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Chronically Interrupted

    by baby_honey_harry

      Summary

      "Mr and Mrs Hollander," Ilya started with sincerity, "Thank you so much for making me Shane... I hope you enjoyed yourselves very mu-"
"ILYA GRIGORYEVICH HOLLANDER-ROZANOV!"

Or
5 times Shane and Ilya get walked in on, and 1 time Ilya walks in on someone else.



      Notes

        me: I should work on my other fics
also me: what if shane and ilya had three kids and kept
getting walked in on by literally everyone they know
anyway. this is that. I needed it and it didn't exist yet.
Enjoy!
 
EDIT 23/06/26: Hi my lovelies!! I just wanted to pop in and say thank you SO much for all the love on this fic! I was genuinely not expecting this, and I am completely overwhelmed in the best way!! Every single kudos, comment and bookmark means the world to me!!! I really am enjoying reading all your comments as well, thank you :)
Also- I have some news to anyone who's been enjoying reading so far!! I've decided to expand this little family's universe!! I'm officially planning on writing this universe's Shane and Ilya's little meet-cute AND THEN diving deeper into the Hollander-Rozanov family chaos- these cuties need more content for SURE!
 
Many thanks to @Evangeline_Lilly, who reached out and offered to help me fix my Google Translate crimes! Thank you, I'm so appreciative!!!!!!!




  






    






Chronically Interrupted

    
      1. 
"Must be home by 11!" shouted Ilya. "Or else!"
"Oh my god, Papa," Zakya called out from the front yard, the hard eye-roll he was dramatically giving could be heard even though he was already out of sight.
"Bye, Dad! Bye, Papa!" called Sophie as she closed the front door to the Hollander-Rozanov house behind them.
Ilya stood with one hand, rubbing reassurance on Shane's shoulder. "It's okay, Malysh."
"What if they get hurt?" Shane worried aloud.
"My love, Shanya. Sophie and Zakya are 18 now. They are allowed to go to parties." Ilya replied, lacing comfort into his voice despite not feeling a drop of it himself. "God knows, a simple high-school party is more appropriate than what I was doing at 18. Let alone what I would tell my Papa I was doing."
"Not helping, Ilya. Fuck." Shane raised his arms to the top of his head in an attempt to calm his breathing.
"Come on, Shanya. Your beautiful husband has whole romantic night planned out for you." Ilya coaxed as he led Shane to their lounge room and encouraged him to sit on the couch. Their lounge room was warm and dim, the kind of lighting Ilya had clearly put actual thought into. Candles sat on the coffee table, the good throw blanket pulled out from the cupboard that Shane always said was too nice to actually use. There was a bottle of wine breathing on the side table, and the television was already queued up to the film Shane had mentioned wanting to see approximately four times in the last month and a half. All of which meant Ilya had been paying attention, and that meant Shane's heart did something embarrassing in his chest.
"You did all this?" Shane said.
"Of course." Ilya settled beside him and pressed a kiss to his temple. "Mia is with your parents. Twins are at party. House is ours." He said it like it was a miracle, which, Shane supposed, it kind of was. Four-year-olds and eighteen-year-old twins did not exactly lend themselves to quiet evenings. "Just you and me tonight, Shanya."
Shane leaned into him. "Okay," he said softly. "Okay, yeah."
The movie lasted about half an hour before Shane brought his hand to rest on Ilya's inner thigh. Ilya turned to look at him with a warm smile before turning back to the television, patient, unbothered.
Shane considered this.
Slowly, deliberately, he dragged his hand further up Ilya's inner thigh until it rested over the soft front of his jeans.
"Malysh," Ilya sighed, placing his own hand over Shane's. "You have been wanting to watch this movie for weeks. Let us watch. We have all night."
Shane squeezed gently. Then reached up and undid Ilya's top button.
"You're so considerate of me," Shane said. "Really turns me on. Can't help it."
"Can't help it?" Ilya laughed, the sound breaking into a small, unsteady exhale as Shane continued.
The amber light from the candles threw long, flickering shadows across the room, dancing over the velvet cushions of the couch. The air felt thick and warm, charged with something that had been building all evening.
Ilya didn't wait for an invitation. He never did when the mood shifted like this. He reached out, his hands finding Shane's waist and pulling him forward until Shane was straddling his lap, knees sinking into the soft upholstery. The friction of denim against denim sent a jolt through Shane's nerves. He felt the solid, familiar weight of his husband beneath him and exhaled slowly.
"No more interruptions," Ilya murmured, his voice low and certain. "Just this." 
His fingers found the hem of Shane's shirt and tugged it upward. The cool air of the room hit Shane's skin for just a moment before Ilya's eyes replaced it warm and intent, tracing the lines of him like he was taking inventory of something precious. 
When the shirt was gone, Ilya's hands drifted lower, palms sliding over Shane's stomach, thumbs finding the silvery raised line of his c section scar with the kind of unhurried reverence that still, after everything, made Shane's breath catch. It was a mark of their life together. Of the children they had made and the years they had survived.
"Beautiful," Ilya said quietly, his thumb dragging a slow, heavy path along the scar.
Shane let out a long, shaky breath and leaned his forehead down against Ilya's. "Ilya. Please."
Ilya's hand slid beneath the waistband of Shane's trousers, and the first touch was electric a sharp bloom of pleasure that made Shane's hips jerk instinctively. He gripped Ilya's shoulders, fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt, as Ilya's fingers began to move. 
"Yes," Ilya encouraged, low and steady, watching Shane with an intensity that made him feel completely seen and completely undone simultaneously. "No one is coming back. Just us."
Shane's head fell back, the long line of his throat catching the candlelight. He was loud. He had always been loud when it was just them, when there was no one to hear, and tonight the house was theirs and Ilya had told him so and he believed it completely.
"Need you," Shane managed. "Rozanov-"
"Hollander-Rozanov," Ilya smirked, and made Shane moan out the loudest he had that night at the thought. 
Ilya guided them together, and Shane felt the familiar, overwhelming fullness of it that total, specific sensation that still, after all these years, made his breath come apart at the seams. He moved with Ilya, finding their rhythm the way they always did, easy and certain, two people who knew each other well enough to skip the uncertainty entirely. "Good?" Ilya murmured, his voice a dark, gravelly vibration as he watched Shane's expression.
"Yes! Ahhh- fuck! Ilya, mmm" Shane gasped, his voice a soft, broken melody. He arched his back, seeking more of that incredible, heavy friction, his hips tilting up to meet every slow, deep thrust. "It feels- ahhh!- So good- mmm… don't stop..."
The world narrowed down to the warmth of Ilya's hands, the scent of the candles, and the sound of both of them coming undone together in the quiet of their own home. 
Neither of them heard the front door.
Which, in fairness, was not entirely their fault. Sophie had been texting. Shane's phone had seven unread messages on it, sitting face-down on the coffee table where Ilya had very deliberately placed it at the start of the evening. Ilya’s phone was somewhere in the kitchen. Neither of them had heard a single buzz.
Sophie 🩷

party is literally so dead lol
dad. papa.
HELLO
okay we're coming home, bringing some people, don't wait up
dad why aren't you answering
PAPA
okay we're literally pulling up outside bye


The front door opened.
"Okay but literally the music was so bad," Sophie was saying, mid-sentence, already toeing off her shoes in the entryway. "Like who DJs a party with that playlist, it was genuinely criminal-"
"I told you it was going to be terrible." Zakya's voice. "I said that. I said those exact words and you didn't listen."
"You say everything is going to be terrible-"
There were more voices behind them. Friends. Multiple. The particular loud, overlapping energy of a group of eighteen year olds who had decided the night wasn't over yet and had brought it somewhere with better snacks.
Sophie was the first one through the lounge doorway.
The scream she let out could probably be heard three houses down.
"OH MY GOD-"
"WHAT-" Zakya came in behind her and immediately made a noise like he was being physically harmed. "WHAT IS HAPPENING-"
"GO, GO, GO-" Sophie had already turned around and was physically herding everyone back toward the hallway with both arms, the efficiency of someone who had made a terrible mistake and was committed to damage control. "NOBODY COME IN HERE, TURN AROUND-"
"What's wrong, what-" one of their friends started.
"DO NOT COME IN HERE," Zakya said, with a conviction and volume that successfully stopped all foot traffic. He had both hands over his eyes. He had not moved from the doorway. "I will never recover from this. I want you to know that. I am telling you right now."
"ZAKYA GET OUT-" Shane's voice, strangled and mortified.
"I AM TRYING-MY FEET AREN'T WORKING-"
"ILYA." Shane again.
"Zak," Ilya said, very calmly, from somewhere beneath the throw blanket that was now doing a great deal of heavy lifting, "close the door."
Zakya closed the door.
There was a long moment of silence from the hallway, and then Sophie's voice, hushed and traumatised: "I texted them so many times."
"I know."
"I said we were coming home."
"I know."
"Why didn't they answer?"
A pause.
"I don't want to think about why they didn't answer," Zakya said.
 
