropped to his plate without him realizing but movement catches his vision and he looks up to Ilya waving at him with both hands. He tilts his head and rises his eyebrows questioningly. Shane shakes his head quickly and gets a pout in response.
"Listen, you don't need to worry about the details of how, at least for now, we can do a full debrief late if you'd like," says Yuna, "For now, focus on getting back. i suppose it makes the most sense to keep the same flight you'd been planning to take, its early enough, no use being in a rush, you'll miss practice either way." Right, practice. Hockey practice with his team. Because Shane can play again.
Fuck. Shane can play again.
"Yeah," he says feeling like its hitting him at last. He can play. He wishes he was already on the ice.
"I'll be there when you land, no arguing," she continues and he nods uselessly. "We need to decide what to post and -"
"Hey, listen Mom," he says hastily, before she starts outline their next month worth of plans on the call, "Can we do that this evening? I'm out right now and -"
"Oh, ok, yes no problem. I'll get a head start on things anyway. Have a safe flight, honey."
"See you soon Mom, love you."
Ilya looks ready to burst when Shane put his phone down but he gets there first. "We're unbenched."
It's validating to see the shock and disbelief on Ilya's face. "We're playing each other tomorrow." Fuck. Shane had forgotten that somehow. Boston v Montreal, Montreal's final hope to make it to the playoffs, is tomorrows game.
"I bet Crowell did that on purpose. Fuck," he hisses.
"Is ok," says Ilya with a shrug, though he looks troubled too, "We play like we always do. Everyone else - that is their problem, yes?"
"Yeah, yeah, of course."
But it hangs over them both for the remainder of breakfast and Ilya gets notably quieter. Shane cant even focus on that too much because he's trying not to feel sick at the thought of being back in the locker room tomorrow. Sure, he'd been planning to confront his teammates but tomorrow??? Jesus, his mother is right he does need a plan.
They take their time finishing brunch then decide it's probably for the best if they don't get photographed in together right now, so head straight back to the hotel. Shane packs his things while Ilya calls his manager and his coach, apologizing for not being in Boston and making vague excuses about it Shane is surprised he gets away with. Once he finishes his calls though, he rolls over the edge of the bed to peer at him with a guilty and apologetic expression and Shane knows. Their time is done.
He walks Ilya to his car in the hotel parking lot and bites back comments about how… orange it is that Ilya must read on his face because it makes him laugh. Shane pulls him into one last tight warm hug before he goes and tries not to cling too hard.
 
 
 
 
 
@ droolingover24 Tic 
GOOD HUGGER????!!!! GOOD HUGGER. GOOD. HUGGER.
 
@ icemenace Ro
ive been acting so shocked by the 'good hugger' comment youd think neither roz nor hollzy had arms
 
@ russianbear clove
gasping and clutching my chest at 'good hugger' like a scandalize duke in victorian era discovering ankles who have these hockey men turned me into
 
@nhl NHL 
after a thorough investigation we have found no wrongdoing from shane hollander and ilya rozanov and they will be allowed to continue regular activity
    @ icemenace Ro - yeah no shit???
    @ autistic24holzy Em - wow. not even an apology
 
@ espn ESPN
Hollander and Rozanov allowed back on ice to prove their team loyalty once and for all.
    @24is1formyheart shay - do their cups not prove enough for you???
 
@ holzdolz Dolly 
holy shit were so back
 
@ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity
hollzy and roz allowed back just before montreal v boston… hmmmm… ok i see you nhl
 
@ shaneybugbug Libby
SHANE HOLLANDER AND ILYA ROZANOV BACK ON ICE ALL IS WELL IN THE WORLD THE JUST ORDER HAS RETURNED
 
 
@ tsn TSN
After historic benching dubbed 'homophobic' shane hollander and ilya rozanov will return to the ice this Friday.
 
@ holzdolz Dolly 
take that fuck you comeau
    @ autistic24holzy Em - hes rolling around in dispair i can feel it
 
@ firstnamehollanov hollanovs eldest child 
shane and ilya hug confirmation… shane and ilya unbenching… hashtag the power of gay love
    @ shaydenforever Shayden Forever - oh my god theyre just friends
       @ firstnamehollanov hollanovs eldest child  - the irony of a shayden of all people telling me that
 
@cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow  
💪💪😎👌🔥🥳💪
    @conconorsss Connors - ( ◡̀_◡́)ᕤ
        @cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow - tf is that
           @conconorsss Connors - idk my niece showed me
 
@ shaneybugbug Libby
i know crowell is seething with rage rn
 
@ 81hotdotdot eat me roz
can we talk about how roz apparently ignores marlows texts but is still acitve on twt? hes so real
 
@ shaneygoodboy Mary
shane hollander back on ice 💪💪💪 … shane hollander back in the montreal locker room 😬😬😬
    @ autistic24holzy Em - literally who knew i would EVER feel this conflicted about getting to see hollzy play
 
@ sportsnet Sportsnet 
Will the Hollander and Rozanov once-greatest-nhl-rivalry showdown be the same since their public cordiality ?
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
miss me 😎?
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer when we crush you tomorrow just remember how sexy i am while scoring to sooth the pain
    @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander - I never forget how sexy you are but don't worry that wont be necessary.
 
@ 8181818181 roz dong
HOLLANOV UNBENCHED HOLLANOV FLIRTING HOLY SHIT
 
@hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation
THEY HIT THE SECOND TOWER
 
@ shaneygoodboy Mary
wow shane hollander you do not realize how insane i am
    @hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation - no literally wdym??? today of all days you do this to me???
 
@ droolingover24 Tic 
are they… are they chirp AND flirting?
    @ russianbear clove - its their foreplay it all makes sense now
 
@JJonTheMetros JJ Boiziau 
welcome back capitain
 
@ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer Shane Hollander 
Glad to be back on the ice where I belong.
    @ montrealshane Maddie  - you can just feel mama hollander foaming with rage through the most bland pr posts ever
 
@ droolingover24 Tic 
'where i belong' is lowkey such shade hes so funny
     @ russianbear clove - i keep forgetting shane hollander has a personality now
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
SHANE FUCKING HOLLANDER THINKS IM SEXY TAKE THAT WORLD
    @RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov - girl who is going to be okay girl who is planning the wedding girl who -
        @ 81hotdotdot eat me roz - no no go on king
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
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    Chapter End Notes

    Ilya after spending a night admitting his trauma to Shane then sleeping next to Shane and waking up with Shane and going to breakfast with Shane ; this man is so boring and dependable and solid and everything I've ever wanted

Shane : so like is the next step I buy rings? or I murder Putin?

trying to move my writing from google docs (late to the game I know I know) but ellipsis is freeeeaaaking out at me so anyone have any recs? I literally just need to be able to write on it I don't care about like any other fancy additions also must be free however


  


      

  












      Chapter 20: interlude - jj boiziaus phone
  


    Chapter Summary

    20 chapters have we lost our minds???



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  unknown number – private chat
 
+ oo1 ---------
hey baby thanks for last night
would you like to grab a coffee tomorrow maybe?
 
 
Mark (gym #3) private chat
 
Mark (gym #3)
you still on for saturday work out? My trainer showed me this crazy new tricep defining exercise
 
 
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥 private chat
 
JJ
the vitamins you recced are fucking stellar man
defo feeling the added energy
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥 
im telling you my dietitian sarah is a witch totally changing the game
I swear Ive put on crazy muscle since she was added to the team
 
JJ
yeah? Show me the gains bro don’t be shy
Ours is just rude and scary im fucking hunrgy let me eat carbs and red meat
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥 
*shirtless pic*
 
JJ
damn
you look good man
you working out rn?
Maybe after this fucking season is over ill have those results I swear the extra energy im getting is just bein used to get through practise rn
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥 
dude don’t be modest I know youre ripped af
 
JJ
nah man its fucking stressful rn
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥 
I get it
one of the rookies almost cried today cause he misses roz
theyre like lost little puppies
depressing shit
 
JJ
that would be better than the evil vibes over here
I miss hollzy
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥 
still cant believe comeau
cant wait to punch him on friday
 
JJ
wish I could too
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥 
can we hang out after the game? get some drinks? you can show me how to have a good time #montrealstyle
 
JJ
I hope so bro I really hope so
but with things so tense here… idk what the match is gonna be like
the boys really really hate boston like beyond the rivalry theyre ready to kill roz
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥 
I can pretend not to know you if you want man I got you
 
JJ
nah man nothing can come between our friendship
plus we gotta try take the heat off hollanov
maybe theyll chill a lil if they see us acting normal
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥 
k dude
listen I know you can look after yourself but I don’t want you also being a target
 
JJ
thanks man
ill be fine tho
plus I gotta stick by my captain
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥 
respect
 
 
 
Tris private chat 
 
Tris
brunch this sunday I wont take excuses!!!
 
 
 
 
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 private chat
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
Did u see the news?
Holy shit
Fuck against boston this is gonna be so so bad
JJ?
Fucking hell answer me JJ!!!
 
 
 
 
 
the one without C&A 
Berkie
have u guys seen?
Caps back
 
Dapreau
fucks sake cant believe we have to deal with this bullshit
 
Comeau
yay to getting perved on in the showers and then perved on on ice while we have to watch our captain suck the enemies dick
 
Berkie
weird timing from the league
 
Wilson
literally the one game we absolutely have to win no distractions allowed nd they let the two biggest distractions in the league back on the ice
 
Lainey
think we can ask coach to just bench him?
He doesn’t trust him either
 
Drapeau
bet pikes crying happy tears hes got his boyfriend back fucking creep
 
Wilson
coach probably cant or hell have the fucking liberals trying to ‘cancel’ him
I cant believe the league is letting faggots play
ruining the game
 
Comeau
might as well let women play if were letting bitches on ice
 
Lainey
I don’t even care I just don’t get how cap expects us to trust him when hes bending over for fucking rozanov ?
Someones gotta fucking talk to him before the match
 
Couillard
do you think hes actually fucked him yet?
 
Drapeau
does holy hollander even know what sex is the fuckign virgin
 
Comeau
lmao rozanov gonna be dispointed when he realizes hes getting misionary for five seconds and nothing else
 
Lainey
nah hollanders probably begging for dick the fucking traitor not like hes been getting it here
 
Drapeau
maybe if rozanov plays hockey highlights in the background
 
Wilson
lmaoooo
 
Comeau
damn thats hilarious man
 
roy – rookie no. 2 has left the one without C&A
 
Comeau
fucking pussy
cant talk like men anymore with these woke warriors crying over every little thing
 
Drapeau
good ridance
 
 
Smashing Hollanov Together Like Dolls
 
Rose Landry (????!!!!)
oh god
im happy for them but… is it a good thing theyre back for this match
 
Jackie 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
Hayden seems more panicked than anything else
Seems a little cruel honestly but shane has always looked forward to playing boston so hopefully they have fun
 
Svetlana (Roz boston friend)
wouldnt surprise me if they waited for this match specifically
 
Rose Landry (????!!!!)
likelyhood of this making them closer vs delaying them getting together even longer?
 
Jackie 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
Depends on whether they’re dragged into whatever fights will absolutely be going down
 
 
 
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥 private chat
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥
did you see the news bro???
weve got our caps back 🙏💪💪💪
at long last
fuck yeah
 
JJ
yeah
fuck
man I miss hollzy I wish he wasnt in nyc rn
but honestly dude? Im kinda worried
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥
the guys gonna be dicks?
 
JJ
definitely
they already are
the game is gonna be super tense man
you should warn rozanov
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥
jeez that bad?
 
JJ
that bad
I don’t know what to do
 
 
 
 
Capitain Hollzy 🏆💪🥇🎯⚠️ private chat
JJ
welcome back capitain
will you be at practise?
I miss you on the ice and im behind you always hollzy
 
Capitain Hollzy 🏆💪🥇🎯⚠️ 
Hey, sorry I wasn’t answering, just a lot of messages.
Cant make it to practise, still in NYC waiting for my plane now, but I’ll see you tomorrow.
How are the guys?
 
 
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 private chat
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
DUDE WHERE ARE YOU ANSWER ME
 
JJ
relax man im here
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
what the fuck do we do
the team is not happy theyre going to fucking kill him
 
JJ
theyre not going to kill him
but we don’t leave him alone ever tomorrow
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
right yeah smart ok
 
JJ
and maybe we can try get everyone to calm down a little
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
maybe yeah
if comeau and drapeau would just shut the fuck up
 
JJ
shouldve broken his jaw
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
hey I tried I havent see you tackle either of them at least I gave it my best shot
 
JJ
yet
thats all we would need huh another massive scandle
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
could take the pressure off of shane
… huh maybe thats a good idea
create seperate drama?
We could say you and I are dating!!!
 
JJ
you are married
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
oh yeah
we could be an open marruage
 
JJ
no one who knows you would believe that
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
fine
whats your brilliant idea
 
JJ
we could fake date an opposing player? That way the whole rozanov thing isnt that bad?
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
like who?
 
JJ
I bet cliff would be down
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
who?
 
JJ
Marlow
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
I cant believe you and shane are both replacing me with bears man wtf
 
JJ
wait let me take this to the gc
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
take what?
What gc?
 
JJ
our creating more drama to distract from shane idea
the gc man
the hollanov one
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
how come you guys still wont let me one that
wtf dude cmon
 
JJ
youre too negative!
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
you just love ‘cliff’ more than me
 
JJ
cliff is helpful and not negative
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
fuck you man
sorry I have my doubts about ilya The Asshole rozanov and shane our best friend hollander
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Smashing Hollanov Together Like Dolls
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥
what do we think of drinks after the match? Roz is always down for drinks and if we can get hollzy out too my man can pull his moves!
And we leave em alone in a dark corner for a while...
Plus alcohol always helps
 
Svetlana (Roz boston friend) 
ill get ilya to pack one of his slutty silk shirts
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥
he always packs those
 
Svetlana (Roz boston friend)
every day I am reminded of why we need to get that man tied down
 
Jackie 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
I don’t know… good luck on getting Shane to go out after the game especially if it goes badly
 
JJ
I’m on it
but uh yeah game might probably go very very bad so
we should make a back up plan
speaking of! Hayden and I
 
Jackie 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
oh god no
 
JJ
rude
hayden and I have an idea id like to bring here
we were thinking we could create some other drama to distract the team
 
Rose Landry (????!!!!)
you thought what
 
JJ
like we could say we were dating so they could like get used to the gay thing yk? Or at least have it like dilluted
but then I reminded hayden that hes married
 
Jackie 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
good to know who reminded who of that noted
 
JJ
so we were thinking me and marlow could instead
if you’d like man?
Take some of the pressure of hollzy and roz
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥
holy fuck!!!!!
YES
im so down man
gay people on twitter are way more fun than straight ones im trying to get more of them to follow me
ill kiss you if you think thatll help
 
JJ
I mean we gotta make it seem real rigth?
 
Svetlana (Roz boston friend)
as hilarious as if would be DO NOT DO THAT NO NO NO
 
Rose Landry (????!!!!)
TERRIBLE IDEA ABSOLUTELY NOT
 
Jackie 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
I can literally only think about how this could backfire
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥
you guys homophobic?
 
Svetlana (Roz boston friend)
you two can kiss all you want just do not do it publically within the next two days I will literaly kill you I know where you live
 
Rose Landry (????!!!!)
I think creating more drama would just stress shane out!!!
 
Jackie 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
and I think if the team thought TWO of theyre players were dating opposing players they would get even more violent not less
 
Rose Landry (????!!!!)
seconded
 
Svetlana (Roz boston friend)
thirded
 
JJ
jesus yeah ok fine
well go back to the drawing board
 
Jackie 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 
its really sweet how much you want to help shane but I think the only thing you can really do is be there with him and for him
its not your fault the team sucks and you cant just change their minds unfortunately
but shane is strong and he just needs your support, hell be ok.
 
Rose Landry (????!!!!)
shane loves you guys you just have to make sure he knows you love him too
 
Svetlana (Roz boston friend)
and ilya is sure to break your teammates jaws for you ❤️
 
 
 
 
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥 private chat
cliff marlow 😎💪🔥
they just hate how much of a powercouple we would be bro
 
 
 
 
 
Capitain Hollzy 🏆💪🥇🎯⚠️ private chat
JJ
me and hayden are very excited to have you back
the rookies too
the other guys are being dicks but you always always have me ok capitain?
 
Capitain Hollzy 🏆💪🥇🎯⚠️
Ok JJ.
Thank you, I really appreciate it.
I’m sorry you’ve had to be put in the middle of this.
 
JJ
im never sorry to be in the middle of anything with you hollzy
oh you should also probably check in on roy
 
Capitain Hollzy 🏆💪🥇🎯⚠️
👍
 
 
 
 
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣 private chat
JJ
gc said our idea is terrible
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣
did ‘cliff’ just say no
 
JJ
no fuck you man
he said hed kiss me
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣
right
 
JJ
but apparently that might just make everyone more angry
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣
huh
I guess that makes sense
so what do we do?
 
