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‘cause I'm into you quite intimately

    by rachelrae

      Summary

      When Luca crashes into Blayne Stickner on the ice during his first ever family skate, he swears he's too embarrassed to ever talk to the man again. But when he finds out Blayne is one of the team's physical therapists and his usual gal gets sick for a couple weeks, he's going to have to learn how to handle having Blayne's hands on him in a very... professional matter. Cause that's all this is. There is no way he's falling here.



      Notes

        Hello hello lovely people!! Here I go, posting two fics in one day but when I tell you, I finished chapter 6 in they (don't) know about us and immediately starting drafting up a love story for Luca? And a couple hours later, here I am!
I honestly have no idea where this fic is going yet, or how long it will be, but hopefully you'll come along on this journey with me!!
This will be a companion piece to the first in this series, so if by chance you haven't read that one, I'd recommend it!
The title is from So Easy (To Fall in Love) by Olivia Dean because it absolutely matches lover boy here, you'll see hehe.
I know very little about hockey and the physical therapy world, and while this fic will mostly focus on relationships, if anything sticks out to you I would love nice and helpful feedback (same goes for any spelling mistakes!)
Thank you! <3


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






      

  












      Chapter 1: maybe one night could turn into three
  








  When people had used the term “I fell head over heels in love”, Blayne Stickner had always rolled his eyes. First of all, falling? No thank you. Head over heels? That sounds more like a tumble, but alright.
 
And then he quite literally lived through the experience when Luca Haas slammed into him on the ice during the family free skate. 
 
Blayne, who had been minding his own business and chatting with Gen from social media thank you very much, had not seen the team's rookie coming. Had not turned his head to see the panicked, wide blue eyes clock his slow skating form seconds before disaster. All he knew was one second he was laughing over the funniest homemade team gifs he'd seen so far, and the next he was tumbling, head over skate on the ice. 
 
The sounds of sharp gasps and a quick call for a medic were the first things to reach through to his ringing ears, the second sound was a mumbling, almost frantic, “Ach du Scheisse, are you ok? Please tell me you're ok. Fuck. I'm so sorry. Du warst einfach plötzlich da! I didn't see. Please open your eyes. Fuck.” and then Blayne was opening his eyes, mostly out of confusion over the mangled words, but when he caught a glimpse of his attacker, it was like the world stopped spinning.
 
Blue eyes, blond curly hair, lit from the back from the overhead lights, making Luca Haas look like an absolute angel. And with that, Blayne knew he was fucked.
 
Head over heels. It may have been the slight concussion speaking, but the phrase finally made sense. 
 
And then the team medics, or perhaps more probably known as Blayne’s coworkers, were suddenly all there and Luca was pushed back so that they could work and Blayne may or may not have failed to answer any questions coherently because he was too busy staring at Luca Haas over the shoulder of whoever was prodding at the bruise forming on the back of his head. He could already tell it was really going to hurt. But it didn't matter, as long as Luca stayed right there, in his eyesight.
 
But then there were arms, pulling him up and off the ice, and Troy Barrett and Ilya Rozanov appeared to console their stunned rookie and their eye contact was broken. Blayne let his friends think the whimper he let out at that was because of pain. Which wasn't one hundred percent a lie. Now that he wasn't focusing on Luca, his head was actually really throbbing.
 
What followed was the standard concussion check out, which Blayne failed. Then threats of a hospital visit, which he protested against so venomously, finally managing to promise to spend the next couple of hours on one of their beds with one of his friends watching over him. And at last, a bit more peace and quiet so he could properly wallow in his self pity and yearn. Thankfully Annalena had offered to take the first watch and she had only fussed over him enough to get some painkillers in him before she pulled out her headphones and her switch and curled up on the couch across the room. This is why she was one of his favorites.
 
An unknown time passed, in which Blayne entertained himself in counting the ceiling tiles, having to stop every time he had to crane his head and the pain would spike. He had just settled into trying to come up with estimating the area of the room he couldn't see when the door creaked open. 
 
The door, being too far to the left of his vision, was something he heard more than saw, but the shocked expression on Annalena’s face that was quickly tucked away intrigued him.
 
Before he could call out something stupid like, “Who's there?” familiar blond curls came back into view. And then, those beautiful blue eyes again, this time tinged with red and slightly swollen.
 