🩷🏒🩷🏒🩷
 
It took ten minutes before Shane could bring himself to open the lounge door, by which point he was fully dressed and Ilya had lit a completely unnecessary extra candle as though ambiance was going to help anything. Their friends had been gently but firmly redirected home by Sophie, who had apparently recovered faster than her brother and had done so with remarkable composure for someone who had also seen things she could not unsee.
Zakya was sitting on the kitchen counter, eating cereal directly from the box in the manner of someone self-soothing.
Sophie was beside him, doing the same.
They both looked up when Shane and Ilya appeared in the doorway.
Nobody said anything for a moment.
"We texted," Sophie offered finally.
"We know," Shane said. "Our phones were-" he stopped. "We didn't hear them."
Zakya put another handful of cereal in his mouth. "Okay."
"We're sorry," Ilya said, and he did sound genuinely sorry, which was something. "That was not-we did not expect you home."
"Clearly," said Zakya.
"Hey." Shane's 'Dad voice' came back online, quiet but present. "I know that was awful, and I'm sorry. But we're allowed to-we're married. We're allowed to-"
"Dad." Sophie held up one hand. "We know. We're 18. We understand how it works." She paused. "We just didn't need to see it."
"No," Shane agreed. "You didn't. And we're sorry for that."
Another silence.
Zakya looked at Ilya. "You really couldn't have just watched the movie?"
Ilya, to his credit, looked genuinely remorseful. "The movie was also very good."
"Papa."
"I know. I'm sorry."
Sophie slid off the counter and crossed the kitchen to hug Shane briefly and without ceremony, the way she'd done since she was small. "Goodnight, Dad. Please put your phones on loud."
"Goodnight, sweetheart."
Zakya pointed at Ilya on his way past. "Please deep clean the couch before I have to sit on it tomorrow."
"Fair," said Ilya.
They disappeared upstairs. Shane stood in the kitchen and listened to their footsteps and then turned to look at Ilya, who was leaning against the counter with his arms folded, looking simultaneously remorseful and like he was trying very hard not to smile.
"Don't," Shane said.
"I'm not saying anything."
"You're thinking something."
"I'm thinking," Ilya said carefully, "that next time I am hiding both our phones in the garden."
Shane put his face in his hands. Ilya crossed the kitchen and wrapped both arms around him from behind, pressing his smile into the back of Shane's neck.
"Romantic night was still very good," he said.
"Ilya."
"Before the interruption."
"Ilya, oh my god."
He felt Ilya laugh against his shoulder, warm and quiet, and despite everything, Shane laughed too, muffled into his own palms, the kind of laugh that only happened when something was so awful it came back around to being funny.
Upstairs, Zakya and Sophie were definitely going to need more than a week.




~~⭐️~🌟~⭐️~🌟~⭐️~~

 
 
2. 


It was a gentle morning at the cottage.
Shane and Ilya had the week off. Off of coaching and off parenting. All three of their children were away at a week-long sleepaway hockey camp that they had all begged to attend, which had required approximately four separate conversations about packing lists and one very emotional goodbye from Mia that had lasted longer than the actual drive to drop her off.
But now they were here. A whole week. Just the two of them and the lake and the quiet, which felt almost foreign after eighteen years of children.
They'd spent the morning in the back garden, which had been Ilya's idea and Shane's project the moment it became his idea, because that was how it always went. Ilya would suggest something and Shane would immediately develop opinions about it. By ten in the morning Shane had his gardening gloves on and a very specific vision for where the marigolds were going and Ilya was crouched beside him in the dirt, following instructions and pretending he wasn't.
"Here," Shane said, passing him another seedling.
"I know where it goes, Shanya."
"You put the last one too close to the edge."
"It's fine."
"Ilya, it needs room to-"
"It's a flower, not a hockey player. It does not need personal space."
Shane gave him a look. Ilya planted the marigold exactly where Shane had indicated and said nothing.
By noon the garden bed was done and they were both satisfied in the way that only came from making something with your hands. Shane kept looking back at it from the patio. Ilya kept looking at Shane looking at it.
"Burgers?" Ilya said.
"Yeah," Shane said. "Burgers."
Shane managed the BBQ with the same energy he brought to most things, which was to say: thoroughly. Ilya came outside twenty minutes later to find him carefully arranging eight burger patties on the grill with the precision of someone following a recipe to the letter.
Ilya stared at them.
"Why are you making so many burgers?"
Shane looked up. "The recipe was for eight, so-"
"Then you cut it in half." Ilya blinked at him. "What, you don't know math?"
"I know math."
"Shane. There are two of us."
"We can have leftovers."
Ilya looked at the eight burger patties and then back at his husband with an expression that had not changed meaningfully in twenty-five years of knowing him. "You are unbelievable," he said, but he was already pulling up a chair to sit beside the grill, because this was also how it always went.
They ate four burgers each, which Shane did not comment on and Ilya did not bring up.
The picnic had been Shane's idea, which meant Ilya had immediately developed opinions about it.
"By the marigolds," Shane said, shaking out the blanket.
"We could sit by the lake."
"I want to see the marigolds."
"We planted them this morning. We know what they look like."
"Ilya." Shane spread the blanket out in the patch of afternoon sun beside the garden bed and sat down on it with the finality of someone who had made a decision. "Come sit with me."
Ilya came and sat with him. Within ten minutes Shane was lying with his head in Ilya's lap, one arm behind his head, watching the light move across the surface of the lake through the trees. Ilya had one hand moving slowly through his hair and the other resting on his own knee. Neither of them was talking. The marigolds were very orange in the afternoon sun.
"This is nice," Shane said quietly.
"Mm."
"We should do this more."
"We are doing it now."
"I mean in general." Shane closed his eyes. "Just. Quiet."
Ilya looked down at him. The lines around Shane's eyes were softer when he wasn't worrying about something. He looked like himself, the version of himself that only came out when nobody needed anything from him for five minutes. Ilya loved all versions of Shane Hollander but he had a particular soft spot for this one.
"Yes," Ilya said. "We should."
The golden afternoon sun draped over the meadow, turning the world into a hazy, warm blur of green and blue. The air was still, save for the distant, rhythmic hum of a dragonfly and the gentle rustle of leaves, creating a pocket of absolute, heavy privacy. Shane lay back against the picnic blanket, his skin glowing in the light, his breath coming in slow, shallow draws as he watched Ilya hover above him. The intimacy of the moment was thick, a quiet pull that felt as natural as the tide. Ilya’s eyes were dark, filled with a steady, liquid adoration that made Shane feel entirely seen.
"You look beautiful in this light," Ilya murmured, his voice a low, velvet vibration that seemed to settle deep in Shane's chest. He leaned down, his nose brushing against Shane's, their breaths mingling in the heat. "Like you're made of the sun."
Shane reached up, his fingers tangling in the hair at the nape of Ilya's neck, pulling him down just a fraction closer. "Then stop talking," Shane murmured, a playful, breathless lilt to his voice, "and show me."
Ilya let out a low, rumbling chuckle before his mouth found Shane's. The kiss was slow, a languid exploration of lips and tongues that tasted of summer and unhurried desire. It wasn't frantic; it was a deep, soul searching connection that made Shane's toes curl into the fabric of the blanket. 
As the kiss deepened, Shane's hands wandered, tracing the firm, heated muscles of Ilya's back, his touch light and teasing. "Ilya... mmm... please," Shane breathed against his lips, the plea soft and desperate.
Ilya moved with a deliberate slowness, his hands sliding down to Shane's hips to guide him. As he began to sink into him, Shane's eyes fluttered shut, his head tossing back as a long, melodic moan escaped him "Oh... ahhh... Ilya... mmmph...".
The sensation was a slow, blooming warmth, a heavy, delicious fullness that seemed to radiate from the point where they were joined out to his very fingertips. He felt every inch of Ilya the heat, the pressure, the incredible, steady rhythm of a man who knew exactly how to worship him.
"Good?" Ilya murmured, his voice strained with his own rising need, his forehead resting against Shane's as they moved in a slow, grinding dance. He was watching Shane's face with an intensity that was almost overwhelming, catching every flicker of pleasure, every hitch in his breath.
"Yes... yes, please... mmm... don't stop..." Shane gasped, his voice a soft, broken melody. He arched his back, seeking more of that incredible, heavy friction, his hips tilting up to meet every slow, deep thrust. "It feels... ahhh... so good... fuck... Ilya, mmm..."
The world around them began to blur, the green of the grass and the blue of the sky melting into a haze of pure sensation. There was only the sound of their synchronized breathing, the soft, wet friction of their bodies, and the low, sweet murmurs of their names. Every time Ilya moved, a fresh wave of heat washed over Shane, making him feel weightless and grounded all at once. 
"You're so... ahhh! So perfect," Ilya groaned, his voice thick as he buried his face in the crook of Shane's neck, his lips grazing the sensitive skin there. "My beautiful, beautiful Shane”
 