JJ
listen to shane
 
hAyden 🦈🐟🐠🐡🎣
but hes not gonna let us hit anyone jj!!!!!!!
 
did you tell Jackie I forgot we were married?
wtf dude
 
 
 
 
 
 
the one without C&A
Dapreau
I cant believe that after all this hes still got the fucking c
 
Wilson
cant believe we have to take orders from a faggot
 
Comeau
he should be fucking stripped of that
its just gay as shit to make us pretend were all ok letting him boss us around
 
JJ
you didn’t seem to mind when he was leading us to two cup wins in a fucking row.
Shut your fucking mouths about OUR captain or I don’t care that were teammates you wont be safe with me tomorrow
its still the same fucking hollzy stop acting like youve never met him before homophobic fucking pricks





  
    Chapter End Notes

    jj : I have to stand by Hollzy no matter what I love him so much oh captain my captain

cliff *writhering with jealousy* : yeah yeah man of course id kiss u btw if u want

if I were really leaning into the craic of this fic id let those two fake date for shits n giggles but I guess that's not the direction were going in anymore

I was going to put an actual picture of cliff in there but I had a really specific one I ws thinking of and now I can't find it so maybe the picture was just the friends we made along the way idl also I've been told that some of the pictures in this pic aren't working any more anyways so I gotta figure that out and im gonna be real with you : the chance are low. they are low. idk how to do that. so. but if I find it trust ill pop it in there

thank you to everyone who gave me writing recommendations last chapter!!! im trying out libreoffice and I really like it so far! but I think ill try a few things out before fully committing


  


      

  












      Chapter 21
  



    Chapter Notes

      I should really really really be asleep

TW for a lot of homophobia


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Ilya
can you sense in the air that canada has become much more intersting?
 
Shane
I take it to mean that you’ve landed saftely?
 
Ilya
ah so you can sense
 
Shane
One of us has to have any sense at all and since thats clearly not your job…
 
Ilya
he has jokes
well no, shane hollander, you see my job is hockey
you have heard of it yes?
 
Shane
You’ll be surprised to find that I play.
 
Ilya
I have not heard of you you must not be very good
 
Shane
You wish Rozanov.
 
Ilya
I have only one very simple wish
 
Shane
Oh yeah?
 
Ilya
it is to have a hockey equal
unfortuently my cross to bear is that no one is even close
 
Shane
Lucky that such a cross fell on such modest shoulders.
 
Ilya
ah no deeply unlucky it is a curse to be so talented
you cannot understand of course
 
Shane
We’ll see what you’re saying after the game.
 
Ilya
I will be saying thank you thank you I know I am great was not a difficult win
 
Shane
In your dreams.
 
It’s an early game but Shane agrees to meet up with JJ and Hayden beforehand, even though that messes with his usual early game routine. He can admit that he doesn’t want to be alone when he goes into the locker room. Their obvious nerves don’t do anything to alleviate the feeling. Hayden’s knuckles are white as he grips the steering wheel.
Shane has never dreaded a hockey match before.
He looks down at his messages from Ilya for courage but his eyes find the one for Theriault, sent as he was flying back yesterday, instead.
 
Theriault
Hollander.
I expect you in my office early tomorrow.
 
Could he just ignore it and avoid his coach entirely? Probably not, but the thought is nice. Surely they wont bench him? Montreal needs to win today if they want to snatch even a wildcard spot in the playoffs. JJ seems to be thinking similarly as he eyes Shane’s phone as if its a live grenade in his hands.
“I could cause a distraction somehow?” he offers, “Until the match starts and he doesn’t have time to talk.” Shane snorts.
“Distraction like what?”
Weirdly, he thinks he hears Hayden mumble, “You really don’t want to know” but he’s immediately distracted by JJ’s prompt response.
“I could light something on fire.”
“Fire? Thats your plan. Light the Bell Centre on fire?”
“A small fire.”
“Like thats any better!” he splutters.
“Of course its better than a big fire! Just needs to be big enough to distract Theriault until the game,” argues JJ, hands waving passionately. “Maybe he could get some small second degree burns...”
“No,” says Shane firmly, “Please do not light anything on fire, Jesus Christ. I’ll need to talk to him eventually anyway.”
“We could kill him,” says Hayden and JJ begins to nod enthusiastically but quickly changes to disapprovingly shake his head when he sees the look on Shane’s face.
“I’ll be fine, guys. I appreciate you looking out for me, I really do, but I can deal with this, ok?”
“Ok,” they both grumble in time as Hayden pulls into the car park. He still has to dodge their many attempts at coming to Theriault’s office with him, eventually setting on the compromise that they wait for him just down the stairs.
On his way he runs into Roy. Shane genuinely feels bad for the three new Montreal rookies this year. What a shit year to finally achieve their NHL dreams. He can imagine how stressful they’re all finding this, suddenly thrust into these team politics while having barely found their footing. Roy is tall and not yet as broad as he obviously will be one day but quiet and often slightly hunched over when off ice. Enough so that, although he towers over Shane, it always feels like Shane is looking down at him. Despite his darker skin, he looks paler today and miserable.
“Roy,” Shane stops him with a light hand. “Everything ok? I wanted to talk to you a sec.” Roy looks panicked.
“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you,” he says immediately, “The guys said the group chat was just to -”
“Woah, woah, woah,” says Shane, holding his hands up, “Hey man, relax ok? I’m not – mad or anything, ok? I know about the group chat, JJ told me. I don’t need to know what exactly they were saying but he said it upset you? I’m just checking in.” Roy looks unsure. Shane remembers only too well the pressure the vets put on him his rookie year to be a ‘good sport’ and not a snitch.
“They were just – they were being um they were talking about you but I – I didn’t want to-”
“Hey,” says Shane carefully, “I know they’re being dicks, yeah? Its not on you rookie to change the locker room culture and stand up to the vets your first year here. I appreciate it, you standing with me, but its my job.”
“I don’t want to make it worse,” Roy mumbles and Shane quickly shakes his head.
“You didn’t,” he promises, “You focus on hockey, yeah? I’m sorry this has been such a messy rookie year but you’ve been doing really well. Focus on that, focus on beating Boston.” Roy goes red and nods, looking far more determined now, some colour returning to his cheeks. “I don’t want you or any of the guys feeling like you cant talk to me,” Shane continues, “So, again, are you ok?”
“Yeah,” says Roy with a small smile that quickly falls, “I’m a bit worried that they um that they’re mad that I …” Shane wants to hit Comeau so bad.
“They start shit with you, you come to me, yeah? They shouldn’t have been talking shit about their captain to you, its not fair to p any of you in that position and they’re old enough to know it. You come to me or Pike or even Boiziau, ok?” Roy nods and Shane pats him on the arm approvingly. “Good, you go on now, I have to talk to Coach for a sec.”
 
 
Theriault has nothing new or interesting to say. Shane is lucky the NHL is so forgiving and hasn’t found anything on him blah blah blah Shane should be worried about his place as captain given the state of his room never mind that he hasn’t been allowed in his room etc. Shane is not to go within five feet of Ilya Rozanov at any time.
“Anytime?” he asks, eyebrows raising, “Not even if he has the puck?” Theriault does not find him funny.
Shane leaves his office, jaw aching from how hard he’s been clenching it and shoulders equally as tense. He expected to feel anxious and stressed and maybe even regretful after speaking with Theriault but the only thing he feels is angry. He’s the one that has been fucking carrying this team since his rookie season and he should be the one to feel lucky? Fuck that.
He swallows it all down as he forces himself to focus on the important matter of the day. The match. Ilya had been way too smug over text, he has to beat him irregardless of this team. At least this rage will soon have somewhere to go.
JJ and Hayden take one look at his face and exchange matching looks of concern, hurrying after him as he strides right by.
“So uh-”
“It’s fine, nothing worth mentioning for today. I’m playing and I’m playing as captain.”
“Thats … good,” says Hayden hesitantly and Shane nods. He doesn’t break his stride as he marches straight into the changing rooms.
Its still early but almost everyone is here. The room falls silent the moment he walks in. Shane has been thinking about this. To speak or not to speak? He can’t exactly come back after two weeks and say nothing about it ,as little as this lot deserves. He claps twice to get everyones attention, uselessly since he already has it, cupping his hands to make the sound ring out like his dad taught him.
When Shane was first made captain, he has been nervous about speeches more than anything else. He’d practiced them endlessly, alone in front of a mirror, in the car to practise, opposite his dad, until they felt natural. After a few months, when he’d relaxed a little into the role, he realized that they were really not that complex. Hockey players love a few well chosen swears and an imaginative way of saying ‘lets kill these guys’ and don’t need much else. Its all about the energy you bring. This, of course, is a very different kind of speech, but the basics remain the same; its all about the energy.
Right now the energy he needs to bring is all confidence and power. He draws himself up fully and sets his shoulders before casting a slow look around his room, his guys.
Roy has joined the other rookies and some of the youngest guys, wide eyed nearest the door, half the team is scattered by their lockers in various states of undress and geared up watching him with weary, closed off looks. Lounging in the corner, Comeau, Drapeau, Wilson, Lainey and Couillard watch him with open disdain. It’s fucking disrespectful is what it is and, going into this match, its a problem. Shane fucking refuses to lose to Ilya and the Bears because of this nonsense.
He should maybe have planned what he was going to say a bit more thouroughly.
“Alright, listen up,” Shane has all the classic speech sayings memorised to the point of unconsciousness. “Some of you have a problem with me now – have had one since February, fine. Fine. But I – we have a fucking job to do and I’m sick of you not doing it properly just because of your feelings. Feel whatever you want to feel off ice, not my problem. My problem is you acting like you cant play hockey anymore. I’ve been patient. I’ve given you time to get over it, I’ve wanted to make this work. But we are about to miss our fucking playoff spot because none of you can get your heads out of your asses. Up until this year you at least had the good sense to know that passing to me means points, means goals. I promise you wont get any gay cooties keeping up that up but I swear to god none of you will enjoy what happens if we lose this game because you’re all too busy thinking about who I sleep with to play.”
Generally, Shanes speeches are much more about positive reenforcement. Usually involving JJ standing at his shoulder whooping and repeating the last word of every one of his sentences aggressively. Obviously he’s gone a slightly different direction this time, much to the obvious shock of his room. Shane is known for being even tempered but its something he’s had to work on, a lot, rather than a trait that comes to him naturally. Shane is tired of working five times harder than any of these idiots just for them to spit it back in his face.
He raises his eyebrows daringly, looking around as he waits for any of them to challenge him. He’s mostly met with stupefaction and some guilty, shifting eyes. Fucking cowards. They look uncomfortable now but not when they bore witness or joined in on the to the shift in the locker room against him these past months. Only now that he’s confronting them. In their corner, Lainey and Couillard are frowning like they’re trying to fit whatever homophobic rhetoric they’ve been telling themselves with his speech. The rest of their group continue to watch him with disgust and some surprise mixed in. Shane wonders if they thought he would just keep silently suffering through their behaviour forever.
“Nothing?” he asks sharply to the silent room and a few of the guys shake their heads at their knees. “Yes, Captain.”
He gets a handful of mumbled ‘Yes Captain’s and is ready to push for more before Drapeau interrupts.
“You can pretend you’re a victim all you want Hollander,” he sneers, “But we all know thats not the real problem. You conveniently forgot to mention you’re sucking enemy dick now, eh? How the fuck are any of us supposed to trust you?” Someday after his fifth divorce, Drapeau will hopefully realize that he fucking sucks as a human being. In the meantime, the rest of them have to suffer through him. Still there are a few nods, a lot of heads swinging between him and Shane and that whole group is watching him like sharks in bloodied water. If they didn’t have a game to win, Shane might’ve just punched him.
“What the fuck are you talking about?” he says instead, “My relationships are none of your fucking business and have never impacted my game – how can you trust me? Ask the two fucking cups you’ve won thanks to me. Your brother in law plays for tToronto as does your best friend Kent, are you telling me you should be benched for those games? None of us can have friends on other teams?”
“It’s not the same and you fucking know it, you’re whoring yourself out-” Shane puts up his arm to hold Hayden back from jumping him. Not till after the game, he tries to convey mentally. “ - on your knees like a bitch for that russian-”
“You really like thinking about me on my knees, huh?” he says recklessly and feels as Hayden stops trying to get past him freezing instead in shock. Shane probably has spent too much time with Ilya not thinking about whatever is coming out of his mouth. “Should I be worried about you getting distracted during the game?” he pushes. The tension in the already horribly tense room rickets upwards to worrying temperatures. Drapeau and Comeau are on their feet before he can even blink, the rest of the group apparently too shocked to do anything but gape at him, much the same as the rest of the team. But even they splutter in shocked rage, so overcome with anger and surprise they cant find anything to say.
JJ is shaking beside him and Shane starts to turn towards him in concern when a sound slips out and its clear he’s laughing. He slaps a hand over his mouth, shoulders still working and eyes full of mirth but its clear everyone has heard him. Drapeau and Comeaus faces are twisting into pure hatred.
“Fucking pervert,” Wilson half whispers, eyes wide and horrified and Shane understands JJ’s urge to laugh. They’re so ridiculous the lot of them, like children afraid of some fictional boogie man.
“I’m not a faggot,” spits Drapeau and Shane nods in faux sympathy.
“Good,” he says, “Cause I wasn’t going to fuck you anyway, I just thought I should make that clear since you seem a little jealous.” The colour Drapeau turns cant be healthy. But its Comeau who pushes past him, coming right up uncomfortably close to Shane’s face.
“Perfect prissy little Hollander,” he spits, “You’ve got the whole league tricked into thinking you’re a pure goody two shoed virgin princess but i know the truth. You think that you’re better than the rest of us, huh? What happened to your ‘type isn’t hockey players’? One of them finally offered to stick his dick down your throat and like the slut you are, you just dropped to your knees. Captain Graham was right about you, yoosy.”
 
 
 
 
@cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow
canada oh canada
     @conconorsss Connors– blood turning back to maple syrup?
         @cliffmarlow Cliff Marlow– it never stopped
 
@ icemenace Ro
todays the dayyyyyyyyy boston v montreal how we feeling
     @ russianbear clove - honestly im not feeling good
        @ icemenace Ro - me neither but im grabbing popcorn anyway
 
@ tsn TSN
Tensions rising during the final hours of the awaited Hollander v Rozanov showdown.
 
@welovesportsss We Love Sports
Everything you need to know before todays Montreal v Boston game!
 
@haydenhollander Shayden4Life
Shayden finally back on the ice together I know theyre so happy
      @ shaydenforever Shayden Forever - I know theyre fucking nasty about it
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
I cant believe shane hollander flirted with ilya rozanov on twitter for me to read I miss yesterday already
 
@ holzdolz Dolly
I have such a bad feeling about todays game someone do something
 
@ TheIceHockeyPodcast Tom n Tim
Our final thoughts and feelings heading into todays Montreal v Boston game, listen here
 
@ minorhockeyhollzy bbg shaney oh no roz will corrupt him
why is rozanov calling shane boring ??? why does no one seem to care???
     @ hollzygirl01 mia - he and all his fans are so toxic
 
@ droolingover24 Tic
hayden pike if you can hear me ill forgove you for everything if you just grab hollzy and get him out of there
     @ shaneybugbug Libby - you might forgive him but im pretty sure hollzy would shoot him
    @ puc4life69 ruth - what does he need you forgiveness for
         @ droolingover24 Tic - look at him
 
@ metrosbrothersss
praying for a jj shane and hayden selfie @JJonTheMetros you know you want to
    @ shaneybugbug Libby - I fear he has other things going on
 
@rozanova81 una
since weve reached number 15 (!!!) on roz’s ‘obsessed with shane hollander list’ I think we need a deep dive
     @rozanova81 una - ah hem – six of them talked about physical features, seven if we’re including ‘so strong’, the first four were all physical but out of the next eleven only two (or three) are
        @rozanova81 una - im assuming around number five is when hollander started texting him? Though it could have been before, since thats when we get the first non physical characteristic and he talks about hollanders texts so theyve pressumably been texting
          @rozanova81 una - number 14 ‘good hugger’ is the first implication that theyve hung out / seen each other ( except maybe so strong? If he means physically)
             @rozanova81 una - there are also two out of the 15 directly adressed to hollander as opposed to just being listed ; no. 6 your bravery and no. 8 your kindness and concern for any particular reason? Who knows
                @rozanova81 una - then no. 15??? an inside joke maybe? Or maybe roz just likes boring people
     @ 81hotdotdot eat me roz - realizing that the list literally shows him going from crushing to falling in love brb sobbing
 
@ icemenace Ro
roz going from listen physical attributes to something deeper… I need a glock
 
@ russianbear clove
rating roz’s list my top three are probably no 5 6 and 9
    @ holzdolz Dolly - how could you forget hollzys thighs like that?
 
