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for my self had been buried

    by munnworm

      Summary

      The decision to invite Carter in his hotel room had been made last minute, and Scott wondered if it wasn't too soon. He had never really came out to anyone, really; no one in his circle knew this part of him except for Kip. And wasn't that the exact problem? He buried himself so deep inside the closet, terrified, that he couldn't even dream of getting out of it.

Or,
Scott comes out to Carter before the 2017 playoffs' win.

| Alt. Coming Out. Not Chapter 26 of Game Changers compliant



      Notes

        Congratulations on finishing your tasks!! Here, as promised <3

Canon divergence from the books! Instead of telling Todd (his agent) first, Scott comes out to Carter :) Mix of both show and book. Sorry for any grammer mistaks taht slipped the cracks. Habitual reminder: I'm french lol.

IMPORTANT: There are a few dialogues that directly refrerence the book, i added footnotes for show-only readers!

Another Drabble for Dopamine!! Enjoy <33


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






    






for my self had been buried

    
      The decision to invite Carter in his hotel room had been made last minute, and Scott wondered if it wasn't too soon. He had never really came out to anyone, really; no one in his circle knew this part of him except for Kip. And wasn't that the exact problem? He buried himself so deep inside the closet, terrified, that he couldn't even dream of getting out of it. 
His fear of being outed directed every corner of his life to the point it ruled even his relationship with whom he knew was it for him. He guessed that, in the end, it made sense that was Kip—whose arrival upturned over Scott's perception of his own sexuality—who helped him realize he was even denying himself the right to live, to love.
Loosing Kip's presence in his life, even for tree weeks, was enough. He had made his decision to move forward, but he couldn't do so without telling Carter first. Scott was tired of being careful[1], tired of hiding who he was to the people he loved. He wanted his best friend to meet Kip, to tell him he was happy for him; He wanted to see his most important people seated side by side, to have both part of his life in the same room without the lingering fear of being seen.
Scott sat on his hotel bed, leg bouncing as he stared at Carter's response to his earlier text. He knew it wouldn't be long before a knock came on the door, and Scott would let Carter in, and the two would talk. Scott would speak, Carter would listen, and then…
Then what? God, now he wondered; What if Carter reacted badly? He never did anything to make Scott believe he was homophobic, but sometimes people were less tolerant of the people around them than they were of strangers. Would he—
Before he could muse further, the door opened, making Scott feel like his heart was jumping out of his chest. He stood hastily as Carter let himself in, gaze assessing Scott's tense form.
"The door was open?" Carter offered, when he saw how panicked Scott was.
"Right," Scott cleared his throat, wiping his clammy hands on his sweats. He forgot that was the first thing he did after sending the text. Fuck.
Silence stretched for a moment, before Scott motioned to the bed. "Can we, like, sit?"
"Sure, dude," Carter's tone was seemingly deliberately relaxed, as he moved slowly to sit on the bed. 
How terrible did Scott look?
Scott sat a couple feet next to him, and stared at his hands for a moment. Was he trembling? It felt like his hands were. Jesus, he felt less and less confident the more time stretched.
"So, are you, like, sick?" Carter asked, hands fidgeting in his hoodie's pockets. "Is that, uh, what you want to talk about?
Scott looked up at him, and saw how worried Carter was. He guessed it was fair that Carter's first assumptions that Scott asked him to talk was to announce something severe happening to him, but somehow he still felt bitter that it would be the first assumption, as if he hadn't done his best for over a decade to kill every risks of being seen as gay; He had molded himself into a good, straight NHL player, and now here he was.
Scott took a deep breath, closing his eyes for a moment to recollect him, before opening slowly, looking at Carter. "I'm dating someone."
Carter nodded slowly. "Yes, we've established that. Your mystery girl,"[2] He added in a sort-of teasing tone, but the tension in his voice could still be heard. He carefully nudged Scott with his elbow.
Scott huffed, but it felt half-hearted. "That's the thing, I… Fuck," He passed a hand on his face, letting it rest on the lower part of his face for a moment as he contemplated his next words. He let his hand fall back on his lap, exhaling. "It's not a girl." He settled on saying. "He's not a girl."
Carter stayed silent, eyes widening as realization set it. Still, Scott couldn't do himself the disservice of not saying those fateful three words.
"I'm gay," He straightened up, feigning confidence.
"Holy shit, dude," Carter breathed out. "Fuck, I really sounded like an asshole earlier to you, didn't I?"[3] He mumbled. He stayed silent for a moment more, before shaking his head, like he was breaking himself out of a sort of haze. His face broke into a grin, before tugging Scott into a hug. "Fuck, I'm so proud of you."
Scott let it happen, wrapping his own arms around Carter, feeling he tension that  had built up in his body finally let go. The hug didn't last long as Scott broke it apart first. 
"So, to be clear, there is someone?" Carter asked at last. "A boy-someone, sure, but like..?"
Scott chuckled, "Yeah, there is. His name is Kip."
"Kip!" Carter exclaimed. "Holy shit, that's adorable! That really his name?" He grinned.
Scott felt something warm at how easy Carter accepted this part of him. "It's a nickname, but—"
"You gotta show me a picture," Carter didn't let him finished. 
"I mean, technically, you already saw how he looked. Kinda," Scott smiled, but still fetched his phone, opening his locked folder and looking for a showing-a-friend appropriate picture of Kip.
"I did? When?"
"You remember when I was photographed at the Met?" Scott said, angling his phone to show Carter a photo of Kip he took a couple months ago. Kip was mid-sentence, cutting fruits on the counter, looking so content. He looked absolutely gorgeous, as he usually did. Scott remembered Kip had been ranting about something at work.
"That was with him? Jesus, no wonder you seemed so tense when I was giving you shit for it," Carter winced, before his eyes fell on the picture shown to him. His face broke into a soft smile, and he pulled Scott in a side hug. "I'm happy for you, man, you know that, right?"
Scott looked at him, knocking his head gently against his. "Thank you."
"Of course," Carter mumbled. "Is it okay if I, like, asked more questions?" He asked as they both pulled back.
"Sure. I reserve the right to ignore those I don't want to answer, though," he said dryly.
Carter waved his legitimate concern off —Hello? Scott shares a locker room with this guy— and instead adopted a very serious look, and an equally serious tone. He immediately proved Scott right. "Am I hot for gay men? I know women find me hot, but do men—?" 
"No." Scott replied with the most sincere, serious tone he could muster. 
A laugh broke out of him as Carter's face crumbled into horror.
 
 

    





  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          Please think of leaving a kudos and/or comment please <3 they are fuel !!

I am somewhat directly referencing some canon lines.

1. Something Scott says to his agent, Todd; Since the conversation with Todd doesn't happen here, I'm putting that line in Scott's internal dialogue. Game Changer: Chapter 26, page 308.[ ↺]
"I am tired of being careful," Scott sighed.

Happens less than an hour before this scene. Game Changer: Chapter 26, page 310.[ ↺]
Scott smiled and poked his eggs. Has it been easier for you since your relationship has been...outed?"
"Ah," Carter said, putting his fork down. "Tired of keeping your girls a secret?"

Same dialogue as the [2] note! Game Changer: Chapter 26, page 310.[ ↺]
"I'm just a private person. Or, as private as I can be, anyway."
"Well, it wouldn't hurt for you to be seen with someone. Otherwise they're gonna start saying you're gay!" Carter laughed. Scott didn't.

Thanks to the The Fic Writer's Guide to Formatting (An AO3 Repository) by AnisaAnisa for the footnotes' formatting!


        


    


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