🩷🏒🩷🏒🩷
 
Yuna Hollander had printed the email herself because she didn't trust David to do it without losing it between the printer and the car.
It was a sponsorship email. A real one, from a real brand, one that Ilya had mentioned - more than once, in the particular wistful way he had when he wanted something but wasn't going to say so directly - would be a dream. Yuna had read it three times to make sure she understood it correctly. Then she'd called David in from the other room and made him read it too.
"Flaming Hot Cheetos," David had said, looking at the email.
"Flaming Hot Cheetos," Yuna confirmed.
They'd bought flowers on the way. Orange ones, because Yuna had thought it was a nice touch and David had said he didn't see why that was relevant and Yuna had put them in the cart anyway.
"They're probably swimming," David said as they pulled up outside the cottage. The car Ilya had hired for the week was in the driveway. The front of the cottage was quiet. "You know how they get out here. No concept of time."
Yuna was already looking for the spare key in her bag. "I'll leave everything on the dining table. We don't need to stay."
They knocked. They rang the doorbell. They waited a reasonable amount of time and then Yuna unlocked the front door and they let themselves in.
The cottage was quiet and warm and smelled like sunscreen and coffee. Yuna set the flowers down and moved toward the dining table to leave the printed email where it would be seen. David wandered toward the back of the cottage, toward the glass doors that looked out over the garden and the lake, the way he always did when he came here because the view was genuinely something.
He looked out through the glass.
He stopped.
Later, he would struggle to explain exactly what happened in the sequence of moments that followed. His brain, he would say, had simply declined to process the information in real time. There had been a delay. A buffering period. A long moment where his eyes were receiving data that his mind was simply refusing to file correctly.
Yuna appeared beside him.
Her scream was immediate and operatic and loud enough to carry clean through the glass doors and across the garden.
Outside, Yuna's scream landed like a starting pistol.
Both boys jumped six feet in the air. 
"BLYAT!" Ilya yelled, placing a hand over his heart.
Shane startled so violently he lost his balance entirely. Which, given the circumstances was a logistical situation that resolved itself in the worst possible way. Shane falling off of Ilya.
There was a brief moment of chaos. Then Shane was on the grass next to the picnic blanket looking up at the sky in surrender to the situation and Ilya was staring toward the cottage with an expression of pure, dawning horror.
Through the glass doors, David Hollander stood completely motionless.
Yuna was already walking herself back toward the front of the house with the focused energy of a woman who needed a moment and was going to take one.
 
🩷🏒🩷🏒🩷
 
They reconvened on the front porch. Shane and Ilya both had thrown on their pants, obv haphazardly.
Yuna had composed herself with remarkable speed and was holding the orange flowers against her chest like a shield. David had the look of a man revisiting a memory he had spent years trying to suppress.
Shane had grass on his shoulder. Ilya had not mentioned it.
"We knocked," Yuna said, with great dignity.
"We know," Shane said. "We were-" he gestured vaguely toward the garden.
"Yes," said Yuna. "We saw."
A silence settled over all four of them.
David cleared his throat. He had been quiet since the porch, which was unusual enough that everyone had noticed. He looked at Ilya. Something moved across his face that was difficult to categorise.
"David," Yuna said, in a warning tone.
"I'm not going to say anything."
"Good. They have children David We know what they do."
A beat.
Then Yuna again, "We have Shane. Remember? We're very good at that, too."
"Well, yes we are." David replied a smirk gracing his face and his eyes glazing over as he recalled memories Shane did not want to think about.
"Ew! Gross, mum!" Shane covered his eyes.
"Mr and Mrs Hollander," Ilya started with sincerity, "Thank you so much for making me Shane... I hope you enjoyed yourselves very mu-"
"ILYA GRIGORYEVICH HOLLANDER-ROZANOV!" Shane's face was red and his eyes were willing death at the younger man.
Yuna and David both hid snickers behind their hands. 
"It's just-" David started.
"David. "
"The cottage," he said, almost to himself, in the voice of a man genuinely haunted. "It's always the cottage."
Ilya closed his eyes briefly.
"What does that mean?" Shane asked.
"Nothing," said Yuna firmly, taking her husband by the arm. "It means nothing. We brought you flowers, Ilya. And a printed email which is very exciting and I think you should read it immediately as a way of moving forward from this moment as a family."
Ilya accepted the orange flowers. He looked down at them and then up at Yuna with genuine emotion that had nothing to do with the flowers specifically and everything to do with her, the way she always did things like this. Bought orange flowers. Printed emails. Showed up.
"Thank you, Yuna," he said.
"You're welcome." She patted his hand. "Now please put some clothes on. Both of you. We have sponsorship things to discuss."
Shane looked at Ilya.
Ilya looked at Shane.
"Flaming Hot Cheetos," Ilya said softly, looking at the email header, and despite everything Shane started laughing, and then Ilya was laughing, and Yuna was shaking her head with a smile she was trying to hide, and David was staring at the lake and processing.
"It's always the cottage," David said again, quietly, to no one in particular.
Nobody disagreed.


 
 
 
~~⭐️~🌟~⭐️~🌟~⭐️~~
 
 
3.
The dim light of the bedside lamp cast a warm, amber glow over the room, but the atmosphere was far from sleepy. The air was heavy, thick with the kind of tension that had been simmering under the surface for days a quiet, desperate hunger born from a week of shared beds, tiny feet stumbling in the hallway, and the constant, beautiful awareness of a child sleeping just a few yards away. 
Shane lay back against the pillows, his heart hammering a frantic rhythm against his ribs as Ilya hovered over him.
Ilya’s eyes were dark, hooded with a fatigue that was being rapidly overtaken by a singular, driving need. He didn't go for the kill immediately. Instead, he leaned down, his lips grazing the sensitive line of Shane's jaw, his breath hot and ragged against his skin. "I'm so tired, Shane," Ilya whispered, the confession sounding more like a plea. "But god, I've missed this. Just this."
His hands, large and warm, began a slow, torturous ascent. He traced the curve of Shane's waist, his palms dragging over the skin with a deliberate, agonizing slowness that made Shane's breath hitch. When Ilya’s mouth found his, it wasn't a collision, but a slow, deep reclamation. It was a kiss that tasted of longing and the quiet intimacy of a decade of shared mornings. 
Shane reached up, his fingers tangling in the hair at the nape of Ilya's neck, pulling him closer, desperate to close every millimeter of space between them.
As the layers of clothing were discarded with frantic, hushed movements, the silence of the house became a character in itself. Every rustle of fabric felt deafeningly loud, a sharp contrast to the heavy, rhythmic sound of their breathing. Ilya moved with a focused, tender urgency, his hands exploring Shane's body with a reverence that always made Shane feel cherished even in the heat of passion. 
He paused to press a lingering kiss to the silvery line of Shane's c section scar, his thumb tracing the mark with a soft, grounding touch before moving higher, his eyes never leaving Shane's.
"You're so beautiful," Ilya murmured, his voice a low, gravelly vibration. He leaned down to kiss the hollow of Shane's throat, his teeth grazing the skin just enough to make Shane gasp.
"Ilya... mmm... please," Shane breathed, the word muffled as he bit his lip to keep from being too loud. The need was a physical ache now, a heavy, pulsing heat centered in his hips. He arched toward Ilya, his skin humming where they touched.
Ilya shifted, his weight a welcome, solid pressure as he settled between Shane's thighs. He moved with a careful, deliberate slowness, his eyes searching Shane's for every flicker of sensation. As he began to sink into him, Shane's eyes flew open, his fingers digging into Ilya's shoulders. The sensation was an overwhelming, slow blooming fullness that seemed to stretch him from the inside out.
"Good?" Ilya whispered, his voice strained, his forehead resting against Shane's. He was watching Shane with an intensity that was almost frightening, his own breathing coming in short, jagged bursts.
"Yes... ahhh... so good... mmm..." Shane managed to choke out, his voice barely a thread of sound. He reached up, grabbing a handful of the pillow and pressing it against his own mouth to stifle a moan that threatened to break the silence of the house. The friction was incredible a deep, heavy, sliding heat that made his vision swim.
Ilya began to move, a steady, rhythmic grind that was more about connection than speed. He was careful, his eyes constantly checking Shane's expression, his hands anchoring Shane's hips to guide the pace. He wasn't just a force; he was reacting to every hitch in Shane's breath, every subtle tilt of his pelvis. When Shane's hips bucked upward, seeking more, Ilya responded with a low, guttural groan, his own composure fraying at the edges.
"Stay quiet, love," Ilya breathed, his lips brushing Shane's ear as he increased the depth of his thrusts. "Just for me. Mmm... so perfect. Don't want to wake our beautiful children. Should we make another one tonight?"
Shane nodded frantically, his face flushed, his eyes squeezed shut as he fought to remain silent. He was a creature of pure, concentrated sensation, the world narrowing down to the friction of their bodies and the terrifying, beautiful risk of being heard. The tension in his belly was coiling tighter and tighter, a golden, heavy knot that felt like it was about to shatter him. 
He buried his face in the crook of Ilya's neck, his muffled cries lost in the warmth of Ilya's skin as the rhythm became more urgent, more desperate, the quiet of the night amplifying every wet slide and every heavy, shared breath.
Just as the pressure reached a breaking point, just as Shane felt himself teetering on the very edge of a silent scream...
The floorboard in the hallway groaned.
The door creaked.
Light from the hallway spilled across the bedroom floor in a thin wedge, and both of them moved at exactly the same time - the particular, practiced scramble of two people who had been parents for eighteen years and had developed fast reflexes out of necessity. Sheets pulled up. Evidence hidden. Breathing regulated. By the time the door had opened fully they were both sitting up on their respective sides of the bed with the quilts pulled to their waists, looking, Shane hoped, like two people who had simply been asleep.
Mia stood in the doorway in her pyjamas, the ones with the little stars on them that she'd picked herself. She was holding the ear of her stuffed rabbit with one hand and rubbing her eye with the other. Her bottom lip was doing something precarious.
"Daddy," she said, in a very small voice. "Papa."
"Hey, baby girl," Shane said softly. "Come here."
She padded across the room and reached up at the foot of the bed with both arms, rabbit dangling, and hauled herself up with the determined effort of someone whose legs were not quite long enough for the task yet. She sat at the foot of the bed in a little heap and sniffled.
"Bad dream?" Ilya asked.
Mia nodded very seriously.
"Do you want to tell us about it?"
She took a breath, the kind that meant she was organising her thoughts, which she always did before she talked about something important. Shane and Ilya waited. Behind her, a small shape appeared in the doorway - Anya, their dog, who slept in Mia's room and had apparently followed her out, because Anya went where Mia went and that was simply the arrangement they had all agreed to.
"There was an ice cream," Mia began.
"An ice cream," Shane repeated carefully.
"A big one. With a face." She held her hands apart to indicate the size of the ice cream. It was quite large. "And he was chasing me."
"That sounds very scary," Ilya said, with great seriousness.
"It was." Mia sniffled again. "But then-" she paused, and her expression shifted into something more complicated, the way four year olds looked when a story had taken a turn they were still processing. "Then I fell over. And he stopped chasing me. And he came to help me up."
"He helped you up?" Shane said.
"Because he wasn't actually mean," Mia said, with the gravity of someone delivering important news. "He was just mad. Because he had a prickle in his cone." She looked at them both to make sure they understood the significance of this. "Like the ones in the grass at the cottage, Daddy. The ones that stuck in my foot that time."
Shane pressed his lips together.
Ilya was looking at a point just above Mia's head with an expression of tremendous concentration.
"That would make anyone grumpy," Shane managed.
"Yes," said Mia. "So we got the prickle out together and then we were friends." Her voice went quieter. "But then he started to melt. Because we were outside and it was hot. And I tried to-" her bottom lip went again, fully this time, "I tried to hold him together but I couldn't and then he was gone and I woke up."
The silence that followed was one of the most difficult Shane had navigated in recent memory. Beside him he could feel Ilya absolutely holding himself together by a thread.
"Oh, sweetheart," Shane said, and he meant it, because she had made friends with the ice cream and then lost him and she was four years old and her whole heart was in her face right now. "That is a very sad ending."
"He was my friend," Mia said, with devastating simplicity.
"I know, baby."
"I didn't want him to melt."
"Of course you didn't."
Ilya made a sound that he disguised as clearing his throat. Shane did not look at him.
Mia wiped her eye with the rabbit's ear and then looked between them with the directness only small children possessed. "Can I sleep here tonight? Me and Anya?"
Shane looked at Ilya.
Ilya looked at Shane, his expression very clear - eyebrows slightly raised, a tiny shake of his head, mouthing no, we have plans to get back to with the conviction of a man who had spent forty minutes edging his husband with no relief yet.
Shane looked at Mia.
Mia sniffled.
"Yes," Shane said without hesitation.
Ilya closed his eyes briefly. "Of course," he said, with the air of someone accepting a fate he had brought entirely upon himself. "But first-" he shifted, and Shane watched him perform what was genuinely an impressive manoeuvre, shimming his tracksuit bottoms on entirely beneath the quilt without displacing it, which took about thirty seconds and involved Ilya making a face of quiet concentration that Shane was going to think about later. "First we will get you some water, yes? And let Daddy-" he met Shane's eyes over the top of Mia's head, very briefly, "-get things settled in here."
Shane nodded once.
"Okay," said Mia, holding her arms up for Ilya, who scooped her up and settled her against his chest with the ease of long practice.
"Come on, little one. You can tell me more about the ice cream."
"His name was Gerald," Mia said, as Ilya carried her out.
Shane sat in the dark for a moment after they'd gone.
Then he laughed, quietly, into his hands - for just a second, just enough - and got up to deal with things.
 