@ 8181818181 roz dong
Roz’s list literally being a whole ass love story… what did they do to my beloved bisexual slut?
     @ 81hotdotdot eat me roz - They loverboyed him 💔😩
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
shane mfing hollander getting roz to go from talking about his freckles and his thighs to calling him a good hugger… teach me your ways
 
@ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity
im at the bell center and oh boy it is CROWDED in here
 
@montrealpolicedepartement Montreal Police Dep. 
We love the Montreal Metros and hockey as much as you do but we please ask to avoid any rioting and remind you of the consequences of doing so for both your city and yourself #gometros
 
@ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity
waiting for the game and boy is it tense in here but also SO MANY PRIDE FLAGS
    @ firstnamehollanov hollanovs eldest child awwwwwww I hope the boys see!
        @ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity - Oh trust me they definetely will
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
ive been looking at pictures of hollzy concentrating since I got reminded that rozanov called it his ‘grumpy kitten focused face’ today and uhhhh… he has a point
    @ shaneybugbug Libby - someone get kitten ears on that man and they can keep me as their personal servant the rest of their lives
 
@ russianbear clove
who wants to bet a million dollars that roz starts a fight today
   @ droolingover24 Tic - comeau better watch out
      @ russianbear clove - hes a dead man walking
 
@ icemenace Ro
I hate when roz has to actually go to his job instead of being chronically online with us
   @BostonRaiders Boston Raiders - please don’t encourage him…
 
@RealIlyaRozanov Ilya Rozanov
16. so so competitive
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  February 2017 
 
During his rookie year, Shane learnt something that had already been very clear in Juniors and even before. The very worst thing a man in hockey could possibly do or be was gay. Worse than be a bad player, worse than cheating on your girlfriend or abusing your wife. Worse than drugs and gambling and sloppy edges. 'Gay' wasn’t a sexuality, 'gay' was a way of being, a way of failing at being a real man and being a real man was all any of these men cared about. 'Gay' was inherently degrading, inherently lesser and embarrassing and not deserving of being in the same room, the same sport, as any of them.
Gay was shane.
Shane was quiet and peculiar and neat and he didn’t drink as much as the other rookies and he didn’t fuck as much as them either. And he was asian. All of these things marked him as both weird and feminine. So Shane was gay. Not seriously, of course, none of these men could imagine Shaneactually being gay, he was gay only in the sense that it meant weak and other.
If he fell over in practise, it was because he just loved being on his knees so much. If one of his passes didn’t conNect, it was because he was too cock drunk. If Hayden ever stepped in to defend him, it was because he was his boyfriend. His captain at the time, John Graham, old and cup-less and bitter that Shane was being hailed as Montreal’s hope and hero already, almost exclusively referred to him as 'the fairy' and for the fist few months, the name spread. Until Graham had the funniest idea ever and went online to look up what fairy was in Japanese – yōsei. To this day, Shane is most surprised that he got his nationality right.
It took a few days of him calling Shane Yoosy for the rest of the team to follow and a couple more days for Shane to understand what they were even saying. His Japanese is minimal but he thinks even fluency wouldn’t have afforded him any more idea what word they were butchering. 
The hazing never got as bad as Shane knows it sometimes can. His clothes were stolen from the shower, he opened his locker to find it full of cooked rice, he and the other (white) rookie did bag skates until they threw up. One evening the vets took them to a club the night before they had morning practise and made them drink until Shane couldn’t stand and then left them in the middle of Montreal without their phones or any money. Really though, the worst was the way they spoke to him. The worst was Yoosy.
Or maybe the worst was the way they laughed at his mom. But at least then, nobody could blame him if he got mad afterwards.
But Shane was Shane. No amount of bullying and chirping could turn him social and white and no one could stop him from doing what he was there to do either. He worked. Hard. He trained more than any of them, studied more than any of them, loved hockey more than any of them. He was better than them. And they started winning and there was no doubt it was because of him. Slowly, his peculiarities were accepted as the consequence of genius, all part of usual hockey superstitions, his hockey obsession became something to be fondly amused by instead of annoyed by, a fun party trick to quiz him on the names of every captain to have won the cup in order or something stupid like that.
Graham was traded to spend his last year in the NHL somewhere shitty and irrelevant when it became clear he was more of a hindrance to the team and specifically Shane, whom the team was being rebuilt around, than anything else. Shane made sure to let them all see him take women home and 'Yoosy' was left behind, replaced by the camaraderie of hollzy.
The next year, JJ was traded onto the team and he was no longer the only not white player in the room.
But he can’t quite shake it. When he first realizes that maybe he does like men, when he first kisses one, first blows one, he can hear it goading him in Graham’s voice in the back of his head, Yoosy Yoosy Yoosy. Because he’d been right in a way, Shane did like men. Beyond the racism and homophobia and insecurity, Graham had seen something in him, this one fucking weakness. When Rose sits opposite him, warm and gentle, and asks him if he might be gay, 19 year old Shane is in the back of his heading screaming and screaming and screaming. He’s proving them all right in the worst possible way, he’s supposed to be past this, he was supposed to grow out of it and find a good normal girl and have a good normal life and not make himself more of a target – he was supposed to stop being Yoosy.
Then Rose asks him if he’s ever been with a man and he realizes he’s spent every moment since he was 19 trying so hard not to be Yoosy that he’s missed out on ever having a man, on ever really having a relationship he truly wanted. While his teammates got to go on dates and have girlfriends and fall in love and get married or heartbroken and have kids and live, Shane got to be scared. Shane got to blow one man once whose name he doesn’t even know and try to force himself to go through the motions with women he could never actually love in that way.
These days Shane thinks he might have been angry since a long time before he was 19. And its boiling over everything, unfamiliar and well known at once, sitting there ready to burst out of him at last.
It sits heavy and festering and new in his awareness of it for almost a full two months before it spilts him open.
One of Wilsons old high school friends, a guy they’d all actually met before – and liked, has recently come out. With several guys on the team having his social media, theres no way for Wilson to hide this fact and he’s been overcompensating in response to make it very clear to everyone that that doesn’t make him gay. He’s being chirped for it anyway. Its not ideal timing on account of Shane recent acceptance of his own gayness and the subsequence overwhelming rage he’s been stuffing into his insides.
He tries to pay attention to Hayden’s fretting over the merits of public versus private school as oppose to the conversation Wilson is having about it in the locker room after practise but Hayden isn’t being particularly interesting and Wilson is being particularly loud.
“I swear I had no idea,” he says, “But now he wants us all to just be ok about about it like he hasn’t been fucking lying to our faces for forever and he wants us to meet his pussy boyfriend? Like dude you might be a fairy now but I sure as fuck amn’t and I’m not going to be sitting around talking feelings like a bitch just cause you wanted to stick your dick in a different kind of hole, you know?” The group around him roars in laughter.
“You really couldn’t tell?” someone asks doubtfully as Shane’s vision clouds red.
“Swear,” says Wilson, “I mean – you guys met him, I think his boytoy turned him somehow I swear.”
“Could never be me,” Drapeau sneers and the rest of the group chimes in with agreement, gosling each other all desperate to prove their manly heterosexuality.
“Of course not,” says Wilson, “Of course not.”
“What did you say to him?” asks Comeau.
“I told him to fuck off! I mean, obviously I’m not hanging out with a bunch of fags, right? So I told him if he insists on that lifestyle that not my problem but he better not keep trying to be friends, right?” A chorus of agreement. “’S just like, I mean whatever right? But why are you rubbing it in my face? Like you want to fuck a dude, no one needs to hear that, right? Just shut up and keep it quiet and we don’t have a problem but if you’re going to be whining about your feelings and your ‘boyfriend’…”
And all of Shane’s old and new anger, all the resentment about all those life moments and stepping stones he’s lost to bullshit homophobia and fear, it all snaps.
Hayden is cut off mid sentence about something Shane hasn’t heard a word of when he straightens and spins around to face the group Wilson is talking to.
“Shut the fuck up,” he spits out, the first words he can reach through the aching anger clouding his lungs and mind. “You don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about.” Wilson visibly jumps in surprise before his face falls into bafflement.
“What?” he asks, the whole group the perfect picture of confusion that does nothing to sooth the hole opening up around Shane. “You ok, Hollzy?”
“I’m not fucking ok, I’m gay,” he says which isn’t his best moment or wording. He supposes they’re all excused for their continued visible confusion.
“What?” laughs someone at the other end of the locker room, the entirety of which as turned to look at him the moment he snapped.
“I’m gay,” Shane repeats more clearly this time to dawning looks of realization, “So when you talk about your buddy like that, you’re talking about me too.”
“Uhhh, hey man,” Hayden mummers looking shell shocked and tugging on Shane’s sleeve, “Maybe-” Shane shakes him off and ignores him.
“I’m sick of those kinds of comments,” he says, “And its why I haven’t told any of you yet but I want you to know. I want – I want you all to know me.” It’s pure arrogance really. The idea that he means more to Wilson than his old high school friend, that the men laughing about his comments two seconds ago would change their mind when it comes to Shane but stupidly he sort of believes it anyway. This is a good team, he’s made it a good team, these men have always had his back and he’s had theirs. He somehow believes that that matters.
“You’re a faggot,” says Comeau and that belief shatters. Not just what he says but the way he says it, the way Shane can see the same look in his eyes reflected in those around us.
“What the fuck,” says Lainey.
“Are you serious?” “So you’ve just been lying to us?” “wWe share the fucking showers man.” Overlapping voices fill the previously dead silent room. Shane’s fire and anger is replaced by pure panic. Beside him, Hayden is frozen still and across the room, JJ is the same.
“I’m not looking at any of you in the shower,” he manages because the accusation makes him feel sick. “What the fuck?”
“What the fuck us, what the fuck you hollander,” hisses Comeau, “Are you fucking serious?”
“Yeah,” Shane lifts a stubborn chin, “Yeah, I’m serious. But it-”
“So how do we know you aren’t perving on us in the shower?”
“Because I’m not. Because you know me, you’ve known me for years-”
“Apparently not!” The room as gone quiet to watch the two of them argue it out. Shane is not sure he’s breathing. All he can hear is the beating of his heart in his ears.
“This doesn’t change whether you know me,” he says and it comes out calmer than he expects, “It shouldn’t change anything. You just know me more now. And -” raising his voice when Comeau opens his moth again “- and none of you fucks are my type anyways.”
“We’re just supposed to trust you now? Even though you’ve been lying to us?”
“I haven’t lied about anything. Its not my fault you all assumed -”
“Spare us the woke bullshit.”
“It’s fucking true! Im not going to apologize for it,” he steams and theres a tense face off between them as the room shifts uneasily.
“Maybe you should,” sneers Comeau and Shane shakes his head.
“I wont,” he says firmly. He looks around at the his team, his brothers, his horrified terrified rookies and takes a deep settling breath. “Look, ok listen, everyones’ – everyone’s surprised and emotions are high. Take the evening, cool it off,” Multiple people snort which he ignores, “We’ll be back here for practise tomorrow – if anyone has a problem they can talk to me then, yes?” Theres a few scattered yeses and he shakes his head and tries again, “Yes?”
“Yes, Captain,” rings out and he nods disisevly.
“Good. This doesn’t leave this room. If a single one of you goes to social media or the press he can kiss his ice time goodbye, yes?”
“Yes Captain.”
Comeau doesn’t stop watching him, eyes evil, as he finishes grabbing his things and marches out under the heavy gaze of his team, Hayden and JJ scrambling to follow him but he ignores both of them and their betrayed looks and bolts.
 
The next day, Shane is called into Theriault’s office and told to shut up and he’s lucky they’re so openminded and progressive they wont throw him off the team. Him, their captain and leading goal scorer by almost double the amount of points of anyone else.
After practise, he drives two hours to Ottawa and comes out to his parents and tells them they need a contingency plan and to call Farah and that no, he doesn’t have a boyfriend. And thats when Shane Hollander decides he has to come out to the world.





  
    Chapter End Notes
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  “Don’t call me that,” says Shane instinctively, feeling his voice go flat, the unexpected name dredging all of those sickening memories back with a surprised twist of his stomach. Sensing he’s struck a nerve, Comeau smiles. He’s never been a particularly good looking man but the sinister expression twists his face into something truly ugly.
“That’s what you are,” he says, “You never belonged on this team and Graham knew it. We should’ve listened to him. You’re a faggot too busy thinking about how to choke on a dick to play properly. Can’t be trusted anywhere but on your knees where you belong.”
Comeau may have struck a nerve with that yoosy, but he’s forgotten that Shane isn’t a scared teenage rookie anymore. He’s a two time Stanley cup winning captain. Shane grabs him by the shoulders and shoves him back out of his face.
“I cant be trusted? You’ve got to me shitting me. I’m the only fucking one here who’s been playing the past few months. You won only a single fucking game in two weeks without me. And if you want to win another ever again, you’ll shut up and listen to your fucking captain. Your career, your life is in my fucking shadow, my supporting fucking act and you know it - and I guess it tears you up but its not my problem that I am better than you.” By the look on Comeau’s face he knows the other man knows its true.
“Fuck you,” he splutters, “We won the cup as a team -”
“You know who never won the cup?” asks Shane ruthlessly, “Graham. I wouldn’t trust his opinion on hockey as far as I could throw him.” He can sense confusion among their onlookers, most of whom weren’t there during Shane’s rookie year, with only Comeau, Drapeau and Wilson amongst those in any way close to their old captain. Shane’s always been thankful of that and the fact that these men have only ever known him by Hollzy. He’s not doing that bullshit again.
Comeau twists, trying to shake him off.
“At least he wasn’t lying to us.”
“No, just to his wife,” snorts Shane, letting him go. He hopes he’s imagining the greasy feeling on his hands.
“He knew the importance of the team,” says Comeau, all pious ridicule. “He wasn’t getting all friendly with some commie slut -”
“Do no talk about him.” Shane didn’t even know his voice could sound like that, ice and sharp steel. He’s breathing anger – his and Comeau’s. Poisoned air. How dare he talk about Ilya? How dare he even think of him? How dare the world not strike him down for the mere disrespect of it, the presumption that he is good enough to exist in the same context as Ilya. Comeau looks startled for a second before leaning into it. He’s never known when to step down.
“Why not, huh? He your boyfriend?”
Shane tries to take a steadying breath but its of no use, he is made of ire. He wants to scream until Comeau fucking feels it, all of it, the culmination of all these years, all these fucking years, holding back, stuffing it all down where it hurts only him, the air he breathes poisonous with withheld feelings. And now this new fragile hope and sicking protectiveness of Ilya. The unbearableness of it all mixed together.
Instead he forces it into something neater and more usable.
“Because of fucking respect,” he explodes. “Because that’s not normal fucking chirping and you know it, Comeau. Because I would hope that they have more respect for me as their opposing captain in the Raiders room right now. Because I would never say that shit about any of your friends, never, and you know it. You know it. You’ve had some pretty terrible girlfriends, dude, and have any of us said shit? No. Because of fucking respect.” He blows out a heavy breath, looking wildly around the room to guilty awkward faces. “I used to think we respected each other here. I’ve definitely always offered all of you the basic fucking … fucking dignity of it, and maybe I should’ve shut all this shit down earlier but I guess I just thought you’d eventually remember by yourselves that I’m owed that back. That I’m more than owed that back.”
“Maybe we lost it when -” tries Comeau and Shane cuts him off.
“When what? When fucking what? When I asked you to stop being homophobic pieces of shit? Fuck off. If we didn’t all lose all respect for Wilson when his ex wife told us she’d faked it every single time with him then -”
Wilson lets out a small unhappy “hey” that Shane ignores.
“- whats sucking some dick to that? Truth is I don’t give a fuck if it doesn’t fit with your beliefs and fucking nuclear family whatever Comeau, no one’s making you be gay, but you don’t get to be disrespectful about it. The only reason we’re even talking about it now, is you keep bringing it up!”
“I’m bringing it up cause of your boyfriend!” Comeau windmills his arms, “Sorry we don’t trust you when you’re sleeping with the enemy - I don’t think thats unreasonable.” Shane rolls his eyes so hard it hurts.
“Really? Really?” he asks turning to ask the room, most of whom look uncertain now, “Thats convenient, Comeau, because you’ve all been icing me out long before any of that, you’ve been weird since February and don’t even try to deny it, we would not be where we are in the rankings otherwise.”
Silence. Comeau looks like he’s trying very hard to come up with something else to throw at him but Shane is sick of it. And a little worried that if Comeau keeps going, if he mentions Ilya one more time… well, Shane cant make any promises about what he might or might not do.