“Um. Hi.” And look, Luca Haas may be the youngest player on the team, but especially like this, towering over Blayne's bedside, he was massive. A hunk, Blayne's broken brain supplied helpfully. But his voice, gone the panic tones from earlier, had retained its squeakiness. “I just, well. Um. Are you ok? Which, like, absolutely not, I see that, um. But like, what, um…” and Blayne had to fight back a smile. There was maybe one complete sentence in there.
 
“Hi.” He echoes back, quietly. “I'm ok. Really. Just a bad bump, light concussion. Nothing I haven't gotten before fooling around on the ice.” He had the strangest urge to take Luca’s hand in his. 
 
“A concussion? Fuck.” And there it was, the panic. Was it possibly another sign of the concussion that Blayne already found it endearing? “I'm so so sorry. I wasn't watching where I was going, and I suddenly had to swerve to avoid Nick's kids and fuck, then you were there and-” Luca's hands left their tempting spot next to Blayne's bedside to tear at his own hair, the curls only getting even messier. 
 
“Hey, no. It's fine. I wasn't keeping a look out as well as I should have been either.” Blayne lost the battle and watched his own hand reach out to lightly tap Luca's side in a gesture he was sure meant to be comforting but given that it pulled a squeak out of Luca, he doubted it had that effect.
 
“Um, I'm still so terribly sorry. Fuck, should I drive you to the hospital or something?” Blayne was proud of those full sentences, even if he didn't fully agree with what was being said.
 
“Luca. Breathe. I'm fine. They've checked me out here, and I'll be surely spending the next couple hours getting poked and prodded here. But I'm fine.”
 
He didn't notice it at first, but at some point when he was talking, Luca had frozen, fixing Blayne a look with those baby blues that he would do just about anything for now. This was dangerous.
 
“What?” 
 
He watched Luca swallow, twice, before, “How do you know my name?”
 
And he couldn't help his laugh at that, even if it did hurt his head. “Luca Haas, Ottawa Centaurs rookie player. It's kind of my job to keep up with who you are.” At Luca's blank stare, Blayne stuck out a hand. “Blayne Stickner. One of the Centaurs physical therapists. Nice to meet you.” And the feeling of Luca's hand in his was glorious. He'd much rather be touching him this way than being body slammed on the ice by him.
 
“Oh.” Was all Luca managed at first, still weakly shaking his hand. As the moment went long, Blayne got to have the utter delight of watching his blush spread when Luca finally seemed to come back to himself with a sharp jank of his hand. “I guess I hadn't seen you around yet.”
 
“You're probably with Avery.” Blayne supplied. The two of them had split the roster pretty randomly at the start of the season; a decision Blayne was regretting now.
 
“Oh. Yeah.” Luca was still so red in the face. But his gaze never left Blayne's. He had the half thought to wonder if he even knew he was blushing. 
 
“It would have been nicer to meet under better circumstances.” Fuck. Blayne was flirting wasn't he. Two minutes with this boy and he couldn't control himself. 
 
But the stuttered, “Yeah.” in response only edged him further on.
 
“How are you liking Ottawa?”
 
The question seemed to catch Luca off guard, the shock forcing the stress off his face for a second and fuck, he was beautiful. “Um. It's been great. The team's been really great.” A media appropriate answer he'd probably said a hundred times. Then, after a pause, “Not really seen much of Ottawa outside this rink though.” 
 
It was said in such a tone that Blayne knew Luca was not aware, at least in the moment, how that sounded. But he couldn't help himself. “Well, I moved here a couple years back. I'm no local, but I do know a couple cool spots.”
 
Luca blinked at him for a moment. Then swallowed again. He was still blushing. “Um. Yeah. Cool. They say it's a nice city.” Before Blayne could figure out something else to say, to back track, Luca took a step back. “Fuck, concussion. Sorry, I'm probably really bothering you. I'm, uh, gonna go. I'm really sorry once again. Like, you have no idea.” And really, Blayne didn't. He wasn't sorry in the slightest.
 
But he was sorry to watch Luca walk away. There was a second, just as Luca was about to reach the door when Blayne saw him pause, a half turn and a quick mumbled, “I'll see you around?” And then the man of his dreams was gone.
 
“Well that was interesting.”
 
Well, fuck. Blayne had forgotten Annalena was in the room.






      

  












      Chapter 2: you see every hope I locked away
  



    Chapter Notes

      And now, for our other main narrator: Luca Haas!!!