🩷🏒🩷🏒🩷
 
By the time Ilya's footsteps came back down the hall Shane had changed the sheets, put on the lavender wax melter from the bedside table, and retrieved the unicorn night light from the drawer where it lived for exactly these occasions. It cast a soft purple glow across the ceiling. The room smelled calm. Shane was back in bed and looked, he felt, like a completely normal person who had been asleep.
Ilya appeared in the doorway with Mia on his hip, her head already drooping against his shoulder, water bottle clutched in one hand and rabbit in the other. Anya trotted in behind them and went directly to the foot of the bed and turned three circles and lay down.
Ilya looked at the sheets. At the wax melter. At the night light.
He looked at Shane and Shane looked back at him with an expression of complete innocence.
Ilya said nothing. He carried Mia to the bed and tucked her in between them with the same gentleness he always had with her, this baby they hadn't planned for and hadn't known they needed until she was there - small and loud and so full of feelings it sometimes felt like she could barely contain them all. A surprise in every sense. Theirs completely.
Mia starfished immediately, the way she always did, taking up a truly remarkable amount of space for someone so small. Her rabbit went under her chin. Her foot found Shane's side and stayed there.
Shane and Ilya looked at each other across the width of the pillow- across Mia's dark curls and the soft sound of her breathing already evening out from their respective edges of the bed, both clinging on by about six inches.
Ilya shook his head slowly.
Shane shook his too.
The lavender wax melter glowed softly. The unicorn night light turned the ceiling purple. Anya sighed at the foot of the bed.
Ilya mouthed something across the pillow. It took Shane a moment to read it.
Tomorrow, malysh.
Shane put his face into his pillow and shook with silent laughter for a long moment. When he looked up Ilya's eyes were bright with it too, both of them completely silent, completely useless, held together by the hilarity of their situation and the small, starfished, deeply beloved reason for it sleeping peacefully between them.
Shane reached across and found Ilya's hand in the dark, over the top of Mia's quilt.
Ilya squeezed once.
They stayed like that until Shane fell asleep.
 
 
~~⭐️~🌟~⭐️~🌟~⭐️~~
 
 
4.
The Centaurs won 4-2, which meant the bus back to the hotel was exactly as chaotic as Shane had anticipated.
He stood at the front of the aisle with his clipboard and waited for the noise to dip below a level that suggested anyone could actually hear him. It took a while. Luca Haas, who was thirty-one years old and had been in the league for over a decade and had a wife and a child at home, was leading a chant from the back of the bus that Shane chose not to examine too closely.
"Okay," Shane said, in his coach voice. "Listen up."
Partial quiet. Enough.
"Curfew is midnight. We fly tomorrow at ten which means we need to be in the lobby by eight-thirty which means you need to actually sleep tonight and not-" he looked pointedly toward the back of the bus, "-whatever that is. Celebrate smart. Drink water. If I get a single phone call from hotel management tonight I will make the next practice so painful you will be thinking about it until Christmas. Are we clear?"
Murmured agreement. A few of the rookies looked appropriately chastened. The veterans, who had heard variations of this speech for fifteen years, looked patient in the way of people who had learned to wait him out.
Ilya, who had been sitting in the aisle seat beside Shane's empty one with his legs stretched out and his arms folded and a look of tremendous fondness on his face, stood up.
He was very tall in the bus aisle. He had always been very tall in bus aisles. Shane had fifteen years of evidence.
"PARTY HARD, BOYS," Ilya announced, to the entire bus. "YOU HAVE EARNED IT."
The bus erupted. Shane closed his eyes.
"Ilya."
"What?" Ilya settled back into his seat looking completely unrepentant. "They won. Let them celebrate."
"I just said-"
"You said midnight curfew. There is plenty of time to party hard before midnight." Ilya reached over and patted Shane's knee. "You gave very good speech, Shanya. Very intimidating. Glasses were a nice touch."
Shane looked at him.
Ilya smiled.
Shane sat down.
 