“You were my brothers,” he says finally, “And I would never have treated any of you the way you’ve been treating me recently and you all know it. Whatever, I guess. But you’re going to start acting like my fucking team again I swear to fucking god. And if I hear any of you using slurs, against me or an opposing player, kiss your career behind. Comeau, don’t even fucking start, you or me? You know who the front office is chosing.”
Comeau splutters but doesn’t disagree. No one says a word.
“Yes, Captain,” Shane enunciates clearly.
Most of the room repeats it back to him which is all he can hope for. Comeau is clearly clenching is jaw as he remains sullen and silent. Shane can feel the collective held breath hovering in the air as the eyes on them watch and wait for the fall out.
The sound of the door opening with a clack rings out far louder than usual as Theriault and the rest of the coaching staff walk in.
“Hollander!” he barks, “What on earth is going on here?” Comeau tries to sneer but he’s lost a lot of his confidence since first speaking, clearly not having anticipated the push back Shane gave him, and takes a careful step backwards. Shane gives him a slow nod before tearing his eyes away to address Theriault. He’ll deal with it after the game, no time now.
“Nothing, Coach.” He sends a warning look around the room and the guys turn away, hesitantly continuing to get ready, submissively bowing their heads to escape his gaze.
“Then what are you doing? Get dressed.”
“Yes, Coach,” he says evenly, trying to stuff it all back down. Soon he’ll be on the ice, soon he’ll have somewhere to put it all. “Just making sure everyone’s focused on the game.” Theriault gives his a distrusting and slightly confused look but says nothing else.
“You good?” whispers Hayden as Shane yanks his jumper off with maybe more violence than required.
“Fine,” he answers tersely.
“That was awesome,” says JJ from his other side and Shane lets out a bitter half laugh.
“Sure.” He shakes his shoulders out and forces himself into his usual pregame routine, ignoring the looks he can feel the rest of the room sending his way, and it helps, quickly settling him into the mindless, well known movements, calming him down until he feels himself slip into the hockey zone. He listens to the coaching staff run over last minute strategy reminders and double laces his skates and carefully retraces the ‘YUNA’ on his stick with the same black marker he always does and a steady hand.
 
Its a relief to step out onto the ice for warm ups, the rightness of the ice under his feet sinking into his bones as it always has, sharper for the time spent away, light and steady as he glides forward. He allows himself a pleased twirl and the deep delight to be back, uncomplicated by anything else, and grins out at the howling crowd, louder than he’s ever heard before the game has even begun. He raises a hand to wave out at the sea of fans, heavily decorated in pride flags, for both him and Ilya, Montreal and Boston jerseys for once united, mostly the typical rainbow but also a lot of bi flags and others – he spots the gay flag and even the lesbian one. His face is plastered on half of them. His Calvin Klein ad of him mostly naked is on more than he’d like. There’s less displeased faces than he would have expected and he can feel his throat tighten as the unexpected show of support. He sort of forgot, that this, that he, might mean something to people. His lungs finally breathe clearly at the noise of their responding screams.
No one is here because of fucking Comeau, he tells himself and it helps release some of his tension, petty as it may be. He does a neat loop of their side of the ice, waving to resounding delight, before continuing with his usual warm ups next to Hayden and JJ. As he passes a puck between them, starting lazily then faster and faster, he catches Ilya’s eyes across the ice. He raises his eyebrows hopefully but Shane shakes his head. Nothing good would come of them talking to each other in front of his team right now.
Shane has to focus on hockey.
Ilya pouts exaggeratedly and Shane rolls his eyes and mouths ‘You’re a child’ at him and is rewarded but the sight of Ilya dramatically grasping his heart and acting like he’s going to keel over from heartbreak. Embarrassingly, Shane realizes he’s giggling as Hayden looks at him with a face full of disappointment and has probably completely failed at the whole ‘not looking to friendly with Ilya during this tense time with his team’ thing but whatever the fuck.
He drags a gloved hand across his mouth giving himself a moment to compose himself and shakes his head more seriously at Ilya but with a small smile so he knows its not his fault. Ilya nods back with a smile of his own in response and turns to Marlow, who’s been hitting his arm to get his attention the whole duration of their interaction.
Shane turns away and refocuses, but JJ seems equally distracted by that side of the ice. As they warm up, the Metros frustratingly show once again their division, JJ and Hayden sticking close to Shane, the rookies and youngest guys hovering nearby, Comeau, Drapeau and that group as far away as possible. Since last time Shane was on the ice, however, there has been a shift with, instead of crowding around Comeau’s group, the rest of the team is warming up closer to the rookies, a clear distance away. Hopefully that means Shane’s speech knocked some sense into them that translates somehow to their hockey plauying skills.
He’s not exactly pleased to get back off the ice and to their locker room when warm ups are over but when Theriault glances at him and makes space for his pregame speech, he stands steady. He’s sure no one’s forgotten what he said earlier so he keeps it short.
“We have one shot for the playoffs,” he says seriously, “I’m taking it – are you?” There’s a louder grumble of agreement and support than he expected. He bangs his locker with his fist three sharp times and the responding response of a room of man banging their own rings in his ears as he leads them out.
 
Shane skates out to take the first face off of the game to the loudest chants of “Hollander” and “Rozanov” he’s heard in a long career of his most anticipated matches being those against the man opposite him. When he reaches him, Ilya’s smile shows all of his teeth.
“Hollander,” he drawls.
“Rozanov,” Shane acknowledges biting back his answering smile. “Come here often?” Ilya laughs and Shane wins the face off, a double win really, as the sound fizzles his blood, drowning out the racket of the watching crowd.
Like always, a game against Boston is a hard, fast paced game without space to breath in between each movement. Shane rises to it. He’s having so much fun, god. His team is finally attempting to keep up with him once again, bar some notable exceptions that he can hear the crowd booing, finally finally passing to him, playing with him. This is hockey. Shane forgets about anything else but the moving bodies, the ice and the puck.
And Ilya. Sometimes Shane wishes hockey wasn’t a team sport just so he and Ilya could battle it out one on one. Sometimes it feels like thats what they’re doing anyway. Their teammates just other limbs to use against each other, two gods amongst mortals. When he scores, Shane can only think that this has to be better than sex.
Ilya’s darkened eyes track him as he celebrates, heavier and more corporal than any of his team mates joyful hands on him, shaking him, congratulating him.
It lasts the whole first period but not long into the second. Really, Shane thinks, its Theriault’s fault for putting him and Comeau on at the same time, usual line up be damned. But really its a question of bad (or good) luck and Comeau’s inability to stop being a terrible person irregardless of the time and place.
He’s been targetting Ilya since the moment he stepped onto the ice which is mostly annoying because he’s not even being clever about it and Ilya is too good not to use that to his advantage and create opportunities Comeau should not be just handing him. Which is why Shane explicitly told him not to do this, fuck. Shane is going to kill him if Boston scores because of this.
He’s looking for a fight and Shane is honestly surprised Ilya hasn’t given him one yet. He sends Comeau a warning look that’s completely ignored. A desperate look to the bench makes it clear that Theriault doesn’t care.
When Comeau tackles Ilya into the boards once again, reasonably enough this time – he has the puck, Shane just so happens to be close enough as they struggle to hear what Comeau says to him.
“Lucky your commie bitch mom’s dead so she doesn’t have to see you whore yourself out just to win a game, huh faggot.”
Ilya visibly stiffens.
All of that stuffed down anger polluting Shane’s lungs goes very calm and settled. He’s always liked knowing exactly what to do. Comeau startles when he slams into him and behind his visor, his face is baffled when he realizes it’s Shane. Neither of he or Ilya have the time to react when Shane drops his gloves. Its a little known fact that Yuna made him take self defence classes when he was a teen, well aware that hockey would require fighting, even if he tended to avoid it, and determined that he shouldn’t embarrass them by not knowing how to land a punch.
Over the roaring crowd and Ilya’s gasp, he hears a solid crunch when he punches Comeau in the face.
 
 
@24is1formyheart shay
Im outside the bell center rn and my prediction is riot
      @ shaneybugbug Libby - what if we win!
            @24is1formyheart shay - Riot.
 
@ shanehockey24 Julie
Awwww look at shaney looking at all the pride flags! Hes so cute
     @ droolingover24 Tic - 6 foot athlete btw
           @ shanehockey24 Julie - adorable
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
are hollzy and roz going to talk during warm ups???
 
@hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation
I know its been like minutes but im greedy I need more hollanov healings
 
@ shaneybugbug Libby
im desperately curious to see shane and ilya actually interact in person
      @ icemenace Ro - it’d lowkey be hilarious if they had just zero chemistry
 
@ tsn TSN
Will Montreal and Boston play their captains despite romantic relationship rumors?
     @ icemenace Ro - Hollander : we have relationship rumors, Roz : I know I started them
 
@ droolingover24 Tic
the concept of either montreal or boston NOT playing hollzy and roz
     @ autistic24holzy Em - the world truly has gone topsy turvy
           @ droolingover24 Tic - not THAT topsy turvy I mean come on its montreal v boston
 
@ firstnamehollanov hollanovs eldest child
why arent they talking to eahc other :(((
 
@ nhlesbian lesbians4hockey
hollander and rozanov just staring at each other across the ice instead of just talking… do they know this is the MORE gay version???
 
@hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation
shane shaking his head and roz not moving… oh that leash is on TIGHT
     @ 8181818181 roz dong - ilya being such a good boy… never thought we’d see the day
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
actually hilarious that they’ll gay stare at each other and gay mouth things at each over and gay smile at each other and gay act out dramatically but not just,,, talk?
 
@ montrealmetrosforthecup Ben
if montreal don’t play hollander theyre basically just giving up on hockey entirely and also id genuinely worry for theriaults safety
 
@ shanehockey24 Julie
cant wait to riot when something inevitably goes terribly wrong during this game :)
    @ montrealshane Maddie - oh I thought you didn’t live in montreal?

         @ shanehockey24 Julie - I drove here to riot!
              @ montrealshane Maddie - Right
 
@ bosdaddyton81 Flo
hollander and rozanov reinventing yearning in front of our eyes insane
 
@ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity
its STARTINGGGG
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
I would pay so so much money to know what roz and hollzy said to each other before that face off oml
 
@ icemenace Ro
ok well damn no longer worried about chemestry
    @ russianbear clove - has this been here the whole time??? have we just been blind????
 
@ shaneygoodboy Mary
ahhhhhhhh Ive missed watching the nhl guys
    @ autistic24holzy Em - me too!!! it feels weird to just stop boycotting now? I keep feeling guilty im watching but like? Its over
 
@ bosdaddyton81 Flo
woah roz and hollander are both on fire jesus
     @ bosdaddyton81 Flo - but we will be crushing you guys
 
@ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity
this is the most friendly montreal v boston match ove ever experienced on twitter
    @ autistic24holzy Em - weve all been brought together by gay love and the knowledge that this whole match is bascially just hollanov flirting and showing off to eahc otherwise
 
@ metrosbrothersss
SCOREEEE HA SUCKERSSS
 
@ shaneygoodboy Mary
shane hollander I have fucking missed you
 
@ droolingover24 Tic
shane hollander have my childern that was a nasty nasty goal
 
@ 81hotdotdot eat me roz
uhhhh did you guys also see that zoom in on roz’s face 🥵🥵🥵
 
@ 81hotdotdot eat me roz
HOLY SHIT
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
what the fuck???
 
@rozanova81 una
wait what???
 
@ holzdolz Dolly
WHAT IS HAPPENING???
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
did shane hollander just punch his own teammate????????????
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  Previously, if asked about the most sexual experience of his life, Ilya Rozanov would have talked about sex. How foolish he was, how naive.
Shane Hollander is beating the fuck out of a man in front of him and he’s never seen anything so erotic. Deeply uncomfortably in his dick cup, he’s hard. He’s probably never been harder. What does he do? What is there to do? What can he do? Ilya doesn’t know.
He doesn’t think his brain has caught up yet. One moment, a normal if rough hockey game, his attention on the puck, Comeau making a stupid ugly chirp, the next – Shane Hollander. No connecting moment in between. Just his sparkling darkened eyes, the flush of his cheeks, the sweat messing his short hair, the hard set of his mouth. A blur.
It only took him two punches to knock Comeau off his feet and make Ilya so turned on so suddenly, he feels dizzy. And now – Shane is still going, fists heavy and sure as he grapples with Comeau. His nose is bleeding but Comeau’s face is barely recognisable and he’s laid out flat on his back so its pretty clear who’s winning. It’s hard to make out what either of them are saying. All he hears is something Shane snarls as he spits out a mouthful of blood before continuing his asault.
“I fucking told you to shut the fuck up about him -”
With great difficulty, Ilya closes his mouth to avoid the drool he can feel filling it from spilling over.
He doesn’t – he doesn’t know what’s happening. Can’t compute the scene in front of him. Shane Hollander fighting. A teammate. He just stands there dumbly, hockey forgotten.
Did he…? Was it … was it because of what he said to Ilya?
Someone almost crashes into him and he automatically reaches out to steady them.
“What the fuck?” Pike raises his fists but when he realizes what’s happening he looks as shocked as Ilya feels, joining him in gaping at his teammates, fists still stupidly raised. Shane slams Comeau’s head into the ice. It takes less than a second for them to be joined by the rest of the on-ice players but for a moment time freezes and everyone simply stares until Ilya is being quickly pushed aside and the Montreal players attempt to tear their captain off Comeau. Shane does not make it easy. He’s spitting with rage, flushed and – oh god, Ilya needs something to do before he interrupts just to suck his dick right here on the ice, audience be damned.
Nobody is surprised when the scene devolves completely as a couple of Boston players try to help (maybe? Or maybe they just got too close, everything is happening so fast and Ilya’s brain is lagging behind) and someone hits someone accidentally among the many flailing limbs and soon enough theres a brawl brewing, leaving Shane free to continue to … try to kill Comeau? Is the other man even attempting to fight back any more? Ilya might be giggling. He’s pretty sure that if he wasn’t in his hockey get up, gloves and helmet still on, he’d be twirling his hair. Shane Hollander is trying to publicly kill a man for him.
Also probably not just for him, Ilya is sure Comeau’s been having it coming for a while. Still nice.
Pike hasn’t moved to help his teammates either so he and Ilya stand side by side, just staring. Should he…? Should he what? The refs have woven into the fray and two of them are trying and failing to pull Hollander away while the others attempt to coral the other players. Its a lot of yelling. Usually the kind of environment Ilya thrives in but today his brain is completely logged off. Shane punched someone. Did everyone else see? How are they acting normally? It takes St-Simon yelling for him for him to help him haul some Montreal player away from Conors that he remembers that he’s captain. He should… he drops his gloves slowly and jumps in to help Conors, irritated despite himself. Why is anyone doing anything but watch Shane right now? Can they not feel the sex appeal radiating from him right now? Why can they not let Ilya have this? He’s going to miss the sight of a few of those beautiful hits.
He smacks Conors gently round the head and turns ready to fight but – is that? Just to his right Marly and Boiziau have stopped and are grabbing onto each other, Marly’s hands at his waist, Boiziau’s – Jesus Christ have they all gone homicidal? - at Marly’s neck. Ilya starts to go help his friend with a curse when -
What the fuck?
“Marly?”
Marlow and Boiziau are making out. Like right there on the ice in the middle of it all. The Montreal player opposite him frowns when he notices Ilya’s distraction and turns to see it too and gradually the fighting around them stops as they all turn to stare. What the fuck is happening. What dimension has Ilya fallen into?
“Jesus fucking Christ.” he hears and when he turns to look at him, Pike has his face in his hands. Marly and Boiziau pull away from each other as a ref blows a whistle in their faces.
Is this a dream? Maybe this is just a dream. Probably. And Ilya is going to wake up horny and hard and disappointed and confused. Nice try subconcious.
Blinking, Ilya snaps his attention back to where it matters. Four people have finally managed to drag Shane away as he struggles, spitting with rage, from his prey’s prone figure laid out on the ice. They make eye contact and he finally calms a little, letting himself be pulled away. Ilya cant read the expression on his face.
“Off the ice!” yells the ref, “Everyone off the ice now!” Ilya hesitates for a second before nodding and waving his players back, tugging St-Simon away from the Montreal player he’d been eyeing – clearly not done yet, and shoving him towards the bench. As he skates back to his team, he notices Marly still standing where Boiziau has now left him, dragged away by a ranting Pike. He’s wearing a dumb look on his face, even for him. Ilya skates back for him.
“Cmon man,” he says and Marly visibly startles but follows him back without fuss. “What was that?” Ilya demands pulling him to a stop before they reach the bench.
“Distraction tactic,” says Marly sounding distracted, “We talked about it.”
“You and Boiziau talking about making out on ice to distract the teams from fighting?” repeats Ilya.
“Yep.”
He cannot be serious.
“Are you serious?”
“Yep.”
Ilya narrows his eyes at him. He’s seen that look on a mans face before. Jesus, trust Marly to have the dumbest bisexual realisation ever. Ilya cannot believe he got to kiss Boiziau before Ilya got to kiss Shane. Dickheads.
“You enjoy it?” he raises his eyebrows, instead of pushing him on how little sense that plan makes or whether he understands the ramifications of it, as Marly furrows his.
“Kissings fun,” he says and Ilya realizes very abruptly that he’s still too pent up from the pornographic display of Shane’s fighting skills to have this conversation.
“Of course,” he mutters a tad bitterly. He would also like to be kissing right now. But whatever. “Remind me to send you some gay porn, man.”
“Im not gay,” says Marly as Coach waves them over impatiently and Ilya sighs.
“Sure, Marly, sure.”
Ilya usually has a pretty good gaydar so he’s shocked he didn’t realize sooner but like, its Marly so he doesn’t think he can be blamed. Then again they did kiss during that one threesome … huh. Maybe Ilya can be blamed a little. Jesus christ Shane Hollander punched a teammate for him.
 