This chapter has running through my head all day and while I can't promise this quick updates always, I wanted to thank those who've followed me from my other fic over to this one!! Your lovely comments and love for Luca are the entire reason this fic exist and I can't thank y'all enough for that.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  “And, rook, don’t forget about stopping by PT on your way out.” Coach Wiebe’s voice echoed across the ice, bringing a flush to Luca’s face. 
 
“Yes sir!” He called back, raising a thumbs up with his free hand as he slid to a stop after his final lap around the rink. It had been a fun practice? Whatever mood Ilya was in today had carried over to the rest of the team at practice and while Luca’s legs were screaming at him to sit down, the thrum of his blood soaring through him wanted him to keep going. To push himself harder. To be better. But that was a bit hard to do when he was the only one left on the ice. 
 
Luca knew it was only his first season, but the Centaurs had been on such a hot streak lately, winning game after game. That paired with an immense boost in their captains mood, another wonder, had them pushing their absolute limits every practice. Riding high. 
 
“And there he is! Can you believe it guys, our rookie does know how to walk on land!” Came the cheer from Evan as Luca pushed open the locker room door. The answering cheers definitely did not help the red on his face but Luca couldn’t help his answering smile. The guys had been teasing him all season about always being the last one off the ice and jokes like these had become a common ritual. The warm feeling that accompanied those moments were something Luca hoarded close to his chest for the not so good days. 
 
It had been a dream come true to be drafted to an actual NHL team, but the way the Ottawa Centaurs had welcomed him with open arms still remained the unbelievable part. Not only was it impossible to believe Luca played on the same team as the Ilya Rozanov, and other top league players like Troy Barrett and Wyatt Hayes, but his teammates actually seemed to like him? Luca still fought the urge to pinch himself every morning when he parked his car in the team lot. 
 
“How is knee?” Speaking of Ilya Rozanov, the accented English hit Luca’s ears just as he was pulling his practice jersey over his head. There was a long moment, Luca jumping at the words and his left arm getting temporarily stuck where his stomach dropped in mortification, but when he did finally manage to get his shirt off, Ilya was waiting patiently next to Luca’s locker, already changed and packed bag at his feet.
 
“Um, good. Really good.” Luca squeaked out, shifted his weight back and forth almost as if to prove that statement to himself. 
 
“You are not pushing it too much?” Ilya’s gaze was sharp, focused on his right knee. Luca felt it twitch under the attention.
 
“No, no. It’s really good. Coach just has me seeing Avery for prevention now.” 
 
It had been early on in their season, Luca’s first professional season, in a game against Montreal. Luca still dreamt of that game, waking up in a cold sweat. It had been a brutal loss, like most of their games had been at that point. But this game had been the worst. Luca remembered very little from the first period, but Ilya had been off even before the game. At one point, Wyatt had pulled Luca aside and had filled him in that this wasn’t the first time Ilya had gotten like this. Reassured it was just an off day for their captain and checked in on Luca with such care that had left Luca stumbling over his own words. And then they had gotten on the ice and Luca’s senses were assaulted with the negative energy radiating off Montreal. It was so bad, so weird, Luca almost forgot to be excited about playing his first game against Shane Hollander until the first face off. But even that exciting fact hadn’t helped. Luca had played rough games before. Seen how brutal hockey players could be, but this game had still been a shock to his system. Montreal, other than Shane Hollander, was playing dirty. And Ilya was matching them, beat for beat. Luca had counted blood on the ice three times before the third period. He’d tried to not let it get to him, but something must have thrown him off, and all came to a head three minutes into the third period when Luca connected with the pass from Troy seconds before the blue mass of Gilbert Cormeau came crashing into him. He barely remembered the hit, just the screaming of his knee and the matching hoarseness of his throat. Remembered the trip to Montreal General, a kind doctor discussing his MCL sprain to their team’s emergency physician as he held her hand. Two to four weeks off the ice and a dozen appointments with an appointed team physical trainer, Avery. A furious Ilya Rozanov followed by the most awkward meeting with Shane Hollander, the Montreal captain apologizing for his teammate. 
 
But that had been weeks ago. Months, almost. It was sweet that Ilya was still asking, that Coach was still looking out for him. But Luca was fine. It hadn’t hurt in weeks. 
 
“Avery, good. Tell her hello from me.” And with a final grin, Ilya was gone, disappearing to wherever he went after practice. 
 