🩷🏒🩷🏒🩷
 
The hotel floor they'd been given was loud for approximately ninety minutes after they arrived.
Shane and Ilya's room was at the end of the hall, which helped marginally. They could still hear the rookies moving between rooms, the particular crash of someone dropping something important, laughter carrying through walls that had not been built with NHL celebration budgets in mind. Wyatt Hayes, who was also on staff and whose room was two doors down, could be heard at one point delivering what sounded like a very calm and reasonable reminder about noise levels that was received with the same energy as Shane's bus speech.
"He's becoming you," Ilya observed from where he was lying on the bed still in his suit jacket, tie loosened, watching Shane move around the room.
"He's becoming responsible," Shane said. "There's a difference."
"Mm." Ilya didn't sound convinced.
Gradually, in stages, the hallway quieted. Doors stopped slamming. The rookies, apparently, had taken the party elsewhere. The floor settled into the particular hush of a hotel at night, just the hum of the heating and the distant sound of the city outside.
Shane sat on the edge of the bed to take his shoes off. He'd kept his glasses on through the game tonight, which he always did now, which Ilya had strong opinions about that he expressed regularly and without shame.
He became aware that Ilya was watching him.
"What," Shane said.
"Nothing." Ilya's voice had shifted into something lower and more deliberate. "I am just thinking."
"About what."
Ilya sat up and moved behind him on the bed, hands finding Shane's shoulders, mouth finding the side of his neck just below his jaw. Shane went still.
"About how much I enjoy watching you yell at rookies on the ice," Ilya said, against his skin. "Very attractive, Shanya. Very authoritative." His hands slid down Shane's arms. "And the glasses. And the suit." He paused. "I want you tonight, Malysh. We are alone, we won, and I have been thinking about this since the third period."
Shane turned his head. Ilya was very close.
"The third period," Shane said.
"At least."
"We were down by one in the third period."
"Yes," Ilya agreed. "And I was still thinking about it. I contain multitudes."
Shane laughed despite himself, and then Ilya kissed him, and the win and the adrenaline and the quiet hotel room all folded together into something warm and unhurried, and Shane stopped thinking about the third period entirely.
The air in the hotel room was thick, charged with a heavy, electric tension that seemed to hum in the space between them. As they lay tangled in the silk sheets, the adrenaline of the evening began to settle into something much deeper, much more primal. 
Ilya’s gaze was uncharacteristically feverish, his eyes dark and searching as he looked up at Shane. He wasn't the composed, commanding man the world knew; he was raw, his breathing ragged and uneven. He reached out, his large hand cupping the back of Shane’s neck, his thumb tracing the line of Shane’s jaw with a desperate, trembling pressure. 
"Shane," he rasped, the name sounding like a prayer. "I need too much from you tonight. Please... let me just... let me be yours. Take me. I want to feel you take me." The sheer vulnerability of the request, the way Ilya was practically offering himself up on a silver platter, sent a jolt of pure, possessive heat straight to Shane’s core. 
He didn't need to be told; he simply nodded, his eyes darkening in response to the surrender.
The descent into pleasure was a slow, exquisite torture. 
Shane moved with a deliberate, worshipful intention, his hands roaming over the hard, rippling muscles of Ilya's thighs as he moved down the bed. He reached for the small toiletry bag they’d brought, his fingers finding the cool, slick bottle of lube, but before he used it, he wanted to taste him. 
Shane settled between Ilya’s legs, his breath hot against the sensitive skin of his inner thighs. When he finally leaned in, his tongue tracing the heat of Ilya's entrance, the sound that tore from Ilya's throat was nothing short of a howl. It was a deep, guttural moan of pure, unadulterated shock and pleasure. Shane was thorough, his tongue working with a rhythmic, swirling pressure that had Ilya arching his back off the mattress, his fingers clawing at the sheets. 
"Oh god... Shane... mmm... fuck... yes!" Ilya was vocal, his composure completely shattered as he bucked against Shane's mouth, his hips stuttering in a desperate, instinctive search for more of that wet, swirling heat.
Shane didn't let up, his tongue dancing over the most sensitive nerves until Ilya was a trembling, weeping mess of sensation. Only when Ilya was practically begging, his voice a broken, desperate litany of "Please, Shane, please," did Shane reach for the lube. He applied it with a steady, warming hand, his fingers working to prep Ilya, his touch a mix of gentle coaxing and firm, demanding pressure. 
The slick, sliding sensation made Ilya let out a long, shaky whimper, his eyes squeezed shut as he drifted in a sea of pure sensation. "Ahhh... mmm... so good... mmm..." Ilya's voice was a low, vibrating hum of ecstasy, his entire body reacting to the way Shane's fingers moved inside him, stretching him, preparing him for the weight that was to come.
The transition was seamless, driven by an urgent, mutual need. Ilya moved to the center of the bed, his movements heavy with desire as he settled onto his hands and knees. He was on all fours, his back arching in a beautiful, vulnerable curve, his head bowed as he waited in a state of heightened, agonizing anticipation. 
He looked magnificent powerful in his musculature but utterly submissive in his posture, his hips tilted back in a silent, desperate invitation. Shane knelt behind him, his own breath coming in heavy, controlled hitches. He reached into the bag one last time, retrieving the sleek, humming vibrator. As he brought the device close, the low, steady buzz filled the quiet room, and Ilya let out a long, shaky whimper, his hips already beginning to tilt back in a frantic, uncoordinated rhythm.
The vibration hit the sensitive heat of Ilya's entrance, and the man let out a loud, uninhibited cry, his fingers digging into the mattress. "Ohhh... blyat... da... like that!" 
He was trembling, his entire body vibrating in sympathy with the device. Shane leaned forward, his chest pressing against Ilya's broad, sweating back, his hands guiding the vibrator and himself simultaneously, preparing to bridge the final gap. He was watching the way Ilya's muscles bunched and rippled, the way he was so close to the edge, his eyes glazed with a beautiful, desperate hunger. He was just about to drive home, to finally claim the surrender he had been promised, when the quiet of the hotel room was shattered by the sudden, sharp click of the door handle.
The door opened.
It did not knock first.
This was not, in itself, unusual. Luca Haas had been walking into rooms without adequate warning for his entire career and Shane had long since accepted this as a personality trait rather than a correctable behaviour. Ilya and Luca had had an interesting father-son relationship since Luca had joined the Centaurs as a rookie many years ago now.
What was unusual was that Luca came in with his eyes fixed entirely on his phone, brow furrowed with the particular concentration of someone working through a problem he found genuinely distressing, and closed the door behind him with his foot without looking up once.
"Hey," he said, to his phone. "Ilya. Hey. Okay so I know this is maybe weird to bring up but you said I could come to you for anything and I just - Claire and I have been trying to work out this whole phone thing while I'm away because I haven't seen her in like two and a half weeks and I miss her and we tried tonight and it just - it wasn't - Well, man- she sent me the best photo you won't believe it- not that I'll let you see it- okay so my question is." He paused, still not looking up. "How do you hold the phone. Like logistically. While you're also - you know. How does that work. Is there a stand or something because I really couldn't figure out the-"
He looked up.
The silence was immediate and total.
On both ends.
Shane had never heard Luca talk like this. He knew he and Ilya had some rather... private conversations (especially after he met his wife), but he never assumed they were this comfortable with each other!
And Luca had never seen Ilya as vulnerable as he was right now- it had always been Shane in that predicament... well, in the countless times Luca had interupted them before.
Luca Haas stood in the doorway of the hotel room and looked at what was in front of him and his brain, by all observable measures, simply stopped.
Shane had gone completely still. His eyes were very wide. His hand had not moved.
Ilya, breathless, turned his head toward the door. "Phone stand, Luca," he said, with remarkable composure given the circumstances. "We can talk about this later, yes?"
Luca turned around.
He walked back out the door.
He closed it behind him with a click that was somehow worse than a slam - the sound of someone operating entirely on autopilot while their higher functions rebooted.
The room was quiet.
"Fuck," Shane said, to the middle distance. "This keeps happening."
Ilya dropped his head. His shoulders were shaking, which was not fair.
"It's not funny," Shane said.
"Little bit funny."
"Ilya."
"Little bit."
Shane sat back and looked at the ceiling for a long moment. The mood, such as it was, had concluded. This was simply a fact they were both arriving at in real time.
"Shower?" Ilya offered.
"Shower," Shane agreed.
 
🩷🏒🩷🏒🩷
 
They knocked on Luca's door ten minutes later, both in tracksuits, hair damp. No answer. Shane knocked again. Still nothing. Down the hall, the light was on under Wyatt's door.
Ilya knocked.
"It's open," Wyatt called.
They pushed the door open to find Wyatt Hayes sitting on the edge of his bed in a hotel robe with the expression of a man who had encountered something he hadn't budgeted for this evening. Luca was beside him, also on the edge of the bed, shoulders slightly hunched, staring at a point on the carpet with the thousand yard look of someone who had seen something they were still organising into coherent memory.
He was not rocking, exactly. But he was also not entirely still.
"There they are," Wyatt said, looking up at them with an expression that was difficult to read. "You want to tell me what happened to my guy?"
"He walked in," Shane started.
"On us," Ilya finished.
Wyatt waited.
"We were-" Shane gestured vaguely.
"In the middle of something," Ilya said.
Wyatt looked at Luca. Luca had not reacted to their arrival in any meaningful way.
"He came in here," Wyatt said, "sat down, and has said four words since, which were 'phone stand' and then 'Ilya' and then nothing." He paused. "I don't know what phone stand means in this context and I have chosen not to ask."
"It's a long story," Shane said.
"I don't need the long story." Wyatt put a hand on the back of Luca's head in the way of someone who had been looking out for this particular person for a very long time. "I just need to know he's going to be okay."
"He will be fine," Ilya said. "He has walked in on us many, many times before. I don't know why tonight is-"
Shane's hand found Ilya's arm.
Ilya stopped.
"Many times?" Wyatt said, very slowly.
"Different circumstances," Shane said quickly. "Tonight was. Different."
Wyatt looked between them. Something moved across his face that suggested he was making inferences he had not asked to make. He pulled Luca slightly closer by the shoulder in a protective, instinctive way that Luca didn't resist.
"My poor baby," Wyatt said, with great feeling. "He doesn't need to see that."
"He's thirty-one," Shane said.
"He doesn't need to see that," Wyatt repeated, with more conviction.
Luca, from somewhere inside his own head, said: "Phone stand."
"It's okay, bud," Wyatt said, patting his shoulder. "You don't have to think about the phone stand."
Ilya pressed his lips together very hard. Shane looked at the ceiling.
"We are sorry, Luca," Ilya managed, with sincerity. "Genuinely."
Luca nodded slowly, still looking at the carpet.
"And for what it's worth," Ilya added, "the answer to your question is a ring light with a clamp attachment. Very stable. Good angle."
"ILYA," Shane said.
Luca made a noise that was almost, possibly, the beginning of a laugh.
Wyatt pointed at the door. "Get out of my room," he said, but he was shaking his head with the smile of a man who had signed up for this fifteen years ago and had nobody to blame but himself. "Both of you. Go."
They went.
 