They have to get a stretcher and everything to get Comeau off the ice. Ilya starts to boo and Coach slaps him. Then Marly tries and Coach slaps him too. Ilya pouts and focuses on staring after where Shane has disappeared. His teammates, gossiping bastards that they are, wont leave him stew in peace. Typical.
“I don’t know,” he protests to disbelieving jeers, “Comeau said something stupid and then next second Hollander is decking him! I did nothing.”
“Thats pretty romantic,” says Conors, who’s already starting to visibly bruise. He’s always been an enthusiastic but terrible fighter. Usually they don’t even let him try but in the chaos he must’ve gone unnoticed until too late. Ilya snorts and shakes his head.
“He did not try to murder Comeau over me, I think he just needed an excuse.” Absolutely no one listens to him.
“Are you finally gonna ask him out now?” asks Carmichael excitedly and several people chime in eagerly in excitement.
“Finally?” splutters Ilya, as he watches Coach visibly place a bet on it with McDonagh in front of him what the fuck, “What do you think I have been doing???”
“Twitter doesn’t count,” says St-Simon to general agreement, those fucking traitorous bastards. “Have you asked him out properly? In person.”
“Well, no,” says Ilya, shifting uncomfortably and turning his eyes back to what looks like a deeply painful situation for Comeau as he’s shifted onto the stretcher. Good. So he’s alive then. Not so good. “But-”
“No buts! Its the cowards move, man. You’ve gotta do it for real.”
“Yeah,” agrees Hammersmith, “You’ve been scared cause you’re usually a hook ups only kinda guy but cmon Rozy.” Ilya can feel his cheeks going pink but stubbornly ignores it.
“Thats not-” he tries, throat tightening.
“He’s gonna says yes, man,” says St-Simon gently, “Obviously he’s gonna say yes.”
“You think?” Ah fuck, they got him. These bastards know him too well. Its high time Ilya move to the fucking North pole or something. Which one has the bears?
“Yes!” half of the team clamours and Ilya swallows painfully and nods. Maybe he has been a coward. Maybe Shane deserves something as clear as a fist to a teammates mouth.
“Ok, fuck you guys, I will ask him out properly.” He thinks they celebrated less for the Stanley Cup. Beside him, Marly is still clinging onto heterosexuality.
“Im straight, bro,” he says in a - in his defence - very straight voice, “We just kissed as a distraction,” he continues far less convincingly. “To stop the fighting.” Like he and Boiziau are fucking Romeo and Juliet or something.
“Oh, that makes sense,” says the rookie who has to either be the straightest man ever, also struggling with bisexuality or just stupid.
“Yeah,” says Marly happily, and Ilya seethes quietly about how much he would’ve liked making out with Shane as a distraction. They’d be better at it too. Marly isn’t as good a kisser as he is. Since when are Marly and Boiziau close anyway? Ilya was supposed to be the first player to kiss another player on ice. Jesus Christ fucking Marly is the first player to ever kiss another player on ice. In the mens league, anyway. What the fuck.
 
After all that they still have to play the rest of the game. The rest of the second period and the whole third. To a considerably more shell shocked crowd. Shane has disappeared and without him or Comeau, Montreal struggles, and Ilya feels lost. They’re all visibly shocked, Boston included, so its pretty terrible hockey all around. Ilya himself is too distracted to be much good. He figures none of the fans can be too upset given how much of a show they’ve already been given.
He keeps having flash backs of Shane’s face, all serious and concentrated and so fucking pretty and the blood on his fists and the way he showed his teeth as he fought. Understandably, he’s a little off his game. Still when it drags onto extra time, at a boring 1 – 1 score, he wakes up enough to score the winning goal, tearing through half hearted Montreal jerseys who’s names blur around him, shaken by the realisation that the sooner its over, the sooner he sees Shane. Its been almost a full hour since he left the ice. Ilya needs to put his knuckles in his mouth.
Still it takes until they reach the ugly away team changing room, for him to wake fully from the fog seeing Shane Hollander punch someone right in front of him put him under and he’s suddenly hit with it. He’s shaking as he underdresses and showers in record speed, only pausing to make sure his curls look good. This is serious. This is the most serious thing he’s ever had to do. He needs to find Shane and ask him out properly and drop to his knees and – focus. Does he need something? Flowers? A ring? No. No time. Focus.
At least he brought a hot outfit, knowing that he would be seeing Shane. He’s dressed and ready – before anyone else – before he realizes that he doesn’t know where Shane is. He tries calling, begging into the phone as it rings out, to no response, and slams his head against the lockers with a groan. Where would Shane Hollander go? More importantly – where would he be allowed to go right now? Was he sent home?
“Uhhhh – everything alright?” asks Carmicheal, eyeing him nervously.
“I need to find Hollander,” says Ilya, ignoring the ooooooohs and lewd noises that proclamation gets, “But I do not know where he went.”
“Oh!” says Marly, finally tearing his eyes from his phone, still not undressed or showered, “I can help.”
“If you want to make out with a man again do not put that on me,” snaps Ilya, “You don’t need some bullshit excuse. But I actually need to-”
“Bastard,” says Marly, “What the fuck, dude.”
“Should I make missing posters?” Ilya asks, “How do you make missing posters? Can any of you draw?” Shane would make a good missing poster model with his wide wet eyes. Ilya would make a terrible searcher though, he doesn’t have that kind of patience.
“I can sort of draw,” says Conors but Ilya is already shaking his head.
“There’s no way-” he starts, Conors looking affronted.
“Hey,” says Marly, “I can actually help. I’m better than a missing poster.”
Ilya makes a doubtful noise. “Missing poster would have Shane on it. He is much prettier than you, Marly, sorry.”
“Hey!”
“Boiziau has terrible taste.”
“You’re very pretty, Marly,” interrupts Carmicheal loyally on his way to the showers and Marly looks suitably molified.
“You want my help or not, you drama queen?” he asks and Ilya sighs but waves him on. His only other option is to wander around the Bell Centre calling out for Shane which while fun, is not the fastest way of doing things. Ilya doesn’t want to wait a second longer than he has to. “Ok, ok, gimme a sec, let me ask the gc.”
“The gc?” says Ilya suspiciously, narrowing his eyes even more suspiciously when Marly gains a sheepish look usually associated with disastrous drunk decisions. “What gc, Marlow?”
“I was just looking out for you brother! Wingman-ing this shit, you know?”
“What gc, Marlow?”
A crowd of their teammates has formed eyes ping-ponging between them. Marly shifts awkwardly and angles his phone away from Ilya’s sight as he types. Ilya is going to vibration straight out of his skin and maybe murder Marly since teammate on teammate violence seems to be the theme of the day.
“Hollander doesn’t know about it either!”
Ilya goes cold. “What.” Marly finishes typing and sighs.
“Listen dude. We were all a little worried is all! I’ve never seen you so worked up about someone so … you know… I wanted to make sure that Hollander wasn’t stringing you along or anything.”
“What did you do, Marly?”
“I just texted Boiziau! To like, ask him what was up and then he added me to the gc – so its not even my fault really, but then I did add Sveta-”
“Sveta?” repeats Ilya, baffled.
“Yeah! So you can’t just be mad at me.”
“What is going on, Marly, why am I mad?”
“Oh. Right, yeah. So uh – its, the gc, it’’s just trying to get you and Hollander together.”
“… you, Boiziau and Sveta have a group chat to talk about me and Shane?” Ilya clarifies. This is the most baffling day ever. He wonders if Sveta is angling for a threesome.
“Well, Rose Landry is there too. And Pike’s wife, Jackie.”
“How come we weren’t added too?” asks St-Simon, sounding genuinely offended and several voice join in angrily. Ilya just stares. Shane’s friends want them together too? Why? Does this mean Shane definitely also likes him? Do they think Ilya would be good for him? He hopes they think Ilya would be good for him. He would try very hard, at least.
“Ok,” he says hoarsely, blinking furiously and pretending not to notice the tears threatening to make themselves known. He refuses to care about any group chat involving Rose Landry and a member of the Pike household. “Ok,” louder this time, cutting through the many players trying to convince Marly to add them to the group chat or give them Rose Landry’s number. “So you have asked them where is Shane? Do they know?”
“Do you forgive me?” asks Marly, wide eyed like a little child, phone clutched tight to his chest, leverage close to his heart. Ilya feels a pang of fondness despite himself. He rolls his eyes.
“Yes, yes, of course. Everyone thinks me and Shane would be very hot, you could not help yourself, I understand. Now, where is he?”
Marly pulls his phone back to check.
“Uhhh, meeting with their coach as far as JJ knows. He doesn’t think he’s left yet. Third floor, go to the left at the top of the stairs, its pretty clearly marked apparently.”
Ilya doesn’t stick around to hear any more. He runs.
 
 
 
 
 
@ bosdaddyton81 Flo
holy shit he is fucking going for it did we know shane hollander could fight??? I feel like I didn’t know that???
   @ holzdolz Dolly - oh yeah hes really good he just never does expect once in a blue moon
      @ bosdaddyton81 Flo - so right now …”
         @ holzdolz Dolly - yeah I have no clue whats going on
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
my bad for thinking it would just be one punch idk why id think that of shane ‘always does the most’ hollander get him ig
 
@ icemenace Ro
howling with laughter at roz and pike just standing there like theyre literally me rn what is going on
 
@ shanehockey24 Julie
what did comeau say??????? does anyone know????
   @ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou - I NEEEED the twt lipreaders to lock in for this one
 
@ goodolhockey John
this is why gay people don’t belong on the ice what is this completely inappropiate erratic behaviour
    @merriamwebsterdictionary Merriam Webster Dictionary -*** inappropriate
 
@ ilikehockeynowthis hockey twt vs my sanity
whatthefuckwhatthefuckwhatthefuck
 
@ icemenace Ro
camera just caught roz’s face and yeah… hollander clearly looks just as good up close in person as he does on camera
 
@duckduckmoose Moose
this is my first nhl game do teammates usually fight?
 
@ minorhockeyhollzy bbg shaney 
Is he trying to kill him???
 
@ holzdolz Dolly
yk when I was threatening comeau on twt the other day… I did not expect shane hollander to be the one distributing retribution im not going to lie
 
@ russianbear clove
remember when I said I would bet a million dollars that roz would start a fight… yeah so I mean close enoigh right?
   @ icemenace Ro - Theres still time for him to!
 
@ montrealshane Maddie
Genuinely what happens now
 
@rozanova81 una
HOLY FUCK? DID THEY JUST -???
   @ droolingover24 Tic - THEY DID
 
@ firstnamehollanov hollanovs eldest child
marlow and Boiziau????????
 
@ russianbear clove
you could have given me a billion guesses at which pair of players would kiss on the ice today and I would not have guessed marly and Boiziau
    @ firstnamehollanov hollanovs eldest child - all a billion guesses wouldve been hollanov
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
montreal front office been yammering on about how much ‘diversity’ they have but yk… maybe they have more of a point than they realized
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
ummmmmmm so???? first gay kiss of the nhl?????? actually historic moment????? what is happening??????
 
@hollanov8124 Hollanov Nation
sorry what do you mean hollanovs teammates made out on the ice today but they didn’t even speak
 
@ holzdolz Dolly
shane just still whaling on comeau in the background I cant breath
    @24is1formyheart shay - he said ill leave the homosexuality to someone else today I got some things to do first
       @ holzdolz Dolly -‘things’ and its attempted murder of his teammate hashtag as he should
 
@ droolingover24 Tic
hollzy couldn’t have publically murdered comeau judge he was with me walking my fish at that time
 
@ russianbear clove
was this how I expected the game to go? No am I mad about it? Also no
 
@ 8181818181 roz dong
marziau? Clijj?? Boilow??? someone do a deep dive on every single one of their interactions ever please
 
@rozalowhq Rozalow HQ
not to be back on my bullshit at times like these but … ilya is bi… cliff just kissed a man… ilya and cliff…
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
I support shane hollander normally ( I love him) and can recognise his wrongs (nothing hes always in the right)
 
@ metrosbrothersss
I may be a metros fan but I was chearing watching shane hollander punch a bigot in the face I cant lie
 
@ shanehockey24 Julie
I love shane hollander but he shouldn’t be endangering other players on ice (im worried rozanov is going to explose of horniness)
 
@ montrealshane Maddie
I stand by my earlier statements (give shane hollander a gun) but I do admire the creative direction hes taken this without one…
 
@24is1formyheart shay
hollzy NEVER fights you know that whatever comeau did / said it was Bad
    @ montrealshane Maddie - oh he 100% deserves it hollzy’s been putting up with some bullshit without flinching for yearsss
 
@ 81hotdotdot eat me roz
I feel like the thrill im getting is probably what people watching gladiator fights got





  
    Chapter End Notes

    so I know Ilya's been referring to marly as cliff so far in this but I actually realised that I disagree with that so im changing it. sorry.

im sick rn :( lungs trying to leave my body I swear hopefully I will be feeling better by tomorrow cause (hilariously completely coincidentally) I have a beginners Russian class to go to and im confused enough already without missing anything all of the oil paint fumes probably havent been helping

Ilya is ready to lock in its happening people
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  Everything is very loud but Shane isn’t sure any of his other senses are working. As he’s dragged away, all he can see is a bright blur, all he can taste is metal. He’s not sure even his ears are working very well either, maybe he’s damaged whatever is supposed to be able to distinguish different sounds from each other. He blinks slow but the world around him is moving fast. Hands are pushing him, moving him – away? Or towards something?
The world only sharpens back into something understandable when he’s shoved out of the blinding light but it still takes Shane a moment to recognise his locker room. He scrunches his face as he blinks, trying to force his brain back into a working thing and winces in pain. Fuck, he cant believe he let Comeau get a hit on him. Fucker. He shakes his head instead to get rid of the ringing in his ears. Has he lost his helmet?
Rightened, he is faced with a ref, Theriault and three horrified looking teammates. He cant figure out what the ref and Theriault are arguing about quickly enough before the ref is marching out followed, after a barked order from Theriault, by his teammates, who each send him a haggard look as they go. Shane is vaguely aware that it took all of them to hold him back from Comeau and equally vaguely aware that there was definitely some collateral damage done there.
For a moment, Theriault is too angry to even speak. He tries – every time he opens his mouth he is visibly overcome and closes it again. He tugs furiously at his tie instead and paces up and down the room as he tries to come up with something to say. Shane wonder if he should start the conversation off. Maybe by asking what he expected from notoriously-short tempered hockey players after months of abuse. Its not exactly the sort of sport that cultivates an opposition to violence. He cant be shocked that even Shane would deck someone eventually.
“I cant believe -” he starts and has to take a few breathes. Its a little dramatic. If Theriault has some sort of crisis or heart attack or something is Shane legally obligated to do something? “What the fuck, Hollander?” he finally spits, “What the fuck was that?”
Shane’s brain helpfully provides a much beloved saying of the rookies; ‘talk shit, get hit’. He doesn’t say that. He doesn’t get to say anything at all because Theriault puts a hand to his forehead and declares,
“I cant deal with this right now,” and leaves instead. Shane figures he’s probably benched for the rest of the game. Fuck’s sake. Comeau couldn’t have waited just a little longer?
One of the other trainee coaches, McCann, who’s new this year and has been working directly under Theriault- nightmare job - comes scurrying in, clearly terrified that Shane is going to snap and murder him or something, given the way he hovers nervously by the door. Jesus. Maybe Shane should’ve done this years ago just for some peace.
Oh god. His parents were watching. Yuna is going to be furious about his form being sloppy enough for Comeau to get a hit in and that he fought him in front of cameras where sponsors are going to see. Shane is going to end up in some fucking boxing equipment advert if he isn’t careful.
McCann lets him take his gear off and throw a pair of sweats over his thermals but not shower and change properly before leading him to one of the Bell Center’s smaller conference rooms and leaving him. Shane goes along with it because he’s started to tremble from the adrenaline crash and the come down of the perfect clear calm he went under the moment he heard Comeau speak to Ilya leaves him with nothing but the anger and a more scattered mind. He can picture the way Comeau’s face got indistinguishable with blood and the blue of Ilya’s eyes and not much else from the past few minutes. He tries to focus on the latter. The conference room’s door is locked shut with a very obvious click as McCann leaves.
Shane paces and grinds his jaw. The room’s table is ridiculously big for the size of the room, forcing him to hug the wall as he walks, shoulder distractingly brushing it as he avoids running into the chairs. They couldn’t have put him somewhere nicer?
He doesn’t regret it. He doesn’t regret it at all and he will not be fucking apologising for it. Maybe they’ll all finally fucking shut up now. God, was it too much to ask not to be a prick for one fucking hockey game? Was that so much of an ask? He’s their fucking captain!
Shane doesn’t punch a wall because he thinks thats a fundamentally stupid thing to do and has been historically very judgmental on the subject but he does get close. Fuck Comeau and fuck Theriault and fuck Drapeau and fuck the fucking NHL and all the locker rooms Shane’s had to suffer through and anyone who’s ever looked at Ilya wrong. Fuck.
He feels a little nauseous. Flaps out his hands to try get rid of the trembling aftershocks of adrenaline and winces when the lessening adrenaline means he can feel the damage to his knuckles. And fuck the fact that when you punch someone it hurts! Shane is making a fucking list.
It takes him a while to calm down and when he does, its gasping for breath, bent over the table, forehead to the cold solid wood. He’s not meant for all this emotion.
God. He cant believe he punched Comeau. Shane’s been wanting to do that for years. Wow. He laughs, a small chuckles that blows into a full on belly laugh. The bastard had been pathetic. Its starting to come back clearer. Barely able to land more than one hit and barely able to take the ones Shane had given him. He’d started begging embarrassingly fast. Shane hopes that when he heals, it’s with a permanent reminder, a scar or another bend in his nose, something, so that whenever he looks in the mirror he’ll think of Shane. Shane hopes he gets a fucking infection and healing takes forever and its super painful. Shane avoids getting violent and angry and vengeful because he can never do something moderately but now that he’s started might as well let his whole heart have it.
He wonders how the game is going. Ilya will win without him there on the ice. Montreal is probably falling apart, probably blaming him. Shane wishes he could be on the ice with Ilya right now. He wishes he could have a shower. Was it really necessary not to let him? Surely given how long its been, he could’ve taken one and then be brought here. Honestly, fuck Theriault. Shane needs to get out of Montreal.
Oh.
Fuck, god. Shane needs to get away from this team, this management. Does he want them to be his legacy, really? It’ll sting, leaving the city and the certitude he’d had about this place and these people, leaving all the love he’d had for team. But Jesus Christ he needs to go. And he can! Theres no way they’ll try stop him after this. Shane can just go.
He’s never – the thought has literally never truly occurred to him. Usually Shane doesn’t do very well with freedom but… but he thinks he sees the apeal.
He’s going to get out of the Montreal Metros.
 