Luca didn’t even bother showering, knowing if Avery had the same sadistic exercises as last month, he would be keeping up the sweaty look, and shoved a protein bar in his mouth as he made his way down the halls of the rink to the lower level. 
 
Thankfully the hallway was empty when he unsuccessfully body slammed her door. He hadn’t even been trying, planning on just opening the swing of the door with his shoulder, but when he was met with sudden resistance in place of the usual creak of the hinges, the resounding boom of the rest of his body hitting the locked door was too loud. And it made his shoulder peak, unprotected from this self-inflicted hit. Ow. 
 
Steadying himself back and glancing around quickly to make sure really no one saw, Luca finally took in the piece of paper taped to the door detailing Avery's sick absence and how all her appointments had been automatically transferred to the team’s second assistant trainer, Blayne Stickner. 
 
Fuck. 
 
Luca was sure he looked a little silly standing in front of the locked door, but he was personally fighting against the urge to smash his head against the door, so really this was the better of two outcomes. 
 
Blayne Stickner? As in the guy he had absolutely smashed into at a family skate last week like he wasn’t a professional NHL player and didn’t know proper ice etiquette. Fuck, hadn’t he apparently given the man a concussion? Was he even safe to be working again? 
 
The slam of a closing door down the hall shocked Luca out of his self pity spiral. After a quick look through his emails, he saw the confirmation email from Avery, along with a new room number a couple doors down for Blayne’s office. Thankfully far enough away that Luca hoped he hadn’t heard the door debacle. 
 
It was still too little steps away to give Luca time to mentally prepare himself for another interaction with the man, especially when Blayne opened his door mere seconds after Luca finished knocking.
 
“Luca, hi! Looks like you got Avery’s email too. Come in, come in.” And fuck, how had Luca forgotten this is what he looked like in one short week? Luca stumbled in behind him, nearly collapsing into the free chair Blayne gestured to before closing the door behind them. “Sorry to switch things up on you mid season, but given Avery’s pneumonia diagnosis, it’s looking like I may be kind of in charge here the next couple weeks so we figured a temporary shift might be better than rescheduling.” He paused, his brown eyes catching Luca’s for the entire second Luca managed to hold his gaze. All Luca managed was a grunt in agreement before Blayne sat down in his mirroring chair, his laptop propped up on the treatment table. “Cool. So, given that this is our first appointment with each other, I figured it would make sense to go over what we’re working with here, no? Let’s see, right knee, boof. Yeah. I remember that hit. Fucking Cormeau.” Luca looked up at that just in time to catch the smirk Blayne shot at him. “That’s my professional opinion there.” He waited, as if seeing if Luca would laugh, but also didn’t seem to slow down when he didn’t. “Recovery progress looks good though. Avery’s left a list of exercises you’re supposed to do, how are those going?”
 
Luca knew he needed to actually produce words here, pushing out a “Good.” from the absolute mess of his brain. Which was so ridiculous. Things were going fine. Good, even. He had chatted Avery’s ear off last time in thanks but suddenly faced with Blayne in front of him and suddenly Luca’s brain did not want to get with the program? Was he really this worked up over what happened last week?
 
That was a good point. He should probably apologize for that again. Those were some words he knew. 
 
But Blayne was snapping his laptop shut and standing, “Up we go. I find it best to just get into it, can see where you’re at better that way.” 
 
And that’s when it hit Luca what physical therapy meant, really. Oh my god, Blayne was going to put his hands on him? He really should have showered. He was disgusting, not even fully changed out of his workout gear from practice. Did he want to know what he smelled like? Oh my god, this was so rude of him. 
 
Not that he had ever had these thoughts with Avery, but that was Avery! He knew Avery. She liked him. They were good. This was Blayne, the man he had nearly put in the hospital last week. Jesus Christ. 
 
“Um, if you want, I could go change first? Before I get your space all-” Luca stood too but hesitated.
 
A snort of laughter cut him off. “Nah man, it’s no problem. Things might get sweaty here anyway.” Like that didn't shock the mess in his brain even further. 
 
Luca managed a nod before gingerly hoisting himself up and on to his back. He wiggled slightly into place before turning to find Blayne standing still right next to his head, the man’s gaze focused further down his body. There was a slight dusting of pink to his cheeks and Luca had the wild thought that he wanted to lick that before it fully registered and he pushed that thought deep, deep down. This was absolutely not the moment to be thirsting over his coworker. God, how inappropriate was he being? 
 