 
~~⭐️~🌟~⭐️~🌟~⭐️~~
 
 
5. 
The lunch table at the Hollander-Rozanov house was, as it always was when Svetlana was visiting, loud.
Svetlana Vetrova had been Ilya's best friend since they were teenagers, which meant she had been a fixture in this house since before it was this house - since before the kids, since before the ring, since before any of it. The kids had grown up calling her Aunty Sveta with the easy unselfconsciousness of children who had never known a world where she wasn't in it, showing up from Boston twice a year with gifts she'd thought too hard about and opinions she hadn't thought about at all.
Mia was currently in her lap.
This was not unusual.
"Aunty Sveta," Mia said, with the gravity of someone delivering important information. "Do you want to come to my tea party after lunch."
"I would love nothing more," Svetlana said, in the same serious register.
"Anya can come too."
"Anya is excellent company. Better than your Papa."
"Hey," said Ilya, from across the table.
"You fell asleep at the last one," Sophie said cheerfully.
"I was resting my eyes."
"Papa, you were snoring," Zakya said, in Russian, not looking up from his plate. "Громко."
"Loudly," Mia translated helpfully, for Shane's benefit, in the solemn tone of a four year old who took her role as family interpreter very seriously.
"I know what громко means, bug," Shane said.
"I know you know. I was helping."
"Spasibo," Shane said, and Mia beamed.
The table settled into its usual rhythm - that particular overlap of English and Russian that had been the background noise of this house for as long as any of them could remember, Svetlana and Ilya sliding between languages mid-sentence the way people did when they'd been speaking to each other for thirty years, Zakya keeping up easily, Sophie half a beat behind but holding her own, Mia collecting words from both sides like she was building a private vocabulary nobody else had full access to yet.
Shane followed most of it. He always had. Eighteen-odd years of immersion and Ilya's patient, occasionally impatient, tutoring had seen to that. He didn't always contribute to the Russian half but he rarely missed anything. He knew the children were filling their Aunt Sveta in about friends at school- he caught that much. 
Which was how he almost caught Sophie's expression. It was small - just a flicker, the beginning of something, directed sideways across the table in Zakya's general direction with the energy of someone who had information and was physically struggling not to share it. "Oh, speaking of my friend Anna-" she started, a particular brightness in her voice that meant she was about to say something she absolutely should not.
"Sophie" Zakya said, very quietly, not looking at her. A warning.
Sophie's mouth closed. 
"Ne nado," he said. Don't.
"I wasn't going to," Sophie said, in English, too quickly.
"You had your face on," Mia said.
"I don't have a face."
"Ty vsegda tak delayesh' pered tem, kak skazat' chto-to," Mia said - you always make it before you say something - with the confidence of a child who had been paying attention to her siblings for four years and had catalogued everything.
Svetlana looked delighted. Ilya looked at his youngest daughter with an expression of pure pride. Shane filed the whole exchange away under things to return to later and reached for his glass.
 
🩷🏒🩷🏒🩷
 
After lunch, Svetlana pushed back from the table.
"Plavat'?" she said, looking at the kids. Swimming?
"YES," said Mia, already halfway off her chair.
"Da," said Zakya, with the studied nonchalance of someone who absolutely wanted to go.
"Obviously," said Sophie, already heading for the stairs.
The house dissolved into the organised chaos of three people finding swimwear and sunscreen, Mia's voice carrying from upstairs about her floaties, Anya trotting after them with the hopeful energy of a dog who knew what towels meant. The back door banged. The house went properly, genuinely quiet.
Shane stood at the sink and began loading the dishwasher.
He had a system. Plates at the back, angled correctly. Glasses along the side. Cutlery sorted by type in the basket. Ilya had learned, over many years, to simply hand things over rather than place them himself, because placing them himself resulted in Shane reorganising them anyway with the quiet focus of someone correcting an error that could not be left uncorrected.
He was bent over the lower rack, carefully optimising the angle of a pasta bowl, when Ilya's hands settled on his hips.
"Ilyusha," Shane said, without straightening up.
"Mm."
"We have a guest."
"We have a guest," Ilya agreed, "kotoraya is outside. In the lake. Distracting our three children." His thumbs moved in small circles. "She is occupied, Shanya."
"Stop it."
"You are very attractive when you load the dishwasher."
"Nobody is attractive loading a dishwasher, Ilya."
"You are. You get very focused. I find it-"
"If you say endearing, I'm closing the dishwasher on your hand."
Ilya laughed low against the back of his neck. "I find it," he continued anyway, "ochen' privlekatel'nym."
Shane straightened up and turned around. Ilya was leaning against the counter, looking entirely too pleased with himself and entirely too attractive for a Tuesday afternoon in a house that smelled like sunscreen and lunch.
"We are not doing this," Shane said. "Svetlana is forty metres away."
"Forty metres is very far."
"Ilya."
"Znaesh'," Ilya said thoughtfully, "our children are out there too. You know what our children are? Cockblockers. All three of them. Professionally."
Shane stared at him.
"You cannot call our children cockblocks."
"I said cockblockers. It's different. More specific."
"It is NOT-"
"Ty menya lyubish'," Ilya said, in the voice he used when he knew he was winning.
"That is not-you can't just say you love me in Russian to win an argument-"
"You love me too," Ilya said, switching back to English without missing a beat, "unfortunately for you."
Shane opened his mouth. Closed it.
"Come here," Ilya said.
"No."
"Shanya."
"I said no, we have a guest, and I'm not finished with the-"
"The dishwasher will still be here."
"I'm in the middle of a system, Ilya, I can't just-"
"Zdes'," Ilya said softly. Here. And held out his hand.
Shane looked at the dishwasher. He looked at Ilya's hand. He looked at Ilya's face, which was doing something completely unfair.
"This is a terrible idea," Shane said.
"Da," Ilya agreed. Probably.
Shane took his hand.
Ilya's smile did something warm and private and Shane had loved that smile for longer than he wanted to admit on a Tuesday afternoon, and then Ilya was leading him toward the stairs and Shane was following, because he always followed, because that had never once stopped being true.
The heavy oak door of the master bedroom clicked shut with a definitive thud, sealing them away from the summer heat and the distant, joyful chaos of the lake. Ilya didn't even let go of Shane's hand before he was leaning his weight against the wood, a breathless, triumphant giggle escaping him - a sound so uncharacteristic of the formidable man the world knew, but so perfectly him when they were alone. 
He looked at Shane, eyes dancing with a mischievous, slightly tipsy light, his hair mussed from their frantic, laughing ascent up the stairs. "Finally," Ilya exhaled, his voice a gravelly, delighted rasp. "No Svetlana. No children. No... tea parties."
Shane was already moving, his movements fluid and fueled by the same heady, carefree energy. He didn't head for the bed immediately; instead, he drifted toward the tall, ornate vanity mirror that stood in the corner of the room, the glass catching the afternoon sun and throwing dancing fractals of light across the walls. 
He turned back to Ilya, a playful, challenging smirk on his lips. "You're very horny for a man who was just having a family lunch with his children," Shane teased, his voice dropping an octave as he began to unbutton his shirt, his eyes never leaving Ilya's.
The air in the room was thick, charged with a delicious, unhurried urgency. Shane moved toward him, his hands finding Ilya's waist and guiding him toward the mirror until Ilya was standing directly in front of it, face to face with his own reflection. Shane pressed close behind him for just a moment. Close enough to feel the heat of him, close enough to watch Ilya's eyes go dark in the glass, before stepping back and sinking to his knees, leaving Ilya with nowhere to look but himself. The sight of it- Ilya, flushed and undone, staring at his own reflection while Shane disappeared behind him, was something else entirely.
As Shane took him into his mouth, the world narrowed down to the intense, singular sensation of Ilya's pleasure. The sounds in the room shifted; the lighthearted laughter was replaced by the heavy, rhythmic sounds of intimacy.
Ilya's head fell back, a low, guttural groan vibrating through his entire frame. "Shanya... mmm... god, fuck..." he gasped, his fingers tangling deeply in Shane's hair, not pulling, but anchoring himself to the sensation. The friction was perfect, the heat overwhelming, and as Shane worked with a focused, worshipful intensity, Ilya felt his knees go weak, his breath hitching in a series of jagged, desperate stutters.
Suddenly, Ilya reached down, his hands sliding under Shane's arms to hoist him up with a strength that was both effortless and commanding. 
"Enough... mmm... enough of that," Ilya managed to choke out, his voice thick with a hunger that had reached its breaking point. He practically threw Shane onto the sprawling expanse of the bed, the duvet a soft, white cloud beneath him. Before Shane could even catch his breath, Ilya was over him, his weight a delicious pressure that pinned Shane into the mattress.
With a sudden, playful lunge, Ilya grabbed Shane's ankles, pulling his legs up and folding him nearly in half, his hips pressing high and vulnerable. Shane let out a startled, melodic laugh, his head tossing back against the pillows. "Ilya! Nyet! You're being... ngh... you're being a brute!" he cried out, though his hands were already reaching up to pull Ilya down, his fingers digging into the muscles of Ilya's back.
"A brute who loves you," Ilya countered, his voice a low, triumphant growl. He entered him in one smooth, deep thrust that drew a long, high-pitched wail of pure ecstasy from Shane's throat. 
"Ahhh... Ilya... fuck... right there!" The rhythm they found was frantic and uncoordinated, a beautiful, messy dance of limbs and laughter. They were bumping hips, losing their balance, sliding against the sheets, and every time they hit a peak of sensation, it was punctuated by a burst of breathless, joyous sound. It was carnal, it was intense, but above all, it was them - unfiltered, unashamed, and utterly, wildly alive.
The tension was a white-hot wire, stretched to the absolute limit. Ilya's movements became more urgent, more desperate, his breath coming in short, jagged gasps. "Almost... Shanya... almost... mmm!" He was losing himself, the control he so carefully maintained in the rest of his life fraying into nothingness. Shane's body arched, a high, keening wail escaping his lips as he was driven toward the precipice. "Ilya... ngh... don't stop... ahhh!"
Ilya was right on the edge, his muscles corded and trembling, his head thrown back in a mask of pure, unadulterated, and highly uncharacteristic ecstasy - his mouth open, his eyes squeezed shut, his face completely undone by the sheer intensity of the moment.
The door opened without a knock.
Svetlana had known Ilya Rozanov since they were teenagers. She had known him through bad haircuts and worse decisions and everything in between, through years that were complicated and years that were simple and years that were neither. She knew his face better than almost anyone alive.
She knew it very well right now. And she didn't say a word in shock
"Ilya- fuck- Ilya- I'm gonna- uuuugghhhhhnnnn!" Shane cried out, grabbing Ilya tightly before crying out in pleasure. 
"Fuuuuuck Shane," Ilya moaned out, shuddering with his release, holding onto Shane just as tight. 