When the team doctors arrives, Shane is grinning at the wall as he sits peacefully at one of the conference chairs, mind spiralling outwards into plans and plans and plans. Its probably a creepy enough sight, with the blood on his face and knuckles, that he could probably plead insanity successfully to get away from whatever consequences his actions will have. Terry patches him up quickly, disinfecting his knuckles and taping up his nose – not broken, ha Comeau – with his usual disinterest. Usually it bothers Shane that a man whose life is so intertwined with hockey clearly doesn’t care much for it, but today he grateful. They don’t speak beyond a basic back and forth on his pain levels. Terry leaves quickly, leaving behind a plastic bottle of water and pills for the pain. Shane untwists the cap, sips and takes the pill and sips again. He drinks the rest of the bottle in slow grateful sips.
He’d really like a shower.
Shane is made to wait in that conference room for an unreasonably, he feels, long time. Until the end of the game he guesses, which once again begs the question of why couldn’t he have taken a shower. Adrenaline truly gone now, his nose and knuckles ache, only dulled by Terry’s medication. At least, looking down at the white bandages neatly covering the damage to his hands, now he doesn’t have to worry about infections. In a couple of weeks the shallow cuts now hidden from view will fade away to nothing. He will have nothing to show for this day.
 
Eventually, McCann comes to fetch him, still radiating nerves and making sure to never get within a swinging distance of Shane. He tugs at the too short sleeves of his suit, eyes wearily on Shane’s hands, as he tells him to follow him. Shane does without protest, figuring it better to just get this over with.
“Whats the score?” he asks as he trails after a scurrying McCann who’s mission it seems to be to stay two steps in front of him at all times. He gets a suspicious look for his troubles like he isn’t the fucking captain of the team.
“2 – 1. To Boston.”
Shane curses under his breath and scowls, automatically making McCann flinch and visibly have to restrain himself from jumping in the air in startled fear. When he left the ice, they’d been winning. Its not necessarily a surprise that, faced with Ilya Rozanov without Shane or Comeau the metros had struggled but come on. Does he have to do everything? And – fuck. Fuck. That means they’re out of contention for the playoffs. For the first time since before his rookie season Montreal will miss out on the playoffs entirely. Shane… cant process how he feels about that.
McCann drops him off in front of Theriault’s office with obvious relief as he shoots off. To his surprise, he isnt the only one. JJ looks up from his seat waiting in the corridor, the strange, strained expression on his face falling way to a slow, delighted grin when he spots Shane.
“Capitain! Holy shit, man.”
“Hey,” says Shane a little awkwardly. He doesn’t know how the team will feel. JJ might be on Shane’s side with regards to Comeau but he did just ruin their playoff chances pretty dramatically. He sticks his thumbs into his pockets and rocks back on his heels trying to come up with how best to phrase ‘do you hate me now also I don’t regret it’.
“Holy shit,” JJ repeats, the glee in his voice a soothing balm to Shane’s nerves as he jumps to his feet and raises a hand for Shane to dap up. “You rocked his shit! Im so jealous, dude, I bet that was so satisfying.” Shane laughs in surprise.
“It was,” he admits, “Probably stupid to do it during a game though.” JJ shrugs.
“Or smart. This way he cant sue for assault.” Shane isn’t sure about that but he doesn’t contest it. “And anyway who cares! Its been a long time coming. Totally deserved. It was fucking beautiful dude. You gotta teach me.”
“Thanks JJ,” Shane snorts, but he’s warmed by his friends support. “What are you doing here then?”
“Oh,” the smile slides off JJ’s face before being replaced by something painful and awkward looking, “You didn’t see?”
“See what?” Shane has never seen his friend lost for words before, its a strange sight and doesn’t suit JJ’s face at all. “JJ,” he warns, stomach sinking with misgiving. This is why Shane cant leave these idiots alone they -
“IkissedMarlowontheice.”
“What?”
JJ scrubs a hand over his face. “I kissed Marlow. On the ice.”
“Cliff Marlow? The Boston Raider?” Shane checks and JJ nods. “What the fuck. Why?”
“We had this whole plan,” he says arms gesticulating wildly. “To support you and Rozanov. You know? So like, the focus wouldn’t be just on you. We were gonna like, pretend to date and stuff. So – so it was just pretend.”
“You pretended to kiss?” asks Shane confused and JJ shakes and then nods his head very dramatically and very inconclusively.
“Well, no, it was a real kiss. I don’t know how to stage kiss. Should’ve asked Rose, maybe. But like, it was just for pretend.”
“Why?”
“To distract everyone!”
“From what?”
“Well they were all fighting and like, you know, you and Comeau and -”
“Fighting. In an NHL game,” Shane clarifies just to make sure JJ hears himself. He has so many questions. Mainly what and why. Before he can prod further or really even begin to wrap his mind around the clusterfuck of a situation that is, Theriault storms down the hallway, his ugly too-big suit flapping around him as always.
“Hollander,” he barks, ignoring JJ completely and Shane feels his eyebrows rise without his permission at the force with which he opens the door to his office. He exchanges a judgmental look with JJ before following their coach inside, closing the office door pettily delicately after himself.
Theriault does not seem any less mad than he had been earlier but he is, at least, able to articulate himself now which makes for less of a waste of their time.
“You’ll be happy to hear that Gilbert is ok,” he says cooly, watching Shane from the other side of his giant desk. Shane takes that as an invitation to sit down. “Though he will be kept at the hospital overnight.” Shane doesn’t react, isn’t honestly sure how Theriault expects him to. Its not like he accidentally beat Comeau up. He was trying to injure him. There’s a tense silence in which his coach clearly expects him to speak but Shane says nothing. He actively resists his Canadian upbringing- he will not be apologising. “Well,” Theriault continues eventually, tone disgusted. “I see you don’t regret your actions then.” Shane still says nothing, waiting for the point. He wont make this easy.
Theriault leans backwards in his chair, swivelling slightly from side to side, and the two men watch each other. Theriault breaks first.
“What the fuck was that, Hollander?” he demands, the steady reddening of his skin betraying the calm he’s trying to project.
“Comeau made an inappropriate comment-” Shane begins.
“Inappropriate???” Theriault has clearly only been waiting for Shane to speak to let the damn out. “You know whats inappropriate? My captain attacking one of his own teammates mid-game! We took a gamble on you Hollander – from the beginning but especially since February’s nonsense and this whole social media fan-fair with Rozanov. I let you keep your title despite all that and this is how you repay me? By breaking Gilbert’s nose and losing us the game over one stupid fucking comment! Are you -”
“It wasn’t one comment and you know it,” snaps Shane, “I told him – I told all the guys to cut that homophobic bullshit out – its been months of comments, months of disrespect -”
“Disrespect,” repeats Theriault derisively, rolling his eyes, “Don’t be a pussy Hollander-”
“Thats exactly what I’m talking about,” Shane exclaims, on his feet before he’s aware of moving, knocking his chair over as he does so, “That bullshit – that kind of language. Its not appropriate and its fucking bullshit and discriminatory. You’ve been basically fucking encouraging it these past months and I’m sick of it. I give everything on the ice every match, I’m the reason we scored at all today and yet all I hear is whining about who I might sleep with -”
“Speaking of,” Theriault roars, also jumping to his feet, hands spread out on the desk, “What did I tell you before the game? To stay away fromRozanov not jump your own player to suck his dick.”
“Oh for fucks sake – he’s irrelevant to this discussion -” Shane presses the heels of his palms to his temple. He’s so sick of repeating himself.
“Not when he’s the reason you sent Gilbert to the hospital.”
“He’s not! Comeau made a comment that went to far – after months of comments going too far -”
“So that justifies you going fucking coo coo mid game? A silly chirp?”
“Maybe if you did your job to protect your players instead of, I don’t know, throwing around slurs -”
“Ok,” Theriault interrupts sharply raising his hand. He sits slowly back down and turns his face away fromSshane, jaw working, skin an alarming shade of purple. “Listen to me Hollander, this is what’s going to happen. You’re going to apologise. To Comeau, to the NHL, to the commissioner, you’re going to grovel -”
“I wont be doing that.” Theriault ignores Shane’s interruption, raising his faux-calm voice over him.
“- for forgiveness. You’re going to visit Comeau at the hospital and attend anger management classes -”
“Like hell I will.”
“- you’ll obviously be stripped of your C and you will -”
“Theriault,” Shane near shouts to make himself heard, slamming a hand down onto Theriault’s desk. “I will not do any of that, you hear me?”
“You punched a teammate on ice and let your boyfriends team win, what did you expect? Special treatment for the golden boy?” Theriault spits, working himself up again but not yet standing. Shane towers over him. Maybe thats why he sat down, to make their physical difference less obvious, to make looking up a choice instead of an inevitable fact. Shane snorts.
“I don’t expect anything from you anymore. But don’t worry I wont be your problem much longer,” Shane seethes.
“What does that mean?”
“Im leaving the metros,” Shane tells him point blank, “I think we can both agree this season hasnt been working -”
“Wow,” says Theriault, sitting back in his chair, eyebrows raising, taking Shane in like he’s never seen him before. “So thats why you lost us the game then?”
“What?”
“Decided you’re done, huh? Got lazy and tired of work and thought you might as well just let your boyfriends team win, tried to take out one of our best players on your way out -”
“What the fuck are you talking about?” Shane hisses, mouth foaming, livid at the accusation. “I would never throw a game and -” unable to help himself “- Comeau, one of our best, really? Rozanov can skate circles around him, I doubt it made any difference to todays game.”
“Their captain trying to murder him sure did make a difference to the guys!”
“Don’t be dramatic,” he snaps, “I didn’t try to murder him, you just told me he’s fine.”
“Wether he’s fine is besides the point!” splutters Theriault. “You cant just -”
“Well as I said, not your problem any more.” Shane makes himself sound sure despite how new this resolution is. Usually he’d only make a decision like this by committee, after weeks of discussion with his team but here now, its pretty obvious he doesn’t have much of a choice. He cant stay here.
“Oh come on, hollander,” says Theriault condescendingly, “Really? Lets be serious here. You want to retire in Montreal and what other team would take you now? A violent lunatic and a faggot? You’re lucky were forgiving enough to keep you on the team -”
“I think,” says Shane slowly, “That you have forgotten who I am, Coach. Im Shane fucking Hollander. I could’ve killed Comeau on the ice and there’d still be teams begging me to join them. You – this team – was nothing before me.” You’ll be nothing after, he thinks.
“Well,” says Theriault tightly but Shane doesn’t want to hear anything else he might have to say. His decision is made, why would he stay any longer?
“You’ll be hearing from my agent and my lawyer,” he interrupts. “Goodbye, Theriault.” He ignores whatever spluttering the man makes as he marches out of the room. On the other side of the door JJ’s eyes are wide and guilty, clearly having been eaves dropping. Not Shane preferred way of telling him he’s leaving, but whatever. It cant be too much of a surprise after today.
“Capitain -” he starts but Shane pushes past him. He needs to get out of here.
The hallways of his beloved Bell Centre have never felt so tight and winding, so windowless, as they blur past him. Shane can feel his face twisting and realizes he’s smiling. Fuck. Fuck, that felt good. He slows down and the Bell Centre returns to itself, welcoming and well known. A slow breath and a disbelieving laugh later, Shane stops. Maybe – maybe he should keep going while he’s brave enough. Go to the team locker room just to say ‘fuck you’ and then go to the media to say ‘fuck you’ and then… and then – and then Ilya Rozanov rounds the corner.
 
 
 
 
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
trying to remember and … I don’t think a teammate fight has happened literally ever before in the nhl…
   @rozanova81 una - yk what definetely hasnt happened before??? two rival players MAKING OUT
       @ autistic24holzy Em - well yeah that too
 
@ icemenace Ro
this game was a clusterfuck for many reasons but it did provide my favourite picture of all time ; [image: ]
    @ bosdaddyton81 Flo - this is going on my wall
 
@ russianbear clove
there is something so symbolic so beautiful about marlow and boiziau making out with shane hollander beating tf out of a homophobe behind them
 
@24is1formyheart shay
so the sheer shock of this match seems to have calmed everyone down from a potential riot everyone just in shock rn
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
queer rights vs what we had to do to get them ; [image: ]
 
@tmz TMZ
A Historic Moment for the NHL; First Gay Kiss on Ice
 
@ PopCrave Pop Crave
Queerbaiting in the NHL? Hollanov vs Marziau
 
@ espn ESPN
Montreal out of Playoff Contention; Season Analysis
 
@ tsn TSN
Shane Hollander Misses out on Playoff Spot for the First Time in his Career, Just Months After Controversial Coming Out, What Does This Mean for the Stars Future?
 
@ bosdaddyton81 Flo
Cant even celebrate boston winning because like wtf
 
@ shaneybugbug Libby
why are people acting like shane hollander is the only person on the montreal roster? Hockey is a TEAM sport
 
@ biicehockeyfan shanehollanderiloveyou
watched hollzy deck comeau and thought ‘it cant get better than this’ and then boiziau kissed marlow absolute cinema
 
@ iwant81Abbie
are we sure the marziau kiss wasnt a prank?
 
@ icemenace Ro
Marziau kiss being a prank being pushed by the same people who said roz was joking about being bisexual… you want to do this AGAIN?
 
@ shanehockey24 Julie
So likeeee since montreal are out for season … what happens to hollzy he cant exactly be benched
    @ autistic24holzy Em - probably a massive fine but honestly this is unprecidented so who knows
 
@haydenhollander Shayden4Life
check out my ao3 for my first ever marziau fic! Inspired by their kiss on the ice today
 
@ droolingover24 Tic
montreal and boston having two each of the only four out hockey players in the nhl is so funny to me for some reason
   @ holzdolz Dolly - soooo if they each have two … we have to assume that the average amount of closeted queer players per team is AT LEAST two
       @ 81hotdotdot eat me roz - ladies and gentlemen place your bets
 
@ shaneygoodboy Mary
can we bring back the #haveyourbackalways for hollzy? I fear he’s gonna need it ...
 