Thankfully Blayne started asking more questions before Luca could spiral more, feeling out his knee, making Luca bend in countless various angles. It had been a shock, the first feeling on Blayne’s hands on him, and Luca knew the man had noticed the jolt of his leg when it happened but thankfully he didn’t bring it up. Let Luca focus on the stain on the ceiling and pretend the trails of heat left on his leg were from the stretching. 
 
The next hour passed in a blur of familiar exercises and increased frustration when Luca still barely managed to get more than a word out, but Blayne remained friendly and professional throughout. And before Luca knew it, he was sitting back on the treatment table, accepting a bottle of water from Blayne and wiping the sweat off his face with his shirt. 
 
The clatter of Blayne’s water bottle hitting the floor had Luca looking up, but Blayne had his back to him as he crouched down. His shirt rode up a few centimeters on his back. Which Luca did not let himself think about here. 
 
“I think that’s going to be it, for today.” Blayne started, moving around to pack or fold away various things. “Keep doing what you’re doing, and you’ll stay on the right track.” 
 
Oh. Luca was supposed to go now. You know, the usual thing you did when an appointment was over. 
 
He made himself stand, legs still shaky. He could keep this short. Say thanks and walk out of here and get out of here. Finally grab some dinner for his growling stomach. 
 
“I’m sorry.” Was what came out instead, echoing in the air between them. He watched Blayne freeze, a breath passing before curious eyes turned to meet his. “For last week. I know I said sorry then too, but that was really stupid of me. I still don’t really know how it happened, I really was trying to watch out, but, well, that’s not what I’m trying to say.”
 
“It’s ok.” Blayne’s voice was quiet, smaller than it’d been all appointment, but Luca felt the words just the same. “I’m ok, really. Was a minor concussion. I barely had a headache the next day.”
 
Luca felt something in his stomach unclench at that. “Oh, good. That’s good. I’m still sorry though. And now, with Avery out, I’m sure this was more work for you today, with me of all people too, and this was great, really, thank you, but you didn’t have to do that.” Which was stupid. Luca knew he probably did. That was literally Blayne’s job description. 
 
But it had Blayne smiling, a soft look on his face that had Luca’s heart rate picking up. “It was an accident, Luca.” God, there he goes. Saying his name again. “Probably the universe's payback for all the shit I’ve pulled on the ice over the years.”
 
“Do you play hockey?” Luca could picture it so perfectly, Blayne was a bit shorter than him but he would still fill out a hockey uniform nicely. You know, if Luca was noticing things like that. 
 
“Just for fun. I used to play in school, then a beer league in college. Nothing like what you do.”
 
“Oh. Um, well, actually, I’m-”
 
“A professional NHL player.” Blayne cut him off with gentle words. “A freaking good one too. We’re lucky to have you.” 
 
And whoops. There went all Luca’s English capabilities again. He knew he was blushing again but hoped his face was still red enough from before to hide it. 
 
As if sensing Luca’s struggles, Blayne smiled again, this time with a tilt of his head that imprinted itself in Luca’s brain. “And the most important part of keeping up the good work is proper rest. Make sure you eat good tonight. Practice looked like a doozy today.” Fuck, he was watching their practices? Luca hadn’t seen him, not that he had known to look. 
 
“Ok.” There. An English word he knew. 
 
“I’ll see you around.” 
 
It didn’t hit Luca until he was toweling off from his shower that Blayne had echoed his own words back to him. Which definitely didn’t make him blush. Nope. That was just leftover heat from the shower. This was fine.
 
Again, he was ignoring the traces of heat he could still feel on his skin. Didn’t let himself trace over the finger prints that lingered on his hip. That was something he couldn't let himself do.
 
A good dinner and rest. He could do that.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Now this is going to be a bit of a slow burn here, for context, this fic starts in Feburary 2021, aka a bit befoe they (don't) know about us. Aka don't expect this to be the last of Luca pretending it's normal to feel imprints of someone elses touch all day hehe


  






  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          For visualization purposes, a lovely reader told me they pictured Blayne looking like Blaine on Glee and that was literally the exact body type/hair color I had in my head (we love Darren Criss!) so feel free to add that image to that

Also, if you want to chat all things this fic or HR, I've created a new tumblr (to join Luca and Wyatt at the devil's sacrament hehe): rachelrainy

<3


        


    


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