Suddenly, Svetlana, who had been standing in the doorway, announced the 'grand finale', if you will, began to clap "Bravo!" she called out!
"Svetlana-" Ilya managed.
"Married for-how long now-" she was already pulling the door closed, still laughing, "bozhe moi-"
"GET OUT," Shane said, from somewhere behind a pillow.
"I'm going, I'm going-" the door was almost shut. Almost.
She paused.
"Ilyshka," she said, through the gap, voice shaking with laughter. "You still make the same face when you-"
"DO NOT," Shane said, with a conviction that came from somewhere very deep, "finish that sentence if you want to stay in this house."
A beat.
"If you want to stay married," he corrected, with feeling, directing his voice now at his husband.
Svetlana laughed harder. The door clicked shut.
Her laughter carried down the hallway. Down the stairs. Out through the back of the house, getting further and then-
"Mia, solnyshko!" Svetlana's voice, drifting up through the open window, warm and carrying. "Your dads can't come to the tea party. They're having an afternoon nap."
Silence from the lake.
Then Sophie, clear as anything:
"EWWWW."
And Zakya, half a beat behind:
"OH GROSS. WE KNOW WHAT THAT MEANS. UGHHHHHHH."
And Mia, completely unbothered, already moving on: "Nichego," she said cheerfully. It's okay. "Anya can pour the tea."
 
🩷🏒🩷🏒🩷
 
Shane put his face fully into the pillow.
Ilya was shaking beside him, useless with silent laughter, and had been since the door opened, and showed no signs of stopping.
"She cannot stay here anymore," Shane said, into the pillow.
"She can stay as long as she wants," Ilya said, still shaking.
"She walked in on us."
"She has seen worse."
Shane lifted his face from the pillow to look at his husband. "I know she has seen worse," he said, meaningfully. "That is exactly the problem."
Ilya had the grace to look slightly sheepish. Slightly.
"She was not going to finish the sentence," he offered.
"She absolutely was going to finish the sentence."
"Shanya-"
"I have known Svetlana for a very long time, Ilya, and she was going to finish that sentence, and I need you to know that face you make-" Shane pointed at him, "-I don't want to think when you made it for her."
"I cannot control my face."
"Try."
"It is a biological response, I cannot-"
"Ilya."
Ilya pressed his smile into Shane's shoulder. Shane stared at the ceiling. Downstairs, faintly, they could hear Mia telling Anya it was her turn to pour.
"Our family," Shane said.
"Nasha sem'ya," Ilya agreed, warm against his shoulder. 
Shane looked at the ceiling for another long moment.
"She's never letting you live that down," he said.
"Nyet," Ilya said, unbothered. No.
"Does that not bother you?"
Ilya considered this with genuine thought, the way he did when Shane asked him something he actually wanted to answer properly.
"She has known me a very long time," he said finally. "I vsё ravno zdes'. And she is still here." He paused. "This does not bother me."
Shane was quiet for a moment.
"Unfortunately," he said, "that's extremely cute."
"Ya znayu," Ilya said. I know.
Shane shoved him. Ilya laughed. Outside, the lake was still going, and Svetlana's voice carried on the summer air, telling Mia that yes, Anya could absolutely be the guest of honour, and somewhere in the back garden their eighteen-year-olds were still recovering, and the dishwasher was still half loaded downstairs.
It could wait.
 