@bbbbbostonhockeyyyyy bospuck
boston making a post when roz came out but not marly… oh so being queer is only ok if your the star player? So long as its hypothetical and you don’t actually kiss a man?
    @rozanova81 una - Give them like two seconds the game just ended
 
@ 8181818181 roz dong
do we think the marziau kiss was planned or nah?
@ bosdaddyton81 Flo - I want to say nah it was such an odd moment to chose lmao
 
@sportsnet Sportsnet
NHL Insider Says Crowell is ‘still deciding’ and ‘very conflicted’ about Hollanders Behaviour on Ice Today
 
@ autistic24holzy Em
shane hollander don’t listen to a word they said honey you did beautifully in fact I think you should do it again
 
@no19Vaughan Carter Vaughan
congrats to @JJonTheMetros and @cliffmarlow! Really cool to see more diversity and bravery in the league #hockeyisforeveryone
 
@ ryancarmichaeloffficial R. Carmichael
everyone stop tagging me I DONT KNOW OK I DONT KNOW ANYTHING





  
    Chapter End Notes

    GUYS NEXT CHAPTER I PROMISE ITS HAPPENING

I wanted to post this Monday but I was too hungover and then I was too busy Tuesday getting tear gassed by the police like the rest of French youth this week and idk what I did yesterday tbh cause uni hasn't even been open cause of the protests but at last! and like idk how much I even like this chapter but we move

I didn't actually plan the marziau kiss and now im like wait the consequences oops but it was too funny not to

thank you for all your well wishes!!! the tear gas and also the cigarettes (drunk so they don't count shhh) havent helps my lungs per say but I feel a lot better :)


  


      

  












      Chapter 26
  


    Chapter Summary

    please note the updated rating

also be aware that the pov changes throughout the chapter! but it should be pretty clear



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Ilya looks ruffled and gorgeous. His curls are still clearly damp from his post game shower, darker and tighter than usual and starting to frizz into a halo, catching in the sharp florescent lights to circle his head in a ring of soft gold which, combined with his flushed cheeks and wide eyes, gives him an angelic appearance only defeated by his tight fitted black top devilishly showing off his shoulders and waist and arms and the glint of his chain at his neck. He can’t belong to the same world as this soulless corridor and small men, he’s too alive, too full of colour and beauty for this place, taking up the entire corridor and putting all these greys to shame. Shane hadn’t known people like Ilya existed until he was 17. Now he’s he’s skidding almost comically to a stop in front of him, just a few short meters away. Almost close enough to touch.
Shane doesn’t stop walking. A few short quick strides bring him right up to the startled expression on Ilya’s face, less than an arms reach away, but he forces himself to pause before touching him.
“Shane.” Shane sees Ilya’s rosy bitten lips form his name more than he hears it. He forces his eyes up, away from temptation. His mind is still sharp with emotion, anger and adrenaline, from Theriault’s office, and he feels too aware of it all. The heat just centimetres from his twitching fingers, the pink on Ilya’s cheeks, the breath in his lungs, the tingling of his skin. He’s too close, he’s standing weirdly close to Ilya, he knows. He should take a step back and stop being so intense and weird and put his racing mind back to order. He doesn’t.
“You are ok?” asks Ilya carefully, eyes darting, a little furrow appearing between them. Shane nods automatically. Ilya’s furrow deepens. Right. Comeau and the match and Theriault. The world.
“He only got one hit in,” Shane assures him, feeling his own face turn displeased. “Are you ok?” He’d lost track of Ilya pretty quickly once he’d hit Comeau, focused on only one thing outside of a general awareness of chaos around them. Ilya’s answering smirk soothes any concerns, amusement and something else playing out across his face. Have his eye always been so dark?
“And your coach?” he drawls more than asks, though the furrow remains, betraying some true concern, even as his voice goes lower and slower than before. Shane swallows.
“He’s a dick,” says Shane, forcing himself to shrug it off, knowing his voice has gotten quieter. “It’s his problem now.” Ilya’s eyebrows raise in clear surprise.
“Really? You-” he starts but Shane interrupts.
“Really.” He makes himself smile and, taking Ilya in, doesn’t have to force it to be real, can feel it spreading in the way he knows crinkles the skin by his eyes. Ilya looks him up and down, slow. Everything buzzes. Shane barely dares to breath, pinned by his heavy gaze. He must be convincingly ok because Ilya’s consideration ends with a smile and an approving nod. Shane feels hot. He tries to swallow it down.
“Well,” he says, warm and teasing and so slow Shane thinks it might be the world slowing down around them, allowing him to drink this in. “I owe you a thank you, мой рыцарь в сияющих доспехах.”
“What does that mean?” Shane asks, transfixed by the sound of Ilya’s native language. His voice takes a more melodic and easy rhythm in it, clearer and slightly higher in pitch. Shane wants to drink it.
“Ah,” says Ilya, feigning surprise, “You have not found time for Russian classes in between being fluent in English and French and Japanese and polite Canadien -?”
“Polite Canadien is not a language.”
“Hmmmm, English is my second language maybe I am not translating properly -”
“You’re perfectly fluent in English you prick, you just love being a dick.” Shane is grinning, hard enough to hurt his cheeks. He’d feel silly if not for all 32 of Ilyas teeth smiling happily back at him.
“Woooooow, a ‘prick’ and a ‘dick’,” Ilya repeats, putting on a fake Canadian accent to mock him in a way that clashes strangely with his own Russian one – and god Shane was not ready to hear Ilya Rozanov say the word ‘dick’. For his heart and his … well, dick’s sake he needs some warning first. Wow, he mouths back as he listens, enjoying the feel of Ilya’s word in his mouth, the way he rolls it on his tongue. “You say this to all the poor Russian boys trying to thank you for defending their honour?” He’s leaning forward slightly, into Shane, still valiantly trying to smirk through his wide grin.
Shane burst out laughing, unable to help himself, though calling it anything other than giggles is probably wishful thinking. He’s looking up at Ilya through his eyelashes – harder and easier than expected when standing at the same height – and blushing like a girl.
“What?” he manages through his giggles, confused and far too amused and fond to do anything but go along with Ilya’s teasing.
“Here I am,” says Ilya dramatically, leaning in closer still, so so close, “Trying to show my respects to the brave, ah, gentleman who so bravely, so heroically, so… hmmmm handsomely came to my rescue when this hockey player was being very mean to me-”
“Oh yeah?”
“Oh yes. A very strong gentleman, very good at fighting -”
“He sounds like a catch.”
Ilya’s eyes, only centimetres from Shane’s sparkle with amusement. “Hmmm, no,” he purrs and Shane’s eyebrows rise indignantly, even as he leans closer still. “You see, when I come to find him to say thank you and-” - and??! - “-ah, repay him for his bravery, he calls me a prick and a dick.” Ilya clicks the ending ck in dick sharply. Shane’s brain has flatlined. They’re so close. “Not such a gentleman after all,” he says in mock disappointment. Is Shane still breathing? He can be anything Ilya needs him to be. He is a gentleman, usually, normally. He’s polite. He can be so polite.
“You don’t need to repay me,” he breathes. “It was my – um, my pleasure.” Shane cannot believe he said the word ‘pleasure’ in front of Ilya. He’s being stripped bare to the tight core of want at his centre. Flayed open and vulnerable, easy to read. Ilya’s eyes soften but he doesn’t move away. Thank god, thank god, thank god.
“Very good,” he says gently, barely a rumble, his accent thickening. Shane – Shane is, he isn’t, he – he’s burning, he’s frozen, he’s clinging on to Ilya’s next word like awaiting a holy gospel. “мой вежливый джентльмен. But you were so… gallant defending me, yes? I think you deserve a reward after such a beautiful goal and then such a beautiful punch.” Shane swallows. He summons all of his courage built up throughout the day, all of the adrenaline and recklessness.
“I can think of one way you can pay me back,” he says, more clumsily than he’d like, especially compared to Ilya’s smoothness.
“Oh?”
He barely has to move to kiss him.
 
*** Ilya ***
 
Yes. Holy fuck, yes, yes, thank you, please, yes. At last. Fuck. Thank you, thank you, thank you. Shane.
 
*** Shane ***
 
Ilya’s lips, when Shane leans forward to kiss him, are as soft as they look. He brushes his own against them, barely daring for more, though he’s lost any rational fear that he might have misread this. It’s hardly anything, the barest hint of contact, it jolts him back to life and sends him hopelessly over the edge.
He pulls back, wanting to see Ilya’s face, but Ilya makes a small noise and this time he’s the one to lean forward and press them together, far more insistently this time, his nose pressing hard against Shane’s nose, their lips slotting together firmly. Shane makes a small satisfied noise back in the back of his throat and Ilya presses even harder. Shane cant help but sigh, giving Ilya the opening to slot his tongue into his mouth.
Ilya doesn’t hesitate or hold back when he kisses. Theres no run up, no warm up, no warning. Shane is bending back with the force of it, trying to swallow Ilya’s tongue down his throat, trying to keep him close, making a disappointed sound when he pulls back only for him to bite down on Shane’s lower lip. He jolts, pain and heat and nothing he could ever describe.
Shane reaches out blindly for something to hold onto even as he pushes back into Ilyas face, nudging his nose against his cheek, closer closer, closer,Shane needs them closer. His hands grab onto Ilyas waist and he tugs him flush to his body as ilya makes a low approving sound. Yes, yes, yes, he thinks greedily.
Annoyingly, they are interrupted by the human need for air, separating their lips as they both suck in deep breaths, foreheads pressed together. The universe makes up to him for it by Ilya raising his hands, one to rest on Shane’s chest, the other to grab firmly onto his chin and move his head to his liking, tilting him for their next kiss, his fingers pressing possessively into Shane’s skin.
Everything melts.
Shane can think of nothing, focus on nothing, but the sounds Ilya makes into his mouth, the taste of him on his tongue, the heat of him against his palms, the force of his fingers on his jaw. He is nothing but what Ilya wants of him.
A door slams somewhere nearby and they both jerk in surprise, parting at the mouth but otherwise clinging harder as they look around the empty hallway, Ilya’s hand on his jaw hard enough to bruise. Fuck, they’re in a hallway.
Shane shoves Ilya and his face goes surprised and betrayed but Shane ignores that, too urgent to explain himself, and keeps shoving him to – if he remembers correctly – where there is a … yes, fuck yes. Cleaning closet. Shane yanks the door open, pleased to find it unlocked and pushes Ilya inside before stepping in afterwards, forced to move right in between his legs in the tight space definitely not made for two big hockey players, as he closed the door behind himself.
He leans forward to continue but Ilya beats him to it, shoving him back against the door, one hand to his chest, the other the back of his head to protect it as he falls back, as he kisses him desperately, tongue first. Shane lets himself shut his brain back off again, hands back to Ilya’s waist.
If Shane could describe perfect contentment it would be the seconds? minutes? hours? spent kissing against that closet door, letting Ilya move him how he wants, his hands squeezing his chest and grabbing his hair to move his head as they kiss. When he needs to breath, Ilya kisses his jaw then neck then back to his lips. The world dissolves to lips and tongues and teeth.
Then Ilya shoves his thigh between Shane’s legs, propping him up with it and the shuddering moan Shane lets out surprises even him. Things suddenly feel a lot more urgent. He’s vaguely aware that the trapped little thrusts his hips make are pathetic, especially when Ilya laughs breathily into his mouth and keeps kissing along his jaw but he cant help it, he needs – fuck.
Fuck, they’re in a cleaning closet. That’s barely better than a hallway.
“We should -” he starts and then hums, thoughts leaving, at the hint of Ilyas teeth against his neck. He makes a questioning sound, lips trailing upwards to Shane’s ear and Shane tries to focus. “We should leave.”
“Leave?” Ilya repeats pulling backwards to look at him, but they can barely make each other out in the darkness of the closet, the grey sliver of light from the closed doors sides only illuminating enough for Shane to half make out the alarm on his face. He blinks slowly, annoyed. Yes, this is why, this is the problem. He should always be able to see Ilya, always. Expect for when they’re kissing. There are places out there in the world for them to kiss and have a light on.
“Come back to mine?” he asks, hands moving up and down Ilya’s sides as if to comfort him, throat tight and nervous.
“Oh,” says Ilya and Shane tenses and pulls back but he doesn’t have time to be hurt or worried because Ilya is kissing him again and again, mumbling “Yes, yes, yes,” between each kiss.
“Good,” he mumbles back.
“Yes,” Ilya agrees, “Good. Good – lets, lets go now?”
“Yeah,” says Shane, and kisses him.
So maybe it still takes them a while to leave the cleaning closet and yeah, maybe thats half Shane’s fault. But eventually Ilya pulls away from him.
“Either we leave right now, Hollander,” he says, dead serious, “Or I get on my knees, right here.” And Shane cant have Ilya Rozanov on his knees for him for the first time and not be able to see him properly. So they untangle enough to peer out the door and make sure the coast is clear. “Ok,” says Ilya, “lead the way, which way is that fastest to leave without seeing anyone?” Shane’s stomach sinks.
“Fuck.”
“What?”
“I don’t have my keys,” he says patting his pockets, awkwardly avoiding his straining dick. The look of despair on Ilya’s face would suggest a catastrophe of far greater proportion but Shane is in full agreement with the direness of this statement. “Fuck, they’re in the lockerroom.”
“You are killing me,” says Ilya, forehead falling to Shane’s shoulder. He hides a smile, giddy at the casual contact. “Ok, so we swing by the lockerroom -”
“- I sneak in,” continues Shane doubtfully. “Fuck it I guess, no choice anyway.”
“Hotel?”
“I don’t have my car keys either, we’d never get out of here.”
Ilya groans long and heartfelt and a little much for Shane’s poor dick. Focus. He pulls back and nods. “Okay. I believe in you. We go. You are super fast superspy, in and out, bam. Get keys. Leave anything else.” Shane nods in agreement.
“In and out.”
 
 
He stalls once they reach the locker room, reluctant to go in and immediately be faced with his teammates, hopelessly aware that, especially after that nightmare of a game, they will still mostly be there, undoubtably gossiping and furious, and there is little hope of him going unnoticed and unbothered. Ilya watches him a little desperately and opens his mouth, no doubt to suggest yet again, that he go in, like that would go down well, so Shane has no choice but to march up to the door and push it carefully open, if nothing else but to shut him up.
He peaks inside to find most of the team crowded around one locker on the other side of the room. Nobody is looking at the door. He pushes it open slowly, wincing when it creaks but no one notices. Shane slips in and makes it all the way to his locker without anyone seeing. Which really, is concerning. Anyone could apparently just come in here.
It falls apart when he has to dig into the pocket of his bag to get his keys and they jingle. One of the rookies looks over and his eyes go wide. Shane tugs at his keys and bolts.
He runs out of the room, door banging wildly behind him and grabs Ilya to drag him with him as he sprints away. Neither of them slow down until they reach the underground players and staff parking lot, racing past multiple shocked faces they ignore.
Shane is out of breath with laughter when they reach his car.
“Shit,” he gasps, “That was close.” Ilya doubles over beside him, hands on his knees as he laughs.
“What the fuck, Hollander?” he asks, “I thought we were being chased with a gun!”
“One of the rookies saw me,” Shane protests, laughing still as he leans against his car. Jesus, his abs hurt. They beam at each other, giddy in their corroboration, the shared feeling of getting away with something. “Let’s get out of here.”
“Yes,” Ilya agrees, straightening up to beam at him, all earnest delight. “Where is your car?”
“What do you mean?” Shane asks, “This is my car.” He pats it like its a well behaved dog or something and immediately wishes he hadn’t done that. How awkward do you have to be for it to severely impact your sexiness? Has there been a study done? Ilya looks at his reliable, multi-terrain car very blankly. Its a strange expression on his usually oh-so-expressive face.
“This?” he says.
“Shut up,” says Shane, more automatically than as an actual response. “Its a great car. Practical. Good in the snow and the city. I got it only last year, so its new and the best for -” Ilya groans overexageratedly.
“You are so boring.”
“Get in the fucking car, Rozanov.” Shane opens him his door before walking around the car to open his own and getting in. 
Ilya’s face is tight and judgmental as he sits in the passenger seat, disdain obvious as he takes in the inside of the car and puts on his seatbelt. Shane ignores him to focus on reversing out of his parking spot, bracing his hand behind Ilya’s head to twist around to look behind him as he backs up and as an excuse to lean close.
“Think about how sexy we could be in one of my cars back in Boston,” bemoans Ilya, “The Ferrari… or the -”
“That car’s tiny,” Shane argues, praying as they pull out of the car park and he waves to the wide eyed vigil that they go unnoticed and unfollowed. “How sexy is it really if we couldn’t fit in the backseat?” The silence from beside him has him blushing fiercely as he rethinks his words. He glances over to Ilya to catch him adjusting himself in his trousers and mouthing ‘wow’ blankly down at his lap, blinking harshly. Unfortunately, his shock doesn’t last long.
“Ah, so you have watched my car collection interview,” he says slyly. “Enough times to remember her and you have been thinking about the … space needed for me to fuck you.”
“Jesus christ.” Shane is going to crash this car and die before he gets to suck Ilya’s cock.
“Hollander. Shane. Be honest, you find my cars sexy.”
“I just told you that this is more practical for sexy.”
“Shaneeee,” he wines. “How many times have you watched my car interview?” Many, many times.
“Never.” He just needs to survive the twenty minute drive to his house. This is fine. They should have stayed in that fucking cleaning closet whereShane could touch Ilya and wasn’t in charge of ensuring they don’t die a violent fiery death of blunt trauma.
“I do not believe this.”
“You’re really obsessed with me finding your cars sexy, overcompensating?”
Ilya just laughs. Fuck, thats hot. Fuck it. Shane reaches over and grabs his thigh, feeling the muscle shift under his palm. He’s casual, the king of smooth. Its actually kind of soothing, this touch as he navigates them away from the maze of roads that surround the Bell Centre, even as he has to drive one handed. He works hard to ignore how Ilya is clearly trying to shift his hand higher up his thigh.
“Which car is your favourite?” continues Ilya, sounding entirely unaffected, even as he continues to wriggle and Shane tightens his hold warningly.
“This one,” says Shane but he’s ignored.
“The Ferrari? Or, no, it was the ‘bright orange monstrosity’ you mentioned, no?” Shane’s glad he’s not the only one memorising their conversations. “So the Lamborghini. One of my favourites too. Good choice, Shane.” Shane does not shiver because that would be ridiculous. “What have you been thinking about doing in her, hm? Or on the hood maybe?”
There should be a road safety law against this conversation specifically.
“I would never let you fuck me on an orange car,” says Shane weakly, not realizing his mistake until Ilya inhales sharply.
“But one of the others?” he asks, casual conversational tone abandoned. “Shane? One of the others? You would let me -?” Shane wouldn’t say he’s particularly into the idea of car sex – just seems largely impractical when they both own beds - but it is very hot how clearly into it Ilya is. So he considers it. 
“Maybe the classic Maserati convertible,” he says, thinking over Ilya’s sizeable collection and, ok maybe he’s already thought about this once or twice and maybe, yeah, Shane is actually kind of into the idea of car sex now that he’s really thinking about it, fuck. With Ilya. Car sex with Ilya on his beautiful dark red 1954 Maserati. Fuck.
Ilya moans out loud beside him at that but when Shane turns to look at him snaps, “Eyes on the road, Hollander. This boring car can go faster, yes?”
“Im at the speed limit,” Shane tells him, obediently facing forwards, “We’re only like ten minutes away.” Ilya hums, sounding pained. Without their conversation, Ilya’s jaw tight and shut, the tension in the small space is impossible to ignore. Shane hates speed limits but not enough to get them killed. He forces himself to obey all traffic laws until they make it safely home.
 