 
~~⭐️~🌟~⭐️~🌟~⭐️~~
 
+1
The kitchen smelled like flour and warm dough and something that was going to be, Shane had promised, significantly better than anything they could have ordered.
Mia was on her step stool at the bench, both hands deep in a ball of dough with the focused commitment of someone doing very important work. Shane was beside her, rolling out a base with the kind of care that suggested he had strong opinions about pizza base thickness, which he did, and had expressed before. Sophie was across the bench from them both, flour on her cheek and her hair pulled back, cutting circles of dough with a glass and absolutely not doing it the way Shane had shown her, which Shane had noticed and chosen not to comment on.
"Bol'she," Mia told her dough. Bigger. She pressed both palms flat and pushed outward. The dough did not cooperate. "Papa," she said, without looking up, "mine isn't working."
"You have to be gentle with it, bug," Shane said, coming to help her. "Here - like this-"
"Nezhnenko," Sophie said, in Ilya's voice, so accurate it was unsettling.
Shane pointed at her. "Flour on your face."
"I know."
"Just so you know that I know."
"I know that you know."
Mia giggled. Shane went back to his base.
The back door opened and Ilya came in from outside, took one look at the bench - the flour, the dough, the three of them in various states of coverage - and said, with great patience:
"It would have been faster to order pizza."
Shane turned around. "Homemade is healthier. Less sodium, no preservatives, we know exactly what's-"
"Dad's right," Sophie said, without looking up.
Ilya looked at his daughter. He looked at his husband. He shook his head slowly with the expression of a man who had been outnumbered in this kitchen for many years and had accepted his fate.
"Just like your father," he said, to Sophie, with enormous fondness. "Schast'ye, chto ya vas oboikh lyublyu."
"Lucky you love us both," Sophie translated cheerfully, for no one in particular.
"I understood that one," Shane said.
"I know you did." Ilya crossed the kitchen and pressed a kiss to the side of Shane's head, flour and all. "How long until dinner?"
"Depends on when Anna gets here. Zakya said six?"
"Zakya," Ilya said, opening the fridge and looking into it with the focus of someone who was actually just giving himself something to do, "is upstairs right now taming his curls to look krasivo for his girlfriend."
"He inherited your curls," Shane said. "He knows exactly what he's doing with them."
"He inherited my curls," Ilya agreed, closing the fridge. "He did not inherit my patience with them. Every time it is a whole-" he made a gesture that encompassed suffering.
"Sophie," Shane said, "is Anna allergic to anything? For the toppings?"
"Not that I know of," Sophie said. "She's not a big olive fan but she'll eat them if they're there."
"No olives on one half," Shane said, already filing this away. He looked at Ilya. "Make yourself useful - go ask Zakya what he wants on his half and whether Anna has any other preferences. I want to make a good impression."
Ilya looked at him. "Ty vsegda proizvodish khorosheye vpechatleniye," he said. You always make a good impression.
"Ilya."
"I'm going." He headed for the stairs, already calling up as he went: "Zakya! Zak-"
The door to Zakya's room was closed.
Ilya knocked once, out of habit, already talking: "Zak, tvoy otets ochen' volnuyetsya-your dad is very worried about making a good impression on this girl of yours, which, fair, she sounds lovely - he wants to know what she wants on her pizza, any allergies, preferences-" he was already turning the handle, already pushing the door open, still talking- "and also I know you want to look good for her and I know you have my curls so if you need help I can-"
He opened the door.
He stopped.
Zakya and Anna separated so fast the air moved. Zakya grabbed the nearest thing - a blanket, thankfully, mercifully - and Anna made a sound that was mostly just a sharp inhale and pulled it around herself, and they were both staring at him with the wide, frozen expressions of people whose brains had just made a very loud noise and stopped.
Ilya stood in the doorway.
He looked at his son.
He looked at Anna, who was - yes. Yes, she was. He filed this away and closed the filing cabinet very firmly.
He took a breath.
"Okay," he said, very calmly. "Nobody is in trouble." He kept his voice level in the way he had learned, over eighteen years of parenting, meant everyone stayed calm. "But I am going to need you both to wash up and get dressed and come downstairs for a chat. Da?"
Two very small nods.
"Good." Ilya stepped back. Pulled the door softly, carefully shut.
He stood in the hallway for a moment.
Then he walked back down the stairs.
Shane looked up from the bench when he heard Ilya's footsteps. Something in the way he came into the kitchen - too careful, slightly too deliberate - made Shane put down the rolling pin.
"What's wrong?"
Ilya sat down at the kitchen table. He placed both hands flat on the surface and looked at them.
"Tak," he said. So. "Ya poznakomilsya s Annoy." I met Anna.
Shane frowned. "Anna's not here yet. What are you talking about."
"She is here." Ilya looked up. "She is very much here. She is upstairs right now." He paused. "Wow."
Shane stared at him.
Sophie had gone still across the bench. Something moved across her face - guilt, recognition, the expression of someone who had known this was coming and had said as much. She laughed, short and helpless. "Blyad'. I told him he was going to get caught sneaking her in eventually-"
"SOPHIE." Shane pointed. "Language. Mia is right there."
"Sorry-"
"Take your sister and go put on a movie. Lounge. Please."
Sophie was already moving, scooping Mia off the step stool with practised ease. Mia went without complaint, dough still on her hands, already asking Sophie what movie they were going to watch.
The kitchen went quiet.
Shane pulled out the chair beside Ilya and sat down. He looked at his husband's face - the careful stillness of it, the slightly glazed quality around the eyes - and got up again without saying anything and put the kettle on. He found Ilya's tea, the Russian kind, the one that had lived in the second shelf of the pantry for as long as they'd had a pantry, and made two cups and brought them to the table and sat back down.
Ilya wrapped both hands around the mug.
"Tell me," Shane said.
Ilya told him.
Shane listened. His expression moved through several stages - surprise, then the particular oh no of a parent absorbing information they hadn't been ready for, then something that was trying very hard to be composed.
"Oh my god," he said, when Ilya had finished.
"Da."
"What do we - I don't know what we-"
"We have to figure it out," Ilya said, "potomu chto-" because- "I told them to come down and talk about it."
Shane looked at him. "You told them to come down now?"
"I said wash up and get dressed and-"
Footsteps on the stairs.
They both looked at the kitchen doorway.
Zakya appeared first, in a fresh t-shirt and jeans, hair still doing what it wanted to do regardless of his earlier efforts. Anna was half a step behind him - Sophie's age, Shane registered, dark eyes, a face that would have been pretty at the best of times and was currently pink with embarrassment in a way that made her look very young and very mortified. She was holding Zakya's hand.
Shane stood up.
He crossed the kitchen, and before Anna could say anything or Zakya could say anything or the moment could become any more excruciating than it already was, Shane held out his hand and then changed his mind and pulled her gently into a hug instead, brief and warm and completely genuine.
"It's so lovely to meet you," he said. "Are you okay? That is a terrible way to meet your boyfriend's family and I'm very sorry."
Anna laughed, startled and relieved. "I'm okay," she said, a little muffled. "I'm so embarrassed."
"Don't be." Shane pulled back and looked at her properly and smiled. "Come and sit down. I'll make you both something hot to drink."
He made them tea. Zakya got the mug with the chipped handle that he'd always used since he was small, without thinking about it, and Ilya noticed and said nothing.
They sat at the table - Ilya and Shane on one side, Zakya and Anna across from them, both sitting up very straight in the manner of people who had decided that dignity was still technically available to them if they committed to it hard enough.
Nobody said anything for a moment.
Shane started, because Shane always started. "So," he said. "First of all - Anna, you are very welcome in this house. That has not changed. Okay?"
Anna nodded, hands around her mug.
"Second." Shane looked between them. "We're not angry. We want to be really clear about that." He glanced at Ilya, who nodded in confirmation. "But we do need to talk about a couple of things." He paused. "The door, for starters."
"Lock it," Ilya said. "From now on. And I will knock and wait."
"Ya tozhe," Shane said. Me too.
Zakya's shoulders came down approximately one centimetre. "Okay," he said quietly.
"And-" Shane chose his words carefully, "-we know you're both grown up. We know that. It's just-" he glanced at Ilya again.
"It is still a shock," Ilya said, plainly, "to see your son." He left the rest of the sentence where it was.
Zakya made a face. Anna looked at the table.
"Are you being safe?" Shane asked.
"Dad," Zakya said, with feeling. "Gross. Yes. Obviously."
"I'm asking because I care, not because-"
"I know why you're asking, it's still gross."
Ilya, who had been quiet and careful and measured for the last several minutes, looked at his son.
"You know what is gross?" he said. "Walking into a room and seeing your-"
"Ilya," Shane said.
"I'm just saying-"
"I know what you're saying."
Silence around the table.
Shane sighed. He looked at Anna. "Anna, sweetheart - Sophie and Mia are in the lounge watching a movie. Would you mind giving us five minutes with Zakya? You're not in trouble at all, I just want to check in with him quickly."
Anna stood with the relieved speed of someone who had been waiting for an exit. "Of course. Thank you for - yeah." She looked at Zakya, something passing between them, and then she was gone down the hallway.
The three of them sat at the table.
Shane and Ilya looked at their son.
Zakya looked back at them. He'd lost the careful composure now that it was just them - he looked younger, suddenly, the way he always did when the performance dropped. Eighteen, Shane thought. Still eighteen.
"You okay?" Shane asked quietly.
Zakya nodded. Then, after a second: "That was genuinely awful."
"Da," Ilya said, with feeling. "For all of us."
"Papa-"
"I'm joking. Mostly." Ilya reached across the table and put his hand briefly over Zakya's. "Vsyo khorosho, Zak. Everything is okay."
They went through it - gently, without making it bigger than it needed to be. Safe sex. Talking to them if he ever needed anything. The door. The knocking. Zakya endured it with the expression of someone waiting for a dentist appointment to be over.
"And you know," Shane said, "if you ever have questions. About any of it. You can always come to us."
Zakya looked at them both. "I know," he said. "Spasibo."
"Especially your father," Shane added. "About anything."
Ilya nodded seriously. Then: "Although if your questions are specifically about girls-" he tilted his head, "-you should not ask your father."
Shane frowned. "Why not?"
"Because, Shanya," Ilya said, with great delicacy, "you cannot make a girl-"
"ILYA-"
"Slava Bogu, Rose Landry." Ilya shook his head solemnly. God bless her.
Zakya's head came up so fast he nearly knocked the mug over. "Wait." He stared. "You slept with Rose Landry?"
"That is not-" Shane started.
"She's so hot-"
"This conversation is OVER," Shane said, standing up. "We're making dinner. Go get the girls please. Now. Thank you. Conversation over. Go."
Zakya was still staring at Ilya as he stood up. Ilya looked serene. Shane pointed at the hallway and did not make eye contact with either of them.
Ten minutes later they were all around the bench - Shane, Ilya, Zakya, Sophie, Anna, and Mia on her step stool - pizza bases laid out, bowls of toppings distributed, tomato sauce ready to spread.
Ilya watched his son reach for a handful of mushrooms.
"Podozhdite," he said. Wait.
Everyone looked at him.
Ilya looked at Zakya. He looked at Anna. He looked at their hands, both of which were hovering over the toppings.
"Please," he said, with enormous sincerity, "tell me you both washed your hands. Very, very well. Both of you."
The silence that followed was spectacular.
Shane closed his eyes.
"PAPA," Zakya said.
Anna went the colour of the tomato sauce.
Sophie started laughing so hard she had to put both hands on the bench.
Mia looked around at everyone and then back at her pizza base. "Ya pomyla ruki," she announced, to no one in particular. I washed my hands.
"Good girl," Shane said faintly.
Ilya spread his hands in a gesture of pure innocence. "Ya prosto sprosil." I was just asking.
Shane looked at his husband. At his mortified son. At Sophie, who was still laughing. At Anna, who had hidden her face behind Zakya's shoulder. At Mia, who was very carefully placing a single mushroom in the exact centre of her base with the focus of someone doing important work.
"Right," Shane said. "Toppings. Everyone. Now. We are making pizza and we are not talking anymore."
"Nichego ne skazal." Ilya said, serenely. I said nothing.
"Ilya."
"Nichego."
Shane pointed at the tomato sauce. Ilya picked it up and started spreading it, the picture of innocence, and the kitchen filled back up with noise and flour and the comfortable chaos of all of them together, Anna laughing now too despite herself, Mia narrating her topping choices to no one in particular, Sophie recovering in stages, Zakya pretending to be more traumatised than he was.
Shane looked at Ilya over the top of Mia's head.
Ilya looked back at him.
Our family, his eyes said, warm and impossible and completely unrepentant.
Shane shook his head.
But he was smiling.
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