 
Shane should maybe have thought through inviting Ilya back to his place, as impossible as coherent thought had seemed at the time. All of a sudden, as he parks his car in the garage and gets out he cant look at the other man. He’d forgotten through the cloud of lust that this was Ilya’s first time seeing it and, despite having his tongue down his throat less than a half hour ago, there’s something nerve-rackingly vulnerable about having Ilya in his home. Seeing all his design choices and the well known spaces he hides from the world in.
He leads them both inside with a small, “Shoes off,” still not looking at Ilya and to his horror finds himself giving him a mini tour, vaguely gesturing at and naming things like a poorly paid teenage tour guide through the kitchen until they reach the sitting room, one of Shane’s favourite spots in the house with a low stylish yet comfortable couch and massive west-facing windows. He forces himself to stop, awkwardly stuffing his hands into his pockets to avoid pointing either of those features out and, taking a deep breath, shuffles around to look at Ilya.
Unlike what Shane had feared, he doesn’t look bored or ready to bolt, instead agreeably looking around the room, the afternoon light turning all his features to gold. Once his sweeping eyes have their fill of the room and return to Shane his mouth twitches into an endeared smile that has some of the tension leaving Shane’s shoulders.
Shane doesn’t have much experience. Sexually or romantically. All four of his fumbling encounters with men had occurred after at least a few drinks for courage and in club bathrooms and, once, a hotel room. His experience with women was maybe more elaborate, a few girlfriends, a couple of hookups to get his teammates off his back, but involved a lot of effort to be present and, well, into it. His current problem is the opposite; he feels too present, too alert and aware and alive under Ilya’s burning gaze.
Ilya who, Shane knows, is very very experienced. Which is fine, good even, but leaves Shane feeling unbalanced and unsure in comparison. He wishes there was a universal how-to guide on this so he could know he was doing what he was supposed to. 
Should he offer Ilya a drink? Or just strip? Or -
“Nice place,” says Ilya and Shane can hear the smile dimpling into his cheek.
“Thanks. I got it our second year, my mom helped me find it. It was already built but I did a lot of renovations.” He closes his eyes. Why cant he stop talking? Why cant he just be naturally alluring and sexy like Ilya? Ilya hums in acknowledgement. When Shane opens his eyes he’s much closer.
“Very nice,” says Ilya softly and he grabs Shane’s chin. All the remaining tension in Shane’s shoulders and his back flees, leaving his knees to buckle and his mind to go peacefully blank expect for a total focus on Ilya in front of him.
 
 
*** Ilya ***
 
The moment Ilya touches him, those dark eyes go wide and pleading, Shane’s beautiful body relaxing completely for him. Its a heady rush, that kind of power, in Ilya’s greedy hands. The disbelief of the day hits him once more, here in Shane Hollander’s beautiful house, allowed to get this close, Shane trusting and obedient in his grasp. All that clawing want that lives in Ilya’s stomach screams but Ilya hold himself back. He has something precious here, something worth being careful with, making sure none of Ilya’s greed does any damage. He is going to be so so good, so that Shane will want him again and again, will want to keep him.
He leans in close, keeping the only place they touch his grasp on Shane’s jaw.
“Okay?” he asks. Shane kisses him in answer.
Ilya has always liked kissing. Friends, hookups, whatever. He knows some people find it too intimate to do it with people they’re casual with but Ilya has always found kissing fun and uncomplicated, a make out in the club, a reassuring peck during a fuck, some friendly necking without anything more, he’s down for it all.
Kissing Shane might as well be something completely different. There is absolutely nothing casual about the caress of his lips, about Ilya’s tongue in his mouth, the taste of him, the smell of him, the sound of him, the feel of him. When Ilya pulls back to the sight of him flushed with swollen lips and half lidded eyes, theres nothing casual about that either.
He feels half insane with it. He feels like a virgin again. Every move Shane makes, a holy revelation. When his hands come up to grasp at Ilya’s shirt, the moan that spills out of him is completely unintentional, the usual plotting in his mind during a hookup – how to make them feel good, how to make himself feel good, when to touch where, when to moan, when to hold back – swapped for something purely instinctive, a push and pull of reaction between them.
He pushes closer again, nudging his nose to Shane’s, lips slotting back into place, perfect - but that greedy want he has but a fragile hold over has him open his mouth immediately to shove his tongue into Shane’s and lick possessively into his mouth, his perfect mouth. He swallows down the whine he feels echoing through their mouths, only to let out a shuddering groan when he feels Shane’s hands move, running up his chest curiously. Embarrassingly, he has to pull back to pant when Shane’s fingers brush his nipples and then – and oh god, then they’re in his hair.
Shane pulls and Ilya bites down on his lip hard before soothingly swiping his tongue over it, surprised by the full body jolt that gives him. Shane pulls again and Ilya moans helplessly, shoving their hips together and dropping his clumsy mouth to Shane’s neck to bite down on the smooth skin there, desperate.
“Yeah,” he hears Shane gasp quietly, his fingers tightening in Ilya’s hair, Ilya’s hips rutting pathetically in response as he sucks hard on the skinbeneath his mouth and his hands roam frantically across Shane’s body, wanting to touch everything. Another tug on his hair has him trying to get to his knees but Shane stops him.
“Wha-” he gasps out, pulling slightly back.
“Wait, wait,” says Shane, voice tight and Ilya pulls back further but Shane tugs him close again with a displeased grumble and he’s being moved, one hand in his hair, one grasping at his peck as Shane bullies him in the direction he wants. Its almost unbearably hot. Ilya is a big, muscled man. He’s never been with someone able to shove him around and manhandle him this easily but it has the warmth of drool flooding his mouth as he trips over himself to follow what Shane wants.
He’s dragged out of the room and up a flight of stairs and the remaining working parts of his brain put it together. Holy fuck they’re going to Shane’s bedroom. Holy fuck.
 
*** Shane ***
 
Shane shoves Ilya onto his bed, watching in satisfaction as he half falls half sits down, knees over the end, resting back on his elbows. He takes a moment to look at him from above, a pleased possessive urge roaring in him at the sight of him in Shane’s bed, his hair in disarray from Shane’s hands, his cheeks flushed and lips swollen from Shane’s lips. Cock straining fabric because of shane.
Why the fuck are either of them still dressed?
He pulls off his tight under shirt, barely wincing as it clings to him, a reminder than he still hasn’t showered, though that doesn’t seem to bother Ilya, and tosses it over his desk chair. Ilya’s mouth drops open, eyes darkening, but he makes no move to move from where Shane has put him. Shane steps between his open legs and reaches slowly down before tugging at his top until Ilya obediently rolls his torso forward and raises his arms and lets him pull it off him, placing his head level with Shane’s stomach which he kisses slowly, eyes never leaving Shane’s. Shane drops the fabric in his hands, unwilling to move away to put it with his.
“On your knees,” Ilya says hoarsely and Shane drops. His knees will maybe hurt later put for now Shane feels nothing but anticipation and safety, here tucked between Ilya’s strong thighs and pinned by his awed gaze. He rests his head against a thigh letting Ilya take in the sight of him like this, as his hands raise to cup him in the back of his head and brush against his lips. Shane opens his mouth and sucks on one of his thumbs, watching Ilya’s face go disbelieving and his thumb press down on Shane’s mouth. But thats not why he’s down here, so he reluctantly lets Ilya’s thumb go and leans forward, hands coming up on either side to push his legs even wider as he dips down to mouth at his clothed dick.
Ilya groans, muscles tensing under Shane’s palms, but despite his hand at the hair at the back of Shane’s neck and the other one migrating to grip his shoulder, he doesn’t try to move him or force him harder down. It takes a bit of wriggling to tug down his trousers and underwear and Shane pulls them all the way off his feet, tossing them blindly behind him before returning to his throne between Ilya’s legs. He mouths along his thighs, sucking a bruise into one then the other as Ilya moans and pats his hair, to sooth himself and summon the courage to face Ilya’s cock. 
He regrets this the moment he pulls back to look at said cock properly for the first time. Big and thick and beautiful and - Shane needs it right now. He doesn’t hesitate a single moment more to lean forward and suck it into his mouth.
“Fuck,” Ilya chokes out above him which reminds Shane to lift his eyes up to him as he suckles on his tip with a pleased sigh. He looks at Shane like he’s having a religious experience, mouth wide open, brows furrowed and almost angry-looking. Its an encouraging sight.
Its been a few months and Shane hasn’t suck enough dick to really ever get used to it, the deliriously strange contradiction it is to have something so vulnerable in his mouth while being the one on his knees, the opposing hardness of it and the softness of the skin. He runs his tongue over the vein under Ilya’s cock, exploring as he slowly takes more of his dick in his mouth, one hand going to the part he cant yet reach. The sounds Ilya makes are enough to convince him he’s doing a good job.
As hard as Shane tries to keep his eyes open to be able to watch Ilya fall apart he cant help the way they flutter closed, too focused on the glorious task at hand and the abundance of other senses running through him. He wonders if Ilya eats something in particular to make his dick taste so good. He feels the tip hit the back of his throat and moans even as he chokes slightly and then more when the vibrations make Ilya’s hips stutter, shoving his cock harder and deeper and tears from Shane’s eyes.
“Sorry, sorry,” he gasps, pulling back but Shane just sucks him harder, feeling desperate to keep him close, and he dissolves back into moans. It doesn’t feel like very long before Ilya is groaning out, “Shane, Shane I am – fuck,” and pulling at his hair as he bends over around him. Once again, Shane doesn’t let himself be pulled off Ilya’s cock and his hips stutter as he comes in Shane’s mouth. Shane swallows gracelessly, some spilling out the side, until Ilya is finished and he whimpers with overstimualtion.
Slumping backwards, Shane rests his head back on Ilya’s knee as they both gasp for breath. His jaw aches but he feels so good. He wants to do that again.
Ilya finally lifts his head, curls sticking to his forehead with sweat and eyes fully swallowed by his pupils, looking almost high. Shane admires him from below, smug, and grins at him.
“Fuck,” whispers Ilya. He reaches out and grabs Shane’s face with two hands pulling him up to kiss him furiously. Startled, Shane grabs onto his shoulders and gasps into his mouth. His knees come up on either side of Ilya’s hips, sitting firmly in his lap and wriggling as the awareness that hehasn’t cum yet hits him, cock still trapped in fabric, desperately kissing back the best he can as Ilya tries to stick his tongue down down his throat. He rocks forward, trying to get some friction and Ilya’s palm comes and grinds down, making him pull back from kissing to gasp for breath, still squirming pathetically. Ilya’s mouth goes to his throat, nipping playfully. Its all almost too much.
And then he’s being flipped, yelping in surprise as Ilya throws him onto his back, bouncing onto the mattress, limbs briefly flailing, before crawling onto him. Shane has the abrupt feeling that he’s a prey being hunted by a predator far beyond him.
 
 
*** Ilya ***
 
It’s maybe unfair to tease Shane when he himself has already so satisfyingly cum but Ilya cant help himself. He tugs off the offending sweatpants and the base layer tights he’s still wearing and finally Shane’s underwear. And then he has heaven sprawled out invitingly under him. And Ilya is so so greedy.
His hands go to Shane’s biceps to squeeze and then his chest where – holy fucking god – he has tits like a girl. Ilya has no choice but to put his mouth to one cute brown nipple and, when Shane gasps, suck and bite until its swollen and puffy and then move onto the next one. He bites and sucks and teases and licks his way down Shane’s torso, holding him down firmly as he squirms and thrashes and begs, lavishing his attention on every bit of beloved skin.
This is what Ilya was made for, he thinks. To be the one to make Shane feel good, the one to touch him, to see how his skin goes bright pink beneath his freckles making them stand out gloriously, to hear how his pants and moans get higher and higher in pitch, to hear how he begs. Shane Hollander is loud, Ilya is realizing with great delight.
“I know, I know,” he says soothing and patronising as Shane makes a frustrated noise when he bypasses his cock to instead bite down on his pretty pretty thighs. Shane sobs and when when Ilya looks up his eyes are glassy and a single tear has escaped. He runs a soothing hand down Shane’s thigh before grabbing his hips to hold him down as he deep throats him without warning.
Shane near screams. Its a good thing Ilya is holding him down because he can feel his hips trying to thrust under his tight grip. He bobs up and down, pushing Shane’s hips warningly down and feels and hears him let out a hiccuping sob.
Once he’s sure Shane wont thrust up, he lets one hand sneak around to grab his ass and the other move up to squeeze a tit. Sue him, ok? Ilya’s a simple ass and tit man and he has both before him now. He groans around the thick cock in his mouth, wishing he could stay here like this forever. One of Shane’s hands comes up to squeeze the one Ilya has on his tit as he babbles nonesense.
“So good,” he pants, “So so good for me – oh fuck, oh fuck, oh Ilya.” Ilya doesn’t have like a praise kink but there’s something about Shane telling him how well he’s doing that has his dick twitch. He has a hand in Ilya’s hair but he tugs when overwhelmed not in any attempt to direct him. It has Ilya desperately speeding up.
Shane doesn’t last very long and he seems surprised by him own orgasm, sobbing and clinging to Ilya as he comes. Ilya swallows and then licks him clean and cant resist sucking a bruise into one of his thighs before crawling back up Shane’s body to observe his work.
Shane looks wrecked. Face red and wet with tears, bruising already blooming littering across his entire body. He looks like Ilya’s.
Ilya has to kiss him. Gentler than before now that all urgency has left them with nothing but an uncomplicated afterglow.
They kiss and they kiss and they kiss. Ilya finds himself lying on his side, arms around Shane, one leg slung over his hips, as they kiss until his lips hurt and then more. He lets himself touch, lightly now, running his fingers over Shane’s freckles, the ones over his nose and on his shoulders and arms and he finds more and more, hidden away and tucked into every corner of Shane’s beautiful body. Shane busies himself doing the same with Ilya’s moles which makes his throat feel tight.
He has to look away feeling himself blushing, defenceless, when Shane carefully kisses the one on his cheek. His eyes land on something he thinks he recognises and he frowns and pushes himself up on one elbow to look at it better from where it hangs from the ceiling.
“What -” Shane grumbles and then – “Oh.”
“Oh?” says Ilya, raising an eyebrow at him and he watches as Shane’s face goes all scrunched up and embarrassed. “That looks like -”
“Its is,” Shane interrupts and he groans, covering his eyes with his arm, “It’s the bouquet you gave me in New York, ok? I learnt how to dry out the flowers to keep it. The rest of them are pressed into my books.” He sets his lip stubbornly, still hidden away, like he expects Ilya to make fun of him. Ilya doesn’t know how miracles like Shane Hollander happen but he is not one to question it.
He pulls Shane’s arm away from his face to kiss him bruisingly hard, climbing back on top of him, dick suddenly very interested in a second round. 





  
    Chapter End Notes

    heyyy been a minute dw the French police havent gotten to me yet though they have tried

so. lets all sit with this chapter a minute shall we? (though the next one will hopefully be much sooner!) I know I said I wasnt sure about writing smut etc etc but like I couldn't do that to them so hashtag my first time hashtag be nice

im going to my granddads in Brittany tomorrow (like the place in France not Great Britain ew) super early :( so your comments are literally going to fuel me getting out of bed. I will eventually start replying to them btw I just got very overwhelmed and had to stop but trust one day im gonna be cool and chill and normal and able to interact with people

ive also been rereading this fic from the very start and damn its kinda long and also I really need to sit down and do some edits at some point lmao


  






  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          my twitter is @ edensharksong come say hi :)


        


    


  Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!
